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Summary: The adventures continue with excessive family fun.
Note 1: This is the second part of the Dirty Grandpa affair. In part one, coed granddaughter Sheila comes home for the holidays with her best friend Essence to look after her convalescing grandfather, and they end up giving him the best Christmas Holiday of his life... and theirs too!
Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing and illustrating this two-part sex-fest.
Dirty Grandpa Ch. 02: A Family Affair
"Oh, yeeeeeees, Grandpa," Sheila screamed, feeling his cock pulsating, and his cum erupting inside her... which... sure enough... triggered her long-awaited (aka all morning) orgasm. She kept milking him until his entire load was puddled deep inside her bowels, before she collapsed forward and onto her side.
Essence used her phone to shoot a closeup of the gaped asshole leaking cum and said, "Fuck, Papa Charlie, you really gaped her asshole good!"
"I used to do that to Dottie all the time," he bragged smugly.
"Well, now you're welcome to do it to me all the time," Sheila said, "or at least for the rest of the week," her body still trembling through the afterglow of her euphoria.
"Sounds like a plan," he said, as he collapsed back onto the pillows.
Essence helped get him comfortable, before she bent down... and for the first time ever to anyone... she ate his asshole... excavating as much of his cum into her mouth and down her throat as her tongue could reach.
"Oh, you nasty bitch," Sheila moaned appreciatively, as she felt her friend's tongue probing her well-fucked asshole.
Several hours later they had an early supper, and while Charlie was chatting on the phone with his daughter Carol (without revealing what he'd recently learned about her), her daughter was sucking his cock.
Once he'd ended the call, Essence rode him to his third and final orgasm of the day... and he deposited a second load inside her pussy.
The girls shared a lengthy 69 on the couch, with Charlie filming them from his bed (using his phone), and then Essence used a twelve-inch strap-on to fuck Sheila to her second orgasm of the day, while Charlie filmed that too.
As the ladies cuddled into each of his fragile old arms, he said appreciatively,
"That was the most amazing Christmas present ever, girls."
"And vise versa! Plus, we have almost an entire other week before Mom and Dad get home," Sheila pointed out.
"By then you two might have killed me," he joked with a chuckle.
"But not before I've extracted at least a dozen more loads out of this dick," Essence bargained as she reached over and stroked it.
"Jesus," he said.
"At lease a dozen each," his granddaughter added with a wink.
Over the next few days, they fucked nonstop... as follows.
Tuesday, December 26 th
On the 26th, to start the day, the girls donned some different sexy outfits... cat suits... for Charlie's enjoyment. Essence's was transparent with pink trim, leaving nothing to the imagination, and Sheila's dark blue one was respectably opaque, except its front was hanging wide open.

Essence sucked Charlie's dick, while he and Sheila watched Dottie on the television having sex with two women she'd met in the London, England park just a few minutes previously.


Essence then helped Charlie across the massive living room to the dining area, so he could enjoy his chocolate breakfast... her pussy.

Before lunch, Sheila rode her grandfather's cock, taking it as deep up her butt as possible.

Right after lunch, the girls whisked away the plates, then they performed a sex show... with toys... for Charlie.

Charlie was awakened from his afternoon nap by his granddaughter sitting on his face, with Essence riding his dick while the girls made out.

After dinner, Essence ate an anal creampie from Sheila's gaping asshole, after Charlie had dumped a load inside his granddaughter's amazingly tight ass.

Before bedtime, the three lovers explored each other's terrain during a lengthy threesome.

Wednesday, December 27 th
The girls continued their morning fashion shows with another new look... this time dressed as a couple of slutty ninjas.

Essence took a load all over her face and tits, and then Sheila licked up Charlie's cum for her delicious breakfast.

Later that morning, Essence fucked Sheila doggy style with a strap-on, while Sheila sucked her Grandpa's cock.

The girls finished their morning marathon with Essence riding Charlie's dick, while Sheila licked her grandfather's balls.

After lunch, Sheila and Essence joined forces, sucking Charie's bells and whistle.

Then Charlie gave both girls abundant facials.

After Charlie's nap and the girls cleaning themselves up, Essence rode his dick, while Sheila fucked her ass with a strap-on.

Charlie eventually came inside Essence's pussy, and then he ate his own creampie while Sheila fucked herself to an orgasm with a plastic carrot.

After supper, while Charlie watched some more Dottie porn on the television, Sheila sucked her grandfather's cock before taking another facial, and Essence filmed the proceedings on her phone. The TV scene was from Dottie Gets Religion, where she's being fucked by Pastor Frank Davis in his vestry, while two scantily-uniformed church Acolytes belly danced as part of their liturgical training.


For a nightcap, Charlie fucked Essence's tits, and eventually... amazingly, given his age... came on them too (with some in her mouth), giving her a pearl necklace.

Thursday, December 28th
The next morning, the girls presented Charlie with another of their daily fashion shows.

Charlie and Essence enjoyed their shared breakfast with a lengthy 69.

About an hour and a half later, during which time all three of them enjoyed a proper breakfast that included bacon, eggs, and English muffins with marmalade... and after Charlie had mostly recovered from his first orgasm of the day... they journeyed back across the large room to Charlie's bed. There he fucked Essence doggy-style, while Sheila rested her hands on Essence's ass, observing the action from very close up. Then when Charlie was ready to cum, he pulled out and shot his load all over Sheila's face, getting some of it in her mouth. Then, since Essence hadn't come yet, he re-entered her and resumed his fucking.

Charlie then said he wanted to Skype with Sheila's Grandma Hatsumi, and that the girls should arrange a chair and a couple of cushions in front of the TV screen. Then they should stay out of sight at first, still dressed in their current uber-sexy apparel, and that Sheila definitely needn't wash her face. He then phoned Hatsumi, and the tech-savvy Essence sent her image to the TV screen.
Hatsumi answered the call on her computer, dressed as she usually did in the daytime, but when she saw Charlie was naked and was presenting her with the enormous erection she was so familiar with, she playfully asked if this was going to be that kind of conversation. When he assured her it was, she changed into something more (un)suitable (a long, diaphanous dressing gown), switched on her bedroom ceiling cam, and positioned herself sexily on her bed.
Charlie then invited the girls to join the conversation, so they came forward and sat down on their respective cushions.
Charlie explained that their shared granddaughter (Hatsumi had known Sheila since her childhood of course), had recently joined in on the family tradition, and that for the past several days, she'd also been generously sharing her best-friend-with-benefits Essence with him. And yes, all that cum on her face was his.
Sheila told her Grandma how much they'd all enjoyed watching her participation in her Mom's wedding celebration, and how sexy she'd been. But please don't tell her Mom until Sheila broached the subject with her, since she hadn't yet figured out a good way to do it.
One thing led to another, and soon all four of them were fondling themselves for their own and each other's pleasure, while they all shared stories about the many sexcapades each of them had taken part in.


Then Sheila was double penetrated by sitting face up on Charlie's cock while he ass fucked her, and Essence fucked her pussy with a strap-on, with Hatsumi looking on.

And then all four of them played with themselves... Hatsumi employing a big blue dildo... and they watched each other until they all came.



Then after everyone had come, they promised to get together sometime soon to play some more, and ended their thoroughly enjoyable conversation-with-benefits.
Then after they'd signed off with Grandma Hatsumi, Sheila spoke with her Mom on the phone... definitely not Skype! (And not only because she still had Charlie's cum all over her face.)

Then after they'd taken a nap together (while even though she was asleep, Sheila's left hand got a bit naughty)...

...it was Essence's turn to be double penetrated. Sheila fucked her pussy while Charlie fucked her ass, in an impressive on-their-sides position, where she felt like the two dicks were touching each other inside her.

After supper, the girls put on a major show for their favourite old-timer... Sheila fisted Essence to multiple orgasms, while Charlie watched in fascination.

The night ended with a rather complex position... Essence laid down on the bed with her ass raised high, then Sheila draped herself over the top of her friend, and then Charlie fucked Essence, while he fingered both of the girls.

Friday December 29 th
The next morning Essence wasn't feeling well, so she went back to sleep while Sheila donned the outfit her bestie had set out for her before they went to bed the previous night... a blue mesh bodysuit with iridescent trim that left all her interesting bits freely accessible... then she came out and presented herself to her grandfather, and before long, she'd taken his morning load in her butt.

After lunch, Sheila sucked her grandfather to orgasm, taking his load all over her face. Then when he finished coming, she popped his cock back deep into her mouth and resumed sucking, giving him those heavenly/hellacious overstimulation sensations.

By the time Charlie had finished his afternoon nap, Essence was feeling a bit better, so she entered the fray wearing an outfit like Shiela's except in fiery red, and they gave their man a double nylon foot job, causing him to come all over their feet. (Sheila hadn't washed her face since her facial, so by now she was a right mess!) While Charlie was being pampered by his two sluts, he was also watching Dottie Gets Religion on the TV, and it just so happened that Dottie was sitting on Pastor Frank Davis's face while she too was administering a foot job.


After supper, Essence feeling a little better, she got her daily protein by sucking Charlie and swallowing his load.

The night ended with Sheila taking another load in her ass, while Essence watched.

Saturday, December 30th
Feeling much better the next morning, Essence got up bright and early, threw something inconsequential on, and then pranced out to the living room to suck and get fucked in a version of doggy-style by Charlie.

When Sheila got up a bit later, Essence joined her in donning their outfits du jour... for a very revealing definition of the word 'outfit'... then Sheila enjoyed having her pussy eaten by her Grandfather, while Essence knelt on her face.

After lunch, the girls put on a unique show for their aging mentor. They both fucked themselves with bowling pins Essence had once bought from a bowling alley to add to her sex kit. It was surprising how big those things were up close, but our girls managed to stuff the narrow ends into their twats all the way until the pins started getting really wide. Charlie's attention was divided between his current wicked girlfriends and Dottie on the TV. She and the Pastor had been joined by a couple of essentially naked 'Church Ladies', who were really into each other.


The girls then gave Charlie a double blow job, working his dick in tandem.

After dinner, they did a fun train... Charlie fucking Essence, and Essence eating Sheila.




It then occurred to Charlie that he'd always wanted to see someone being subjected to a golden shower, and he said so, so the girls wheeled his wheelchair into the bathroom, Sheila laid down inside the shower stall, and Essence generously obliged Charlie's request by pissing all over Sheila... mainly ion her face. (They'd both removed all their clothing for the occasion, and then they showered immediately afterwards, before drying off and putting their stockings back on.)

The night ended when at the stroke of midnight, Charlie began fucking his granddaughter in the ass, while Essence laid down beneath her best friend and felt her up.

Sorry, that wasn't quite true. After Sheila fell asleep at about 12:30, Essence came back out and shared a marathon fuck session with Charlie, while they watched the Carol's Wedding video... a section where Carol was having a grand time tribbing with her Mom Dottie, while she fondled her mother-in-law Hatsumi's boobs, and Dottie licked the Asian beauty from below... and then Charlie and Essence put their heads together and formulated a wicked plan for the next day. They didn't let Sheila in on their plotting, since her reaction to her parents' sudden arrival on the scene and their inevitable shock would be half the fun!


Sunday, December 31 st
The girls realized this was their last morning and afternoon alone with Charlie, since Sheila's parents were scheduled to arrive home around 4:30.
So they woke up together, and first the presented Charlie with the last in their series of his Holiday Season fashion shows. He was pleased to notice that their panties were crotchless.

And then another wicked morning surprise... they gave him another double blow job, once again taking turns with each other.

Once again Charlie stretched his meal to a double breakfast by, eating his granddaughter to an orgasm.

And then a triple breakfast... when he did the same for Essence.

Before lunch, the girls used a double ended dildo to fuck themselves, while Charlie also watched Dottie getting fucked by a black English dick on the big screen, in... is there a sex position called side-saddle? In any case, this could be the last time they'd have a chance to watch her with each other, before their three lives returned to normal.


The girls then shared a big facial while Charlie came on them, watching his wife getting triple penetrated.


After Charlie's nap, they shared a marathon fuck session... Essence sucked Charlie's dick, while Sheila pegged his ass with a strap-on. And yes, they were both still wearing the cum from earlier.

Essence was double penetrated by her two companions, with Sheila bringing up the rear, this time with her instead of her Grandpa Charlie. It was only fair.

Sheila sucked her grandfather's dick, savouring the sweet taste of her best friend's cum.

Then Sheila took her grandfather's dick in her ass one final glorious time while she ate out Essence.

Sheila started getting worried her parents might catch them still going at it if they arrived home at all early... since it was already 4:10. "Grandpa, my parents will be getting home very soon!"
"Don't worry." Charlie said calmly, while he continued pounding his hot granddaughter's ass. "I'm nowhere near coming after already dropping three loads today: one in your mouth, one all over my sweet girls' faces, and another in Essence's pussy during the double penetration. So this final load will still be bubbling inside me for some time to come. But no worries... your parents' flight will surely arrive late like they always do, so we'll have plenty of time to drop this one final load inside your amazing tight asshole."
"I totally agree. So just stop worrying and eat my pussy, my little fuck toy," Essence added, the plan she and Charlie agreed upon still in effect. She was still enjoying watching the live incestuous act, even after who knew how many times by now... as well, of course, Sheila's experienced tongue.
"Fine," Sheila sighed with a moan. She seemed to be the only one of them worried about getting caught with their pants down... not that any of them had any pants nearby.
It wasn't even ten minutes later, with the only significant changes being that Sheila was now doing all the work, while she rode her Grandpa's ass-splitting dick. And because of that, her tongue on Essence's clit was stumbling around more erratically than before.
And then the front door opened! And immediately....
"What the hell is going on in here?" Carol shrieked loudly, totally stunned by the unexpected threesome she was suddenly witnessing. Sheila was shocked, Charlie was vastly amused, and Essence turned and reached out her arms with a big grin to welcome Sheila's parents into their own home.

"Isn't it obvious? I call it family bonding," Charlie drawled, looking straight at his daughter Carol and his son-in-law Robert, who were standing and staring... stunned at the sight of their daughter being plowed from behind by her grandfather.
"Stop it this instant!" Carol demanded, while Robert just stood and gawked at the sex scene daughter and her friend Essence were both totally naked... well, except they were wearing nylons, braless corsets, and crotchless thongs.
Sheila began to obey her mother, but Charlie gave her ass a good smack and ordered, "Just keep riding me, baby girl; all is well.!"
Sheila obeyed this newer order, while Charlie calmly reached for the remote, pressed Play, and Carol's Wedding resumed playing from the spot Essence had paused it for him.
The video... with sound... blared out from the television, and Carol's eyes went wide. "Give me all your cum, you motherfucking stud!" rang out from the TV. Carol recognized her own voice, and she spun around to see herself... on her wedding day... drenched in cum... and getting fucked by Big Jim, one of her mother's favourite mules (as Dottie used to call them). Her mother Dottie and her mother-in-law Hatsumi were looking on, enjoying the show.
Robert started laughing, which got him a fierce glare from his wife. "It's not funny!" she growled, but nobody agreed with her, and soon everyone in the room except for her was chuckling.


"I can see that you really enjoyed your wedding day," Essence taunted her. Last night she and Charlie had selected this exact moment to show her while she'd been riding him during a marathon hour-long fuck session, after Sheila had gone to sleep in her bedroom with cum still leaking out of her asshole.
"Shut that thing off!" Carol demanded.
Sheila had a question for her Mom. "Did Dad know what you were doing that day?" she asked, that being the one thing that'd been bothering her since she first saw a snippet of this video. If he'd known, then fine... and this video was hot as fuck. But if he hadn't, then her Mom had been cheating, and she hated that.
"Only after the fact," her father replied. "But my Bride blew me away when she first showed her copy of this to me while she sucked my dick, and I'm still proud of my hot, slutty wife!"
"Robert, stop talking!" Carol barked. She was still annoyed, even though her cheeks were burning red.
Her younger self moaned, "Oh yes, harder Big Jim, fuck me harder!"
"The cat is obviously out of the bag," Robert said, his dick swelling, while he recalled the time he'd watched this video for the first time.
"Except that our daughter Sheila is right here watching this," Carol pointed out the obvious. She then turned and glared at the threesome still going on. "Would you three perverts stop having sex with each other?"
"But Mommy, your Daddy's dick feels so fucking good in my asshole," Sheila said... not cowed in the least by her mother as she continued riding the big dick... feeling emboldened by the video starring her amazingly slutty Mom, the wild sensations her Grandpa's dick was delivering to her ass, and the rush of adrenalin she was enjoying. She noticed her father staring at her firm tits and body, which she thought was delicious.
"Sheila!" Carol rebuked her, even though she could feel her pussy burning... she'd never guessed that her Dad's dick was that huge.
"Stop pretending to be a prude, Carol," Robert told her.
"Well excuuuse me!" She turned and glared at her husband again.
"We've just spent the last ten days fucking everyone in sight at that Jamaican swingers resort, and what's going on in our home is pretty tame compared to that," he said.
"So it sounds to me like you guys fuck other people on a regular basis. Am I right?" Essence asked, as she got off the bed and sauntered over to the couple.
"Essence please," Carol said, weakening for the first time.
"Your daughter likes to beg too," Essence purred, as she reached her hand under the skirt of the hot MILF. "No panties and freely accessible, interesting. Wet, too."
"Robert, I have to admit this Ebony beauty is really hot," Carol said, her body giving in to the gorgeous black's bold advances... recalling the massive lesbian interracial orgy where she, two other white women, an Asian woman, and a Latina were all getting fucked from behind by five black studs.

"Please stop me from doing something I'll regret," Carol begged her husband with a soft moan. Her cheeks were burning as she admired the visitor's perfect black body. She'd dined on a couple of black pussies during her trip and a few other pussies, but none of those women were nearly as perfect as Essence was... although Big Rosie's was without a doubt the most delicious pussy she'd ever dined upon.

"Judging by the hungry way you're looking at me, am I right that you eat pussy, Carol?" Essence asked, boldly placing her hands on her best friend's Mom's shoulders.
"Essence, I..." she began, but felt the pressure on her shoulders, and she allowed herself to drop to her knees... her mouth watering with lust for the pussy now staring her in the face.
"Looking good, Mommy, go ahead and eat that pussy," Sheila encouraged her, as she watched Essence gently guiding her Mom's head to her pretty pink-on-black pussy. "I eat it almost every day." Then she and Charlie got more ambitious with their anal activities, although she needed to exert almost all of the effort.
Carol's face was burning with shame. She didn't even acknowledge her daughter's words, but she did begin licking.
Loving the bacchanal he'd come home to, Robert removed his tropical trousers and sandals and watched the action between Essence and his wife, sporting an impressive erection.

"Come over here, Daddy," Sheila invited, as she continued riding her Grandpa's dick.
"I don't know if I should, honey," Robert said, even though his cock was throbbing inside his pants, and he glanced down at his wife eating that chocolate pussy.
"Go ahead and stick your dick in your daughter's mouth, Mr. Jansen. She loves getting spit-roasted," Essence suggested while she held the Mom's face plastered against her pussy.
Carol heard the words, but she remained focused on the pussy smashed against her face. She knew that if Dottie had still been alive on her daughter's eighteenth birthday, she would have introduced her granddaughter to lots of lesbian and hetero incestuous activity, with at least herself and Sheila's parents taking part. But even though she was pretty sure Robert would have been willing, when the day arrived, Carol couldn't find enough courage to seduce her daughter....
"Yeah, Daddy! Come and shove your dick inside your daughter's mouth," Sheila cajoled wickedly. She was so turned on!
"Go ahead," Carol said, figuring the line had already been crossed by her own father, "do it," although her voice was muffled.
"Do what exactly?" he asked cautiously, in case this was a trap.
Essence allowed Carol to back off a little, and Carol looked up at her husband, her face glistening with pussy wetness. She said, "Go ahead, Robert! We've roleplayed you fucking her endlessly, and she's obviously willing, so you might as well do it for real."
"Really? Daddy, have you been fantasizing about fucking me?" Sheila asked delightedly.
"Yes I have, you sex kitten," he admitted, while he walked over to her, his dick leading the way.
"Mmmmmmm, then let's make all your incestuous fantasies about me come true," Sheila purred while she got on her hands and knees. He stepped his left foot onto the bed leaving his right one on the floor, and stuck his dick... already good and hard... into her wide-open mouth, as Charlie slid back into her well-fucked asshole.
Meanwhile Essence and Carol had pretzeled themselves into a position where Carol was now sitting on the floor while Essence was almost standing on her head while Carol ate her pussy.

"I can't believe you wasted all these years not being my cum dump, Carol," Charlie said, as he gave his granddaughter back door shots.
"Yeah, why wouldn't you want to suck and ride your Dad's cock?" Essence asked. "I mean at least recently you knew how big it was, since you've been bathing him. And before then, you must have figured out that your Mom wasn't having sex behind his back."
"I was always tempted, Carol admitted.
"But?" Essence asked.
"Yes, Mom," Sheila added, "why didn't you become a Daddy fucker?"
"Sheila!" Carol scolded.
"Sorry. Is 'cum dump' better?" Sheila replied wickedly.
"Sheila!" Carol repeated, as Essence went and grabbed her strap-on, while Carol remained sitting on the floor.
"Mom, there's no shame in being a cock slut," Sheila moaned, stroking her Daddy's dick while getting back door drilling from her Grandpa. "For one thing, I've always been fond of my Grandpa, but now I'm almost in love with him... and I can't believe how sexy he is!"
"And being a pussy slave is also pretty cool," Essence added.
"Yes, and a pussy slave, too," Sheila agreed.
"I'm not sure I'm ready for this kind of conversation," Carol demurred, as she looked around and saw Essence was strapping on a strap-on.
"Well, it's all out in the open now," Sheila said, before taking her Dad's dick back in her mouth and resuming her spit-roast, and this time her Dad began slowly fucking her face.
"Your mother does love both cock and pussy," Robert said.
"Like mother, like daughter, like granddaughter," Charlie added.
"Robert, Dad," Carol complained, as she looked at Essence, wondering what exactly she had in mind for her next.
"So what's the sluttiest thing Carol did at your sex resort?" Essence asked, as she tightened the strap-on around her waist.
"Don't-answer-that," Carol snapped urgently, still studying the dick attached to Essence's perfect body.
"There are no longer any secrets in this family, princess, and by now, I'm counting Essence as family," Charlie said, as he pulled out of his granddaughter's asshole... 'princess being his favourite endearment for his daughter.
"I'm not sure you need to know all my dirty little secrets," she said.
"We do, Mommy, we really do," Sheila urged, as she turned around on the bed and said, "Now Daddy, it's your turn to fuck your baby girl's asshole."
"Are you sure you're ready for that, honey?" Robert asked, as he looked into the invitingly gaped hole.
"And sweetheart, it's time for you to get over here and suck your Daddy's cock," Robert ordered, as Charlie sat down to get comfortable... a little tired from his lengthy back shot back door banging.
"Daddy, I really shouldn't," Carol wheedled, even as she walked over to him.
"You should, and you will," Robert said, stroking his own big cock.
"Daaaaaddy!" Sheila whined like a little girl. "Hurry up and fuck my asshole!"
"And you, face fuck your daughter," Robert ordered his father-in-law.
"Carol?" Charlie asked invitingly. She was now on the side of the bed within hand's reach of his dick.



"Fuck it, Robert," Carol ordered after a brief hesitation, "fuck your girl's asshole just like you banged Heidi's yesterday."
"Heidi?" Sheila asked.
"The resort had a sprauncy party room they opened up for an orgy last night. Heidi was a Norwegian model he fucked during a quiet moment," Carol said, deciding to shoot down every last wall of secrecy as she knelt on the bed and wrapped her hand around her Dad's cock.
"Hey, you were getting your ass drilled by some young stud at the same time," Robert pointed out, as he positioned his dick at his daughter's gaping asshole.

"I got my asshole drilled by half a dozen guys last night," Carol bragged, before she bent down and took her Dad's dick... which was last inside her daughter's asshole... into her mouth. She loved doing it mainly because it was wickedly perverse, and it often shocked people.
Sheila was facing her mother and grandfather, and she announced, "Mommy just did ass to mouth."
"She loves doing that," Robert said, as he recalled his wife sucking an oldish man's cock after it had been in another woman's asshole... while he'd been fucking a big-breasted redhead... also in the ass. He loved fucking women in the ass.

"Good job! Clean up my asshole juice, Mommy," Sheila chortled, as she felt her Dad's dick at her hole. "Slam that big dick in my asshole, Daddy."
"Yes, baby girl," he agreed. "As soon as I remove my shirt, I most certainly will." And he obliged, his greatest fantasy coming true... at long last he was fucking his daughter.
Carol looked up for a moment and said to Sheila, "He's wanted to fuck you for a long time. And in our roleplaying about it, I've even worn a blonde wig, so I'd look more like you."
"Wow, I'm Honoured! But now we're starting to make up for our lost time," Sheila moaned.
"As are we," Charlie said.
"I guess it's time for me to remove my dress and stockings," Carol said.
"The dress yes, but no to the stockings," Charlie said. "I'll always enjoy seeing you without a dress, but I'd appreciate it if you always wore stockings whenever I'm around. Not pantyhose, but stockings. As a matter of fact, I think you should always wear stockings whether I'm present or not, but I won't insist on it."
"For easy access?" Carol asked.
"Exactly," he said. And once she'd discarded her dress, he placed his hand on his daughter's head and guided it back to his dick.
Then there were two daughters having sex with their own fathers.

"This is so hot," Essence spoke up, having been filming it all.
"Aren't you going to join in?" Sheila asked. "Two of my Mom's holes are empty."
"Soon," Essence assured her, already planning to fuck Carol. "But first... Robert, you never answered my question about the sluttiest thing your wife did during your trip."
"Mmmmmm," he pondered. "That's a tough question."
"Yes, Mommy, what was the nastiest thing you did while you were away?" Sheila asked. "Can you top some of the things Essence made me do in the past couple years?"
Carol came up for air, having been savouring her Dad's dick and its taste from her daughter's tangy butthole, and she said immediately, "I imagine it was my twelve-man bukkake on the beach."
"Shit, Mommy, that s really hot," Sheila praised, the idea of getting coated with a dozen loads of cum instantly her new fantasy. Later on, when her Dad showed her a photo someone had taken, she thought her Mom looked awfully proud of herself... and why shouldn't she?

"I don't know. Getting triple teamed by those three men with their huge cocks was pretty slutty too," her Dad added.
"Yes, that was intense too," Carol agreed, "but you weren't paying much attention to me at the time, since you were banging that hot blonde. You left that voyeuristic chair you'd been sitting in right quick when she asked if you'd like to fuck." She gave her daughter a wink, before returning to sucking her Dad's dick.

"Okay Mom, you win. You're even sluttier than I am," Sheila admitted, as her Dad lay down on his back, and she settled her butt down on his dick and raised her feet in the air.
"Our family can boast of many generations of nasty sluts in our history," Charlie mentioned didactically.
"And being slutty isn't a contest, it's just fun," Essence added, as she positioned her phone on a shelf so it could film the entire bed.
"Daddy, you've got such an amazing cock," Carol said. "I've wanted to suck it for so long, even before just now I saw how wonderfully big it is."
"Thanks, princess. But as sweet as you're being now, Robert and I will still need to discipline you for waiting so long," Charlie warned her.
"Yes please, Daddy," she agreed like the submissive she was, "you guys just show me who's boss while I take whatever's coming to me." She then looked at Essence and said, "You've been sauntering around with that bright blue dick sticking out in front of you for ages. Are you going to fuck me with it, or what?"
"Oh, I'm definitely going to fuck you," Essence assured her, as she knelt down behind the bent-over MILF and slid her dick into her flooded pussy. "Shit, you're soaked!"
"That's because she's a Jansen family fuck slut," Charlie explained while his daughter was spit-roasted.

"Oh yes, baby! Fuck my Mom!" Sheila cheered Essence on This têt-á-têt was so hot... and doubly hot since she was being sodomized rather acrobatically by her father at the same time.
"Both of my baby girls are about to get fucked by their fathers for the first time," Charlie observed, with great satisfaction.
Carol took her Dad's dick out of her mouth, looked up at him, and asked, "do you want to fuck me, Daddy?"
"Do you want Daddy to fuck you?" Charlie asked right back.
"Yes please, Daddy," Carol requested, Essence's plastic dick slowly fucking her ass felt really good, but a real cock would feel even better.
"Yes please, Daddy, what?" he asked, as while still getting her ass rogered by her Dad, Sheila bent down and took Charlie's cock into her mouth.
"Yes, Daddy, I want you to fuck me," Carol clarified, a little annoyed by her daughter replacing her in sucking him. "I want you to fill my pussy up with cock and erupt inside me."
"Better," he said.
Sheila ordered after just a few bobs, "Straddle his cock, Mommy."
"You're telling me what to do now?" Carol objected.
"Don't pretend you're not a submissive slut. You love obeying any man or woman, any place, anytime," Robert stuck in his oar.
"Do you like being told what to do, Mommy?" Sheila asked.
"She took a golden shower during one of our many sex parties with parents of your high school cheerleading teams, just because Mrs. Wilson ordered her to," Robert revealed. I was there of course, and so was her daughter Zara, one of your cheerleader friends in high school.
"Maybe we could," Sheila agreed.

"Zara's Mom?" Sheila asked. Zara being one of her best friends when she was in high school.
"Your question wasn't about your parents hosting sex parties?" Essence asked.
"Yes, we do host them. Five of your friend's parents and a couple of your former teachers have been taking part in our monthly sex parties, and Zara's been playing with us for almost a year," Robert explained. "As you'll recall, she always had a dark, mischievous side, and she still has that going for her, and now she has a few tattoos, and even some of them on her face. She's a sexy thing, too. Maybe our family could have a foursome with her sometime." You probably haven't checked out our basement recently. Right after you first left for college, we remodeled our basement into a sex playground. Several beds, a wet bar, sexy decorations, and even a Sybian, That's where we hold the parties." Meanwhile he kept up his slow strokes inside his daughter, so he wouldn't come too soon... happily, he'd dropped a load in the maid in their hotel room near the Jamaica airport while she ate his wife, and then another load in his wife's pussy in a bathroom stall at the Sangster International Airport before their flight home.


"No way!" Sheila gasped. She found all these secret innovations very shocking. If only she'd known, she could have been having lots more fun on her summer holidays!
"Then you'll be really shocked to know that one of the teachers we've been fucking is Mrs. Walker," Carol revealed.
"No way!" Sheila repeated.
"Yeah, and I ate her pussy in her classroom during the halftime of the basketball championship last March," Carol said wickedly.
"No way!" Sheila repeated again, starting to sound like a broken record... with surprise compounding astonishment. She'd always wanted to get inappropriately close with Mrs. Walker, even before she'd begun having sex with other people, but even though the lady was always warm and friendly, she was also so dignified, Sheila had never thought anyone, least of all her, would ever have a chance.

"Then you'll really be shocked to learn that Mrs. Wilson, Mrs. Walker, Mrs. Washington and I became submissive lesbian playthings to Zara, Beth, Juanita and Penny a few days after you and Essence left for Europe last summer... and we're still happily serving them!" Carol revealed, revelling in the shock value and the look on her daughter's face... her ultimate tit for tat, following her own rude shock today. "There was a time recently when the girls made us MILFs dress up like slutty schoolgirls, while they dressed up like slutty bar hoppers. They really put us through our paces!"

"You're a submissive slut, and my friends and other people dominate you regularly?" Sheila asked, even though it was obvious.
"All the time," Carol bragged.
"I can't believe it," Sheila said, shaking her head.
"Believe it," Carol insisted. "For instance a young man named Yuzuru took me to a Korean BBQ restaurant, and he came on my face when I sucked him under the table before our waitress had even taken our order. And then he didn't allow me to clean it off. Although in fairness, it was a clothing optional restaurant, so there weren't any prudes around. Our waitress Hei Ryung had a portion of her ass exposed, but I was dressed more see-through than overly bare. Hei Ryung complimented me on my 'lovely breasts and facial adornment."

"Don't forget the bukkake and cum walk you did a couple of years ago," Robert added.
"Oh yeah, that was fun! How many loads did you make me wear that time?"
"Twelve," Robert said, "but that was the Priest's doing, not mine."
"Priest?" Essence asked, getting really turned on, while she listened in.
"Yeah, all twelve loads came from men wearing the cloth," Robert explained.
"Fuck off!" Essence gasped.
"And one of the black priests got a bit playful with the dress code they had for the occasion," he added. "At one point he quipped, 'Fuck me, my daughter... I'm Irish!' I decided he must be so full of himself, because his was the largest dick there."
"Yeah, and meanwhile your Daddy was fucking a nun," Carol informed Sheila.
"Sinful!" Essence cheered.
"Her habit was far from traditional to say the least... I mean how often do you see a nun leaving all her charms hanging out? And my dick was in her ass instead of the traditional location," Robert added. "How often do you see a nun who's forgotten to put on her dress?"

"You sexy sinners," Sheila accused with a grin.
"Guilty as charged," Robert agreed cheerily while Carol got on the bed and straddled her father.
"I want to learn all your naughty secrets, Mommy slut," Shelia said, while she watched her mother lowering her pussy onto her grandfather's dick.
"I'll share all of them with you," Carol promised, as she settled down on her Dad's dick.
"And we have lots of videos we can show you," Robert offered.
"You have videos too? Like the ones Grandma Dottie did?" Sheila asked delightedly.
"Like Mommy, like daughter," Carol said, turning her head and looking meaningfully at her own slutty daughter.
"Ride me, princess," Charlie ordered.
"Yes indeed, Daddy," Carol agreed, and arching her back like crazy, she began riding him.
Still wearing cum on her face and wearing her strap-on, Essence just watched for now.

"Mom, you look so hot with my Grandpa's dick inside you," Sheila said, looking around to see.
"And you look awfully good with your Daddy's dick inside you, Carol reciprocated, still riding her own Dad.
"But my Daddy's dick is inside my asshole, Mommy," Sheila moaned, as her Dad began fucking her faster... and harder.
"He's always preferred to do anal," Carol said, "even though my preference is in my pussy."
"Which is why you've brought so many sluts home for me to ass fuck," Robert said, feeling such a rush from slamming into his daughter.
"Are you a cuckquean, Mrs. Jansen?" Essence asked.
"I don't know what that is," Sheila spoke up.
"It's a wife who likes to watch her man fuck younger women," Essence explained.
"I guess I am one," Carol admitted to Essence. "Except most cuckqueans are submissive to the other woman, while usually I only submit to my husband during those scenarios."
"Yeah, we have lots of videos of me fucking younger women," Robert said.
"Then go get one," Sheila demanded.
"Now?"
"Yes, right now," Sheila insisted.
"I'll keep her asshole prepped for you," Essence offered.
"All right, anything for my newly fuckable daughter," Robert agreed.
"Not exactly. I've been fuckable for years, Daddy, it's just that we've just newly learned we can fuck each other, and my Mommy approves of it," Sheila clarified.
"Then that's good for both of us to know," Robert said. Then he pulled out of his daughter's asshole and hurried off to the master bedroom.
Sheila, her belly getting a bit raw from her Dad pounding her while she was lying on it, rolled onto her side and said, "I need a new position."
Charlie reached up and cupped his daughter's tits, with Sheila now looking into his eyes. "Having fun?" she asked.
"Best New Year's Eve ever," he sighed contentedly, as Essence climbed onto the bed behind his granddaughter.
"And we're just getting started," Sheila grinned.
"Yes, Daddy! We'll all be fucking each other all night," Carol agreed with her daughter. "I've been taking at least six loads a day minimum while we were away. And remember that maid I said we fucked last night? After that, she and I got airtight at the same time."

"Sorry princess, I won't be able to give you lots of loads tonight," Charlie apologized. "These girls have already extracted some from me today."
"You're such a greedy slut, Mommy," Sheila accused playfully. Which was ironic, since her best friend was just then sliding a dick into her ass.
"You know it, girl," Carol agreed, watching her daughter and her best friend starting to go at it.
"Are you aware that your daughter is also quite a slut?" Essence asked.
"Judging by what I've seen and heard since arriving home today, I've surmised that, yes," Carol affirmed with a smile, as she continued riding her Dad's dick.
Yeah. For instance, a few weeks ago she got spit-roasted by two nerds in a large lecture hall at the college to pay them for tutoring her in math," Essence shared. "She did them right in front of the professor's desk."
"And just for fun," Sheila added, "I brought along a pair of scissors so I could snip off major parts of my skirt and blouse outfit before they had at me. I'd planned ahead and brought along another outfit to change into afterwards, so we could leave without my creating an uproar."

"Says the slut who got gangbanged by half the swimming team last spring," Sheila countered with a moan, while Essence fucked her ass.
"I told the guys to come on my face and body instead of inside me," Essence explained. "And by the time most of them had come and gone, I was really sticky."

"But you're the cunt muncher who ate out her young professor on the floor of her classroom while the prof's older husband fucked her," Essence shot back.

"Not for a better grade, I hope," Carol teased.
"It didn't hurt," Sheila admitted with a smile. She then turned to look back at Essence and said, "What about the time you fucked that mother right in front of her daughter with a chocolate bar... still wrapped... behind a grocery store?"

"Hey, she disobeyed an order of mine and she needed to be punished," Essence shrugged.
"In public?" Carol asked, a little scandalized. She too had done a lot of kinky things in public, but only when she was in a distant city. At home she was perceived by most people as a respectable woman.
"Sometimes," Essence shrugged again.
"Like when you made me eat you in that park?" Sheila asked.




"In all fairness, I was sitting on your face so no one would have known it was you," Essence pointed out.
"I suppose," Shelia responded, as she kept getting ass fucked.
"And there was that other time I made you eat me in a movie theatre," Essence added. "And we weren't hiding in a couple of seats in the back, we were right out on a landing for the stairs. Anyone going for popcorn or to take a leak could have come along and maybe stepped on us. Talk about the thrill of taking a risk!"

"Or the time you stripped me almost naked and finger banged me in an uber," Sheila continued, revealing another twisted truth of their past.
"After I did a cum walk if I recall," Shelia added.

"You're going to give this old man a heart attack," Charlie quipped with a chuckle.
"Nope. No dying allowed until after you come in your daughter's cunt," Carol pontificated' Hearing about her daughter's wicked past had her loins burning even hotter while she bounced on her Dad's dick.
Charlie laughed and promised, "I can die happy once I've unloaded into all three of my daughter's fuck holes."
"Oh, Daddy, you say the sweetest things," the daughter giggled, and she helped him turn end for end and resumed riding him, now reverse cowgirl.
Meanwhile Essence had joined Sheila on the bed and stuck her strap-on into her ass to replace Robert.
Sheila and her Mom exchanged fond looks. Sheila loved her newfound knowledge about her parents' wild and free lifestyle, and Carol felt exactly the same about her slutty daughter.

"Have you ever done any fucking in public, Papa Charlie?" Essence asked. She was really enjoying watching the MILF fucking the GILF.
"Just once," he said, recalling a wild wedding he and Dottie had attended, where they'd hooked up with the newly married couple in a wild foursome.
"Tell us the story," Essence said.
"Well, at a wedding back when we were both in our forties, Dottie challenged me to fuck the bride, and I challenged her to fuck the groom. As it happened, the bride and groom's families were all Japanese."
"Okay, East meets West, and they hook up. Say on," Essence said.
"Well, long story short, I fucked the bride in her black negligee... breaking from tradition, she wasn't wearing white... in the honeymooners' hotel room, while the Maid of Honour and Best Man stripped down and also got busy... he ate her pussy. And meanwhile Dottie got double teamed in the ensuite bathroom by the Groom and another man from the bridal party," Charlie described, while he reached around and squeezed his daughter's large, firm tits.


"Great story! But I want you to focus on me now, Daddy," Carol moaned while she rode him and got her tits rubbed.
"I certainly will, baby girl," Charlie agreed, loving the feel of his daughter's bountiful tits.
"Did I miss anything?" Robert asked, as he returned and plugged a USB into the television.
"Just some fucking and more dirty stories," Sheila reported.
"Then I want to hear some stories too," Robert said, as he got one of the videos started.
"Well, you missed some of the nastiest," Essence said, "but we can create a new story now by double penetrating your daughter."
"Sounds like a plan," Robert agreed, as on the screen, a Hispanic-looking girl with a full head of reddish-black hair and a leopard-spots tattoo on part of her face was on her knees sucking his dick.

"That girl's really cute," Essence said approvingly.
"That's Juanita," Sheila said.
"Yeah, this was one day after she turned eighteen," her Mom said.
"Jesus," Sheila gasped, as Essence pulled out of her ass.
"Is there a friend of mine you haven't fucked or munched?" Sheila demanded, as she joined her parents spectating at the TV.
"Not many," Carol shrugged, as she went to join her husband near the television and Essence crawled across the bed to lie down to watch Robert and Juanita were now fucking.


"Sheila said, "Daddy, I'm puzzled."
"About what, sweetheart?"
"About where that scene on the TV could have taken place. It doesn't look like anyone's home or a hotel room. Not with that fancy wallpaper, and especially with all those decorative mirrors on the walls. Where were you and Juanita 'doing it'?"
"We were downstairs in our basement."
"Huh? Our basement looks like a war zone!"
"Not anymore. After you went off to college," he explained, "we remodeled it into a party suite. We put up some interior walls to make a couple of bedrooms, plastered some walls and wallpapered the other ones. Installed a hardwood floor throughout, hung lots of fancy mirrors on the walls, put in a wet bar and a kitchenette, four beds, and even a Sybian, which we placed right out in the open, so everyone could watch whoever was riding it."
"Really? The last time I saw our basement, it was just a hollow shell with a gritty concrete floor and walls. It looked totally industrial, and certainly not a place where anyone would want to party. Why didn't you guys tell me about it... and show it to me?"
"Because with one glance, you'd recognize it as a place for people to have sex. And if it was just for the two of us, why would your mother and I need four beds down there? It certainly wasn't something we wanted to share with our sweet, innocent daughter, she'd be scandalised! Or so we thought at the time. But now that we know just how innocent you're not, we can't wait to invite a bunch of our swinging friends over so you, Papa Charlie and Essence can take part in our next orgy."
"Sounds good to me," she said with a wild smile. "Can we all go down there right away? Oh. Except I'd like to watch some more of my sexy parents fucking on television."
"Not a problem. There's another TV down there just like the one up here. My father-in-law's already in his wheelchair, so do you think you and Essence could ease him down the stairs without his getting away from you?"
"You betcha! Essence, are you in?"
"I'm definitely in."
So they all traipsed down to the basement, and Robert showed them around. Once they'd gone down the stairs and through a door, they proceeded down a short hallway with light blue walls, a hardwood floor, and a bathroom on the left and an industrial-looking steel door on the right... obviously left over from the party area's previous incarnation. Also on the right was a bedroom containing only a king-sized bed and lots of identical stained-glass-decorated mirrors hanging on the walls.
On their left was another short hallway with a bar with some stools on the right, and the television Robert had mentioned on the left, with a Sybian sitting next to it, and just beyond it, another mirror just like the other ones hanging on the wall. At the end of the hall was a built-in kitchenette.
Directly in front of them and right out in the open, was another king-sized bed. It was obviously an afterthought since it was in the way, and there wasn't much room for them to walk around it.
And finally straight ahead, once they'd proceeded around the bed, they entered another bedroom, this one with two king-sized beds, and more of the same mirrors on three of the walls.
Overall, it looked like... and was... a swingers' paradise!

Sheila and Essence helped Charlie onto one of the beds, then Carol and Essence joined him there.
Essence leaned into Charlie, and they kissed. Then Charlie lay down, Carol climbed on top of him and penetrated herself, and Essence, still wearing her strap-on, climbed on top of Carol and penetrated her in turn.
Sheila made the threesome a fivesome [Author's Note: Fivesome isn't a real word... but fuck, it should be!] by lying face down on the other bed, spreading her ass cheeks apart with her hands, and demanding, "Come here and fuck your princess's ass some more, Daddy."
So he climbed on top of her and did, fucking her hard and aggressive.

Carol said across the room to her husband, "This is just like when you and I double teamed Zara a few weeks ago." She wanted to shock Sheila again... since Zara had been her daughter's best friend back in high school.
"Exactly so," Robert agreed, "except she was facing up and you're facing down right now," as he pumped in and out of the most invitingly gaped asshole ever.
"That's right. And don't forget that I was the one who took her anal cherry in the next bed over from here," Carol recalled.
"Mom!" Sheila gasped, bewildered by her Mom's plethora of nasty revelations. She wondered whether she should count them as objectionable or praiseworthy.

"And I took her virginity as soon as she came of age," Robert added, recalling his wife bringing the sexy girl home dressed up in steampunk for his birthday present... a girls' virginity, since that wasn't something his wife could ever give him. Getting into the spirit of the theme, he and Carol also dressed up in Steampunk Victorian style, and they took Zara to an indoor steampunk theme park.
"The attractive Japanese lady who greeted us at the entrance asked us for our names, and introduced herself as Hayami. She was very open-minded," he explained. "The first thing she asked us was, 'Are you here to have sex, or would you prefer the Family Friendly Zone?' When I told her we wanted to have sex, she charged us double and pointed towards the appropriate area. 'But that's in plain sight,' I pointed out, and she replied, 'Exactly. I like to watch.'"

"Then Hayami actually led us over to where she'd pointed out... I guess she wanted to watch from close up, and she removed most of her clothing, while Carol removed all of hers. Zara also stripped, and then she produced some Steampunk underwear and put it on... as well as a wig... I didn't know there was such a thing... and after I'd stripped, we went at it while Carol and Hayami enjoyed our show while they touched themselves."

"Dad, Really?" Sheila gasped. "With Zara?"
"What can I say? She likes older men. And women of all ages. We can invite her over to play with us later tonight, if you'd like," Carol offered.
"Really?"
"Absolutely. She's one of our regular sluts," Carol said, "she even sneaks over when my Dad is asleep, to get fucked or to eat pussy."
"Usually both," Robert said.
"I hope that tonight she won't be sneaking around," interjected Charlie.

"May I ask a serious question?" Sheila spoke up while her Dad slid his cock into her ass again.
"Sure, ask anything you like," Carol replied freely.
"Why haven't you guys ever seduced me?"
"We wanted to lots of times, honey, we really did," Carol said, feeling oddly guilty that she'd never sat on her daughter's face, dived between her legs, or guided her husband's dick into any of her holes. "We just couldn't think of a way to broach the topic."
"We talked about it all the time," Robert added, as he began slowly fucking her ass.
"All the time," Carol agreed, "and I've worn your cheerleader outfit countless times while we roleplayed."

"That's so hot," Sheila said.
"I'm so sorry I didn't sit on your face sooner, honey," Carol apologised.
"And I'm sorry I didn't fuck you sooner," her Dad added.
"Then let's make up for lost time," Sheila urged. "Pound my asshole, Daddy, I want to feel you come in it," as Essence had switched positions and was eating Shelia's pussy while Shelia sucked her dick.
"You're such a nasty slut," Carol said.
"Yup. Just like my Mommy," Sheila agreed.

Then... there was even more fucking.
Raw, incestuous fucking.
Carol rested her hands on her Daddy's shoulders and began bouncing on his ultra-long dick, taking it as deeply as possible.
Beside her, Sheila was getting hammered from behind by her Dad.
After a couple minutes of moaning and rising orgasms, both mother and daughter began getting verbal.
"Oh yes, faster Daddy, fuck your slut daughter's asshole harder," Sheila moaned, feeling her orgasm rising.
"Make our baby girl come," Carol encouraged her husband, while she too was getting close.
"Do you want Daddy's load inside your asshole, honey?" Robert asked, as Essence quickly spun around to resume the double penetration of her best friend.
"What I want is for you to come all over our daughter's face," Carol interjected.
"Sounds good! But only after you make me come," Sheila bargained as she straddled her strap-on cock and leaned forward to offer her gaping hole to her father.
"Sounds like a plan," Robert agreed, already feeling his balls boiling, as Essence bucked up her hips to meet the Dad's deep, backdoor shots.
"And as for you, princess, you'd better come on your Daddy's dick real soon, my sexy slut," Charlie said.
"Can do, Daddy. Your big cock is driving me wild," Carol moaned as she rode him for glory.
"Let's both come together, Mommy," Sheila moaned, the two cocks working together inside her... one plastic and the other real... had her bouncing around all over the place.
"Yes let's, honey. Mommy is very close," Carol said.
"So am I," Sheila replied.
"Then come, my family sluts," Charlie roared. "Three... two... one... NOOOOOW!"
"Yes, Daddy! Yes, yes, fuuuuuuuck!" Carol screamed, her orgasm ripping through her body, and her big tits plummeting down onto her Dad's face.
"Noooo, Mommy," Sheila whined, not quite there yet.
"Sorry, Sheila, Your grandfather's dick is just so fucking amazing," Carol said, trembling uncontrollably as the intense orgasm continued its thorough exploration of her body.
"Come, Daddy fucker, come all over your Dad's dick," Essence said into her best friend's pussy.
"Yes, princess. Come on Daddy's cock you slutty Daddy fuck toy," Robert added.
"Yes, honey. We both became Daddy fuckers today," Carol said weakly, watching her daughter getting double teamed.
"Right now, baby girl," Charlie added.
"Fuck!" Sheila screamed, her orgasm finally striking, mainly from the litany of nasty utterances all around her.
"Good girl!" Charlie congratulated her.
"So good," Sheila said, as she collapsed onto Essence.
Robert knew he wouldn't last much longer. After a few more strokes into his daughter's ass, he pulled out and ordered, "Turn around, baby girl, It's time for Daddy to come all over your face."
Sheila rolled off of Essence after Dad pulled out of her well fucked asshole and onto her back.
"Suck my dick too, princess," Charlie said to Carol, wanting to come.
"Yes, Daddy," Carol agreed obediently, and she slithered down and took her Dad's dick, all sticky with her cum, into her mouth.
Meanwhile, Robert stroked his cock above his daughter.
"Come on my face, Daddy," Sheila purred, watching her Dad stroke his cock.
"Get ready, princess," Robert grunted, and spewed his load all over his daughter's face, two seemingly impossible bucket list fantasies now checked off... fucking his daughter and coming on her face.
"Yes, Daddy. Give it to me," Sheila moaned, as he came all over her face.

A couple minutes later, Robert spewed a load on his daughter's face.

Essence now being the only one present who hadn't come recently, ordered a couple minutes later, as she stood up, "You two family sluts, get yourselves over here and double-team my pussy and asshole."

A few minutes later, Essence came on Carol's face.
Then after ordering and eating some pizzas for dinner, everyone cleaned up and dressed up in sexy outfits for a special New Years Eve orgy... after Carol had made a few calls, resulting in everyone immediately canceling their other plans and dressing up in their own sexiest duds so they could rush over.
Then to mark the upcoming festivities, they all posed for the camera, with Grandma Dottie joining them thanks to the 
miracle of television.
An hour later, all the guests had arrived. They're too numerous to list here, but you'll meet each of them in due course. Except it's worth mentioning that Mrs. Walker (yours truly) was in attendance. It's also worth saying that Robert's mother Hatsumi, who was born and raised in Japan, was wearing a skimpy version of a kimono and Geisha-style face paint.
Once everybody Carol had invited was present, Robert escorted them all down to the basement, with Sheila and Essence assisting... actually, supporting... Charlie down the stairs.
Carol then got everyone's attention and situated organized them for a brief group photoshoot to show off everyone's sexy outfits. She'd asked everyone to come 'fully clothed', but some of the women (including her daughter, for heaven's sake) had very liberal views about what that phrase meant, and only the men were wearing shoes.




Here's a closeup of Hatsumi in her Geisha regalia.

Ten minutes later, the women's elegant outfits weren't covering nearly as much skin, and the men were bare-chested or better. Carol asked everyone to do their best to pose exactly the same way and to be in the same place they'd been for the other shot, and they all succeeded incredibly well.

An hour after that, all the women were down to only their nylons, the men were naked and hard, and a full orgy was in progress.
Robert was lying face up on the floor of one of the bedrooms, being triple teamed by Zara sitting on his face, Carol sitting on his dick, and Sheila sitting sideways on his chest, fingering herself.
In the same bedroom, Charlie was on his knees ass fucking Essence, while she was giving the exotic beauty Ahmunet head.

Later in the central room, Mrs. Walker was getting backdoored by Big Jim, the extra-large man who still lived next door. These days he had more white in his hair, but he was still a black panther between the sheets. Nearby, Robert was rogering Beth from behind, while she rubbed his mother-in-law Hatsumi's pussy.
Mrs. Felicia Parker, a big-breasted but slender black woman, was fisting Penny, who was sucking Blaine Parker, a 20-year-old jock who attended the same college as Essence and Sheila. He was one of their 'friends with benefits', and Felicia's son.

An hour later, the girls put on a lesbian show for the men while they were all recovering from dumping their loads on the night's designated cum dump Mrs. Walker... who watched the lesbian show from her seat on a Sybian, where she spent the rest of night edging herself and waiting for more loads.


All the girls then gave Charlie the New Year's Eve treat of a lifetime... by taking turns fucking him. Choo choo!

Then Sheila and Carol got trained side by side ... everybody but Mrs. Walker (who was still soliciting ever more cum shots on her face and body) taking their turns fucking the coeds' assholes. Big Jim and Blaine in particular went a bit crazy with the girls!

Essence took her turn, getting spit-roasted by the Parker Mom and son to multiple orgasms.

Meanwhile, Beth was sitting on Zara's face, and Ahmunet was sitting on Zara's Mom Mrs. Wilson's face, while Mrs. Walker watched from her Sybian.

Throughout the night Mrs. Walker had been receiving many more loads of cum, and now she fielded three more.

Then when midnight rolled around, everyone celebrated with lots of naked kissing and other tomfoolery. In the next picture clockwise from the top left are: Robert shagging his Mom Hatsumi, Carol riding her Dad Charlie on the bed, Big Jim cradling Ahmunet high above the floor in his strong arms while they make out, Blaine kissing and fingering his new friend Zara, Essence and Sheila spending some quality time together lying on the floor, Mrs. Walker still covered in cum and riding the Sybian while she watches the show, Beth and Mrs. Parker also lying on the floor while they do their kissing on each other's pussies, and finally Penny and Mrs. Wilson sitting on the bed together (with Penny still wearing her schoolgirl outfit tie).

Then everyone (except Mrs. Walker) formed groups in the two-bed bedroom, and the night climaxed with a massive orgy.

Once all the guests had gone home except Ahmunet, our family-friendly lovers finished the night upstairs in Carol and Richard's bedroom with one last fuck session. Ahmunet got ass fucked by Robert, Sheila and her Mom indulged in a rather acrobatic version of a 69 (Sheila's long been a cheerleader, after all)... thus dining on each other for the first time during their wild day, while Essence began the New Year the same way she'd begun her very long day... by taking another of Charlie's loads in her pussy.

After both men had dropped their last loads... Carol and Robert went to bed, Ahmunet headed home, and downstairs again, Sheila and Essence cuddled with Charlie, while they all fell asleep.
.....
Our two girls headed back to college on January 2nd. Of course their departure was delayed by one final fuck fest, with Carol eating her daughter's pussy while she got fucked by Essence's ten-inch strap-on, who in turn was ass fucked by Robert, all in a kinky foursome.

Then Charlie stripped naked and fucked his granddaughter in her asshole one last time... while Carol ate Essence, and Robert just watched.

Then the final event was Essence taking one final load in her pussy from Charlie, while Sheila got ass fucked by her Daddy again while she munched on her Mom's pussy.

After both men unloaded in their sluts' respective holes... Essence showed off her pussy cream pie, while Sheila showed off her gaping asshole leaking cum.
Once they'd finished what they considered dressing appropriately, Sheila and Essence said their goodbyes, gave hugs and kisses to the three naked adults, and then briefly watched while Carol got double penetrated by her Dad and Sheila's father, before they said farewell.

.....
.....
.....
EPILOGUE
When the girls arrived home to their sorority, Sheila went into their bathroom and noticed Essence's birth control pills sitting on the counter right next to hers. Meaning she hadn't taken any in over a week. Oops!
A few days later, Grandpa Charlie passed away in his sleep.
A week later, the two girls returned to the Jansen home for the reading of the will and Charlie's funeral.
In addition to some money and trinkets, there was an ornate wooden box for Sheila, with instructions that she should open it only when she and Essence were alone together.
When she opened the box, they found all the video tapes inside it. And also a couple of notebooks, which they soon learned were detailed sexual encounters described in Dottie's handwriting. Over 400 pages were in each book, along with lots of graphic photos.
For instance, there were a few shots of Dottie streaking in Miami... on a motorcycle! Not everyone was shocked, but they were all appreciative. One hottie even met her halfway... she was topless herself!

She participated in an amateur stripper night at Le Chateau Club. (If you haven't heard of it, it's a clothing optional club in the Boston area that's popular with the more adventurous lesbians and women bisexuals. It's at a secret location where anything goes, and no men are allowed... not even gay men.) Something that has puzzled many people is that while on the one hand nobody seems to know where it is, on the other hand it's widely known to be very well-attended.

A poolside threesome with a couple of lesbian lovers at a swingers resort in Belize.

And Casual Friday behind closed doors at the permissive law office where she worked as an administrator. Hey, for it to qualify as sexual harassment, somebody had to dislike all that nudity and having sex with everyone else, right? Well, there was this questionnaire during the hiring process, and...
BTW: There wasn't a glass ceiling in this office, since the partners and staff were all women.

There was also an envelope with a handwritten letter inside... a brief but meaningful one.
Dearest Sheila and Essence,
Thanks for a great week, and the opportunity for me to become alive and vibrant one last time. It meant the world to me, and I'm now ready to move on and rejoin my beloved Dottie. Many people believe everyone in heaven is too straitlaced to have sex, but nobody knows for sure, and how could heaven be heavenly without everyone having lots of sex?
These tapes and diaries are for you two. Please do whatever you wish with them.
And please continue to live your lives with passion and love.
Love and tickles,
Papa Charlie.
Both girls were teary-eyed when Essence said, "You know that Papa Charlie will always be with us."
"I do know," Sheila agreed solemnly.
"No, I mean literally."
"What do you mean?"
"Sheila..." she said, and took a deep breath, "...I'm pregnant."
EPILOGUE 2
Charlie's funeral was held at an ornate olde gazebo perched atop a cliff high above the Atlantic Ocean. The officiant's opening remarks included the following words:
"Dearly beloved, ordinarily I would not permit the mourners attending a funeral to dress as inappropriately as everyone's apparel is today. But in light of numerous testimonies about Charles Everest Jansen's ofttimes stated opinion about appropriate dress codes for all occasions... e.g. the barer the better... I have decided not only to allow such apparel, but to join you by wearing similarly scandalous garb. I also humbly request your permission to take part in the orgy that will take place immediately following this celebration of Charlie's outrageous life. And one final thing... gentlemen, kindly strip naked, except for your cute little bow ties."

Then they all discarded any extraneous clothing... the men's cute little bow ties were judged not to be extraneous... and the Farewell-to-Charlie Memorial orgy began!

After the mourners left, the family had one last fuck in memory of Charlie.

THE END
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Scorchin' Summer Kinkiness
I was sitting on a lawn chair, reading a book by the pool, when my sister walked in with a new friend of hers. A really hot friend.
"Who is this?" The girl asked in a playful tone, in a bikini top that showcased her perky breasts and a short skirt thing (whatever that is called).
"My younger brother," my sister answered, with her usual disdain... seemingly a little surprised and as always annoyed I was here... having just got back from my two-week summer getaway with my best friends after graduation.
"You are six minutes older," I countered with perhaps one of the most common sentences out of my mouth, as I was so sick of her constantly referring to me as her younger brother. I put my book down and stood up, even as I felt my dick beginning to grow. "And good to see you too, Sis," I said, even though my eyes were locked on her companion.
"You have a twin?" The pretty redhead asked, sounding surprised.
"Sadly," my sister Jessica said, always embarrassed by her nerdy brother.
"He's cute," she said, as she walked to me, glancing down at my crotch area where my dick was silently saluting her... now fully erect.
"Seriously?" Jessica said, genuinely surprised by her friend's words.
"Yeah, really cute," the girl said, now directly in front of me. "And why not? You're cute, why wouldn't your brother be cute?" She held out her hand. "I'm Monica."
"I'm J-J-Josh," I stammered slightly as I took her hand in mine.
"Come join us in the pool, J-J-Josh," she playfully teased, pulling me towards the pool and then before I knew it in it... both of us suddenly submerged.
"Jesus, Monica," Jessica said, as I came back up.
"What?" Monica asked. "Come in, the water is refreshing."
It was almost a hundred degrees today, for the seventh day in a row, on this mid-July afternoon. I had already been in the pool, but she was right, it was refreshing.
"Fine," my sister sighed dramatically... her sigh her trademark reaction to pretty much everything.
Monica squeezed my ass under the water and said, "You're so fucking cute."
"Y-y-you're absolutely beautiful," I responded, in awe that someone so out of my league was complimenting me and had just squeezed my ass.
"Aaaaah, you're sweet," she said, giving my ass one more squeeze, before swimming over to my sister who was sitting on the edge of the pool with just her feet in the water. "Get in here," she said to my sister and splashed water on her.
"Fine," she repeated, her famous one-word answer for so many things, as she jumped in the pool.
"How do you two know each other?" I asked, not wanting this strange encounter to end and trying to act as casual as I possibly could even as I tried not to drool.
"We work at Victoria's Secret together," Monica said, which made my hard dick flinch in my trunks... I loved lingerie.
"Be careful," my sister said, "my pervert brother has a thing for lingerie and stockings."
"Jessica," I said, embarrassed, even though it was true. She caught me wearing pantyhose one day about a month ago. It was mortifying, but she had never mentioned anything about it.
"You do, do you?" Monica said, giving me a sexy smile and wink.
"They are sexy," I said, embarrassed even farther, but trying to act as suave as I could, praying my sister wouldn't mention the fact she caught me wearing them.
"On a girl or on you?" my sister asked, my hope crushed in just a few seconds. God, she was a bitch.
"You wear nylons?" The pretty redhead asked, not disgusted, but curious.
"I tried them on to see if they feel as sexy as they look," I whispered, my cheeks burning even though she didn't seem phased.
"Interesting," she said, seeming to ponder this information.
"Yeah, I wouldn't be surprised if he wears them more than me," Jessica added, making me cringe.
"You should wear them more," Monica countered, "not just at work."
Fortunately, the subject was brought to a close when my mom came out.
"Can I get you three any lemonade?"
Between my cheeks blazing with embarrassment and my cock throbbing from Monica's hotness and seeming interest in me wearing nylons, I didn't even want to look at my mom, let alone try to speak. From my sister's expression, she was in a similar bind. Fortunately, our visitor came to the rescue.
"That would be great, Ms. Wilkes," Monica said as she strode toward the pool steps, shifting her attention from me and my sister to my mother. "But let me come help."
"You don't have to," Mom said, but Monica had already exited the pool and picked up a towel. I was still so nervous that I didn't register until later that she really took her time in covering herself with the towel, and even then, only draped it over her shoulders as she moved her amazing bikini-clad body lithely toward our mother.
"I insist," Monica smiled warmly, seeming to always be in charm mode.
"Well, that's very sweet, thank you," Mom said in an odd voice, one I didn't usually hear from her, barely looking over at both me and my sister before turning back to the house.
After Mom and Monica left, my sister said, "Don't even think about it."
"Think about what?" I asked, even though I was thinking exactly what she thought I was thinking.
"She is way, way, way out of your league," she said, stressing the word 'way' each time.
"Whatever," I said, still processing the fact that a completely hot girl squeezed my ass and yes I knew she was way out of my league.
"I mean she is waaaaaaay out of your league," she stressed, in only a way she could do... going over the top to piss me off and humiliate me at the same time.
"Yeah, yeah, I get it," I sighed, starting to walk up the steps from the shallow end of the pool, not even caring that I was clearly posting a boner.
Jessica followed closely, almost like she was chasing me out of the water. The steps curved on their way up and I was soon in profile to my bitch of a sister. "Oh my, she excited you, baby brother," she smirked, looking at the tent in my trunks.
"Trust me, it's no baby anything," I said through clenched teeth. Sure, I might be a virgin, but I knew from my habitual nerd research that my seven inches were well beyond what most non-porn-star guys were packing.
"What?" She said, continuing to push me, "That tiny thing?"
"Tiny?" I questioned, so annoyed by her pretentious 'she thinks she is better than me' attitude. Before I knew it, so sick of her fucking attitude, I went back down one step, turned to her, pulled my trunks down and exposed my completely hard dick.
"Jesus, put that thing away," she said, clearly shocked to be suddenly staring eye-level at her twin brother's dick.
"Does this look small to you?" I questioned, fuelled by years of anger and humiliation and not backing down as I held my dick in front of her very pretty face.
"Just put it away," she repeated, but without much conviction. There also wasn't much conviction in the way she reached out to push my dick aside. I immediately registered how her gaze wasn't turning away as she touched, more than pushed my dick.
Emboldened by her reaction, I said, "Gee, Jess, you look like you haven't seen one this large up close before. Surely my dick isn't that much bigger than Mike's," referring to her college boyfriend.
"He would kill you if he knew you were exposing yourself to me," she said, acting like she was disgusted, and yet not turning away, or brushing past me and striding off.
"Is it true what I've read, that the same steroids that bulk up his body do the opposite to his love muscle?" I said, stroking my dick ever so slowly in front of her... done being her verbal punching bag.
"Jesus," she said, though it sounded more like awe than disdain.
"Yeah, that's what I thought," I said, and briefly forgetting she was my sister, rather than just some stuck up bitch who ignored me all through high school, I brushed her hair over her ear, gripped the back of her head, and slid my dick into her mouth like I had imagined doing so may times.
Her eyes went wide as I shut her up with my dick.
My eyes went wide as I realized what I had just done.
For a moment, just a few precious seconds, we both were stoic. Me with half my dick in her mouth; her with half my dick in her mouth.
Then, to my surprise, she began to bob.
My eyes went even wider at the shocking result of my brazen, impulsive action. For a flash I worried if she was just going deeper so she could bite off more of my shameless manhood. Then I registered she was really sucking me... and moaning... she was enjoying and getting turned on sucking my dick.
As I enjoyed my first ever blow job, miraculously from my own sister, I worried about two things. One: what if mom or Monica came out and two I was not going to last long. I mean this was my first ever blow job!!!
It wasn't even thirty seconds when my moans increased and I knew I was going to blow a load. As I pondered in my head whether to warn her or not, I began to come.
My sister, to her credit, swallowed my entire load without slowing down... clearly not her first time with a dick in her mouth.
Once she had completely swallowed my load, she backed off and said, back to her normal bitch sister self, and acting as if this wasn't crazy strange, "Is that all you can last?"
"I'll be ready for round two in seconds," I assured, having come multiple times in a row while masturbating.
"Put that away," she said, pushing me back and shaking her head as she seemed to suddenly process what she just did. "And for the record, this never happened."
"What? That you sucked my big dick or that you swallowed my entire load?" I questioned, a new confidence brewing inside after what just happened.
"It... never... happened," she repeated, her tone terse... regret clearly washing over her.
"Okay, okay, it never happened," I said, although my tone was dripping with sarcasm, "but want one more good look to think about later?"
"Put that fucking thing away," she snapped.
"Okay, okay," I said, putting my still hard cock in my trunks, "but remember, anytime you want it all you have to do is come and beg."
"Fuck you," she said, her cheeks going red with anger as she pushed past me to walk up the steps and out of the pool.
"Soon," I smiled, walking back into the pool, just as Monica returned with lemonades.
She handed one to my sister and walked into the pool to bring me mine. As she reached me and handed it to me she said, loud enough for my sister to hear, "Did you really just shove this big dick in your sister's mouth?"
I moaned as her free hand went directly to my dick.
"Monica, you saw that?" Jessica asked, mortified and going unbelievably pale.
"Yeah, I had to distract your mom or she would have too," Monica said turning to my sister, but rubbing my dick in the water.
"I can explain," Jessica said, her cheeks going a shade of humiliation red I had never seen before.
"No explanation necessary," Monica said, giving my dick another squeeze, "it was incredibly hot. I mean who would have thought you were an incest slut."
"I'm not a--" Jessica began
"It was?" I asked, speaking for the first time. "Hot?"
"Shut up, Josh," my sister said, standing there paralyzed with the consequences of the rash act we both just committed.
"Come join us in the pool, Jess," Monica warmly invited.
"I need to go inside."
"You need to come in the pool," Monica repeated, this time with a firmness that bordered on dominant.
"Fine," my sister said in the dramatic way she always did when she was doing something she didn't want to do... which was often... yet she actually did as she was told.
"Have you and your sister fucked yet?" Monica whispered in my ear, too quiet for my sister to hear but making me moan with the double sensual attack of her hand on my dick over my trunks and her hot breath on my ear.
"No, that was the first time we ever did anything like that," I admitted.
"Don't encourage him," Jessica said, as she got closer to us... still as white as a ghost.
"You already did that when you blew your brother and let him drop his load in your mouth," Monica wickedly said, making my cock twitch in her hand.
"Monica, please, don't," my sister pleaded, clearly humiliated by her actions. "I don't even know how it happened."
"I shoved my cock in your mouth and you eagerly sucked me," I interjected, even though I knew I may get the full wrath of my sister... Monica's hand on my dick and her surprise encouragement had me oozing with confidence... and with pre-cum I suspected.
"Josh, you little fucker," my sister snapped.
"Not yet," I mused back.
"Not yet, like with her or not yet with like anyone?" Monica asked.
"Oh, he is definitely a virgin," my sister said, now standing right beside Monica and still not able to not be a bitch even after what she just did.
"I don't know why she has to belittle me about it, but for once my sister is right," I admitted, thinking perhaps this beautiful redhead would assist in changing my answer.
"Well, we can't have that," Monica said, leaning in and kissing me on the lips.
"Monica, what are you doing?" my sister asked, as I kissed her friend back in utter awe. I had kissed a couple of girls, but nothing compared to the softness of Monica's lips.
Monica broke the kiss after a few amazing seconds. "We are going to take your brother's virginity."
"We are doing what?" my sister asked, which I thought was an odd response instead of an outright no.
"Well, actually," Monica said, turning to my sister and kissing her, making my eyes go wide and my dick again flinch in her hand, "you are going to take your brother's virginity."
My sister was for the first time ever... speechless.
I'm not going to lie, I was too.
After a good ten seconds that felt like an eternity, my sister said, "We can't, Mom is home." This was an even odder response. Again, no outright no. Not the obvious, 'That would be wrong and incestuous.' All she had was, 'Our mother may catch us.'
"Is that your only concern?" Monica asked, after finishing her lemonade and allowing the empty glass to float as the other hand not on my dick went under the water and towards my sister.
"One among maaaaany," Jessica moaned, as it was obvious Monica was touching her pussy now... somehow this sexy redhead was masturbating both of us at once.
"It's obvious you want to fuck him," Monica bluntly accused, "and it's equally obvious he wants to fuck you. Plus, it would put an end to your silly sibling rivalry." The corner of her mouth went up wickedly. "Which I'm sure would also make your sweet mother happy. Who, by the way, told me she was going out to the store - so she's not here to interfere with what you both want to happen."
"I don't want to fuck him," my sister responded, although her usual bite of hate wasn't there.
"Oh yeah, you are dying to feel your brother's big cock in your pussy," Monica said, ignoring my sister's words while slowly teasing both of us.
Unsure whether to speak or not, I chose silence since Monica was an amazing wing woman and doing way better than I ever would.
"It's incest," my sister pointed out, looking at me with anger, desire, and confusion.
"That didn't seem to bother you when you had his big cock in your mouth," Monica pointed out right back.
"I don't know why I did that," Jessica said, and her tone made it clear she was as confused as I was about what just happened.
"Because you're a cock hungry, insatiable, incestuous slut," Monica wickedly said, making my raging rod flinch in her hand.
"Monica," Jessica moaned, the words obviously humiliating but also seemingly turning her on.
"Say it, slut," Monica ordered, "say that you want your brother's big cock in your pussy."
"Monica, don't make me," Jessica pleaded, even as she moaned again.
I'd never seen this side of my sister. It was like she was submissive to Monica. It made me wonder if these two had perhaps been having a lesbian relationship. That too made my desperate cock flinch.
"I'm not making you do anything, Jessica," Monica said, as she moved my sister's hand to my cock."Feel how big and hard that is."
"Monica I--" Jessica began to say something, but Monica cut her off.
"We all know you want your brother's big cock," Monica continued, "I mean feel how hard it is for you. Has it even been five minutes since he unloaded into your belly?"
"Monica I--" Jessica again began to respond, but Monica kissed her even as my sister's hand remained on my cock.
I watched as my sister hesitated for only a brief second before she kissed Monica back and a moment later began to slowly rub my cock over my trunks.
While they continued kissing, my dick desperate for release, I quickly pulled my trunks down and off and tossed them aside, before grabbing my sister's hand and placing it back on my dick.
As the kiss continued, my sister continued to stroke my cock as I watched in school boy fascination the two hot girls kiss.
When Monica broke the kiss, she took my sister's hand, walked to the edge of the pool and hopped up onto the edge. She tugged off her bikini bottom and tossed it to me.
I followed behind, my raging rod leading the way and caught the bikini bottom.
"You know what to do," Monica said, as she spread her legs to reveal a shaved pussy.
My sister protested, even as she seemed to be staring at Monica's pussy, just like I was. "Monica, not here."
"Now, slut," Monica ordered in a firm voice that made my dick twitch in the water.
My sister didn't say another word, didn't look back at me at all, she simply obeyed as she moved between the tanned legs of her hot friend and buried her face in the shaved pussy.
My eyes went wide and my cock again twitched at watching such a hot act live. I mean, sure, I watched a lot of porn and some of it was lesbian porn, but nothing had ever come close to seeing the real thing up close and personal.
"Fuck her, Josh," Monica said, as her hand went to the back of my sister's head to seemingly prevent her from any sort of protest.
"Really?" I asked, the question dumb as why else would she say it? Yet, this was just so unbelievable that I was not processing the shocking reality of the situation.
"Yes, just slide that big cock in your sister's pussy," Monica instructed, as she let out the softest of moans.
"I want to but...." I said, knowing I should just do it, I mean who would ever reject such an offer, but I wanted my sister to agree. Like when I shoved my dick in her mouth, she could have pushed me back, or bit it right off, but she chose to suck it. I wanted her to choose to get fucked. It was only then as I caressed my sister's ass that I learned her bikini bottom was no longer on her. Monica must have taken it off when she was doing her multi-tasking mutual masturbation of my sister and I.
"You want her permission?" Monica asked, as if able to read my mind.
"Yeah," I nodded.
"What a gentleman," Monica smiled, before moving her hand from the back of my sister's head and ordering her, "Slut, tell your brother you want him to fuck you."
"Fuck," my sister sighed in the dramatic way she always did even in such a torrid moment. Yet she followed that with the words every brother fantasizes hearing from a hot sister, or any girl for that matter. "Fuck me, Josh."
"You can do better than that," Monica said, even as those were all the words I needed to hear. I moved in close behind my bent over sister and positioned my dick towards her pussy... the water making it slightly more difficult.



"You really want me to say it, don't you?" my sister asked, looking up at Monica.
"I do," Monica said with a sexy smile, "it's pretty fucking hot." She reached down and pulled her pink lips apart. "Don't you want to see me get even wetter?"
Jessica turned her head back towards me and wickedly said, as she made eye contact, no longer any hate in her eyes, just ruby red cheeks and a lust that bordered on desperate, "Josh, slam that big cock in your sister's pussy and let me take your big V."
"Better, but I want nastier," Monica said, as my dick was now in-between Jessica's pussy lips.
"Baby brother, slide that huge, sister-fucking cock in your big sister's pussy," my sister wickedly demanded, looking back at me. "Use me like a cheap fuck toooooooy.".
I couldn't wait any longer, I simply slid my dick inside her before she completely finished the sentence.
"There you go, my incestuous playthings," Monica said, as I looked at the stunned, yet lustful look in my sister's eyes. I heard myself being referred to as this beautiful stranger's incestuous plaything, which only added to the hotness of the moment.
Taking control, like I had with the blow job, but emboldened by Monica this time, I said, as I began slowly fucking her, "You love your brother's big dick, don't you?"
"I dooooo," Jessica moaned, clearly overwhelmed with the reality she was being fucked by her brother and that it felt good as she turned her attention back to Monica.
"Get back to eating my pussy, fuck toy," Monica instructed, giving me a wink.
My sister face returned to Monica's pussy as I slowly fucked her, in utter awe of the reality that I was losing my virginity to my bitch sister... who was now becoming my bitch.
"So hot," Monica moaned.
"Yes, you are," I said, as I looked in her eyes.
"Aren't you a sweet thing?" she responded, as she moved her hands to her bikini top and took it off to let me see her very firm perfect tits and very hard nipples.
"I can be," I said, as I admired her perfect body glistening from the wetness of the water and the pounding sun.
"And you can also be a nasty bad boy, can't you?" she playfully said, her hand returning to Jessica's head.
"I can be," I repeated, continuing to slowly fuck my sister, wanting this moment to last as long as humanly possible and thankful I had already dropped a load in Jessica's mouth.
"Then show me," Monica instructed. "Use your sister like your personal fuck toy. Take control."
"Control," I said. Wanting to impress this beautiful woman, I allowed my many fantasies to take over. Fantasies where I dominated my sister, or a cheerleader, or a teacher or any popular girl who had dismissed me in the past. "You like this, sister slut? You like your brother's big cock deep in your pussy?"
"Yes," my sister moaned, as she kept her head buried in between Monica's legs, obviously enjoying the verbal humiliation.
"Tell me, sister slave," I added, liking the alliteration, as I grabbed her hair and pulled her face away from Monica's pussy. "Tell me how much you love your brother fucking you."
"Dammit, Josh," my sister cursed, "I fucking love your big dick fucking me. Now give it to me harder. Bang your sister."
"Am I bigger than Mike?" I asked, actually stopping deep inside her.
"Yes, you're way bigger than Mike," she answered. "Now fucking pound your sister and give me all that dick."
"Yeah, fuck the shit out of her," Monica said.
"Maybe later," I smiled, clearly implying fucking my sister's asshole, "but for now I'm going to really fuck her pussy." I then pushed my sister's head back into Monica's pussy and really slammed into her.
"You bad boy," Monica purred with a moan as my sister's face was pressed roughly against her pussy, "you want to fuck your sister's asshole."
"I want to use my sister as a three hole cum dump," I confidently responded, looking directly into Monica's eyes with a confidence I didn't know existed inside me.
"So hot," she smiled.
Taking her response as permission to continue to push my sister, I grabbed my sister's hair, pulled her back and demanded, "Beg."
"I want you to fuck me like a cheap slut," she said, then added, "but can we move this onto the lounge chair? The water is hindering you really giving me all that big cock."
"Good idea," Monica agreed, as she stood up.
"Okay," I agreed, wondering if it would feel any different out of the water. In the water it had been quite the workout. "Lay on your back, Sis and take off your bikini top."
"I like this side of you," she said, as she got out of the pool.
"I like this side of you," I responded back, as I admired her ass before also getting out of the pool.
She got on the lounger and spread her legs wide and said, "Come fuck me, big brother."
As I moved to her, she added, "And come and sit on my face Monica. I need to taste that pussy so bad."
"No, I want to watch this and see your facial expressions as you get fucked by your brother and his big cock," Monica said, grabbing my cock and moving it towards my sister's wet pussy.
"You want this cock?" I asked, as Monica moved it up and down between my sister's pussy lips.
"Yes, dammit," Jessica moaned with frustration and desperation, "slide that big cock in me right fucking now."
"And will you be your brother's personal fuck toy?" Monica asked, slapping my sister's clit with my dick making her moan wildly and her right leg twitch.
"Monica, please," my sister pleaded.
"Willing to suck his dick and get fucked whenever he needs to drop a load?" Monica wickedly added, slapping my sister's clit three times with my fat cock head.
"Oh fuck, fine, I'll be my brother's cum dump, his sister slut, his fuck toy," my sister declared, "is that what you fucking want to heeeeaaaaar?"
Monica slid my dick into my sister's pussy before she finished the question and it was my turn to moan as the warmth of my sister's pussy was much better out of the water. "That is exactly what I wanted to hear, you incestuous slut."
"Yes," my sister moaned, as I began to fuck her, in awe of how much easier it was out of the water, "I'm an incestuous slut for my brother."
"So hot," Monica said, as she laid back on the companion lounger and her hand went to her own pussy as she watched the sibling show.
"I want to fuck you too," I said, not wanting this wild adventure to end and perhaps being a little greedy.
"You do, do you?" Monica asked, in the most sensual way in the history of the world.
"I do," I said, even as I continued fucking my sister.
"Focus on me, you sister fucker," Jessica demanded.
"And you're a brother sucker and fucker," I countered.
"Then fucking pound my pussy like a sister-fucking stud," my sibling urgently moaned. I grabbed her hips firmly and did as she asked... a massive adrenaline rush coursing through my entire body.
"Yeah, fuck your sister, you big-dicked stud," Monica encouraged, slowly rubbing herself.
"Harder, fucking drill me," Jessica demanded lustfully as her moans increased.
"Oh yeah, hammer the slut," Monica added.
Although I had never had sex and obviously never made anyone come, I had watched enough porn to see the signs and sensed she was really close.
"Oh fuck, don't stop... oh fuck... fuck..." Jessica moaned, as sweat poured down me from the extreme workout and the sun pounding down on us.
"Come, slut, come from getting fucked by your brother," Monica ordered.
"I'm so close," Jessica responded, sounding desperate and close.
"Come, my sister slave, my cum dump, my sibling fuck toy," I listed off as quick as I could, sensing beneath the surface, the incest angle was really turning her on.
"Ooooh fuck, you sister fuuuuuuuuuucker!" she screamed, as her orgasm hit her and she shook wildly.
"Let me finish what she started," Monica said, as she spread her legs and offered me her pussy.
I didn't hesitate as I moved from Jessica's lounger and pussy to Monica's and slid right into her as I looked into her eyes.
"That's it, stud, give me that dick," Monica moaned.
I reached down and cupped her firm tits. "You're so fucking hot," I said.
"Yeah, suck on my nipples as you fuck me," she instructed.
So, I bent down and went back and forth sucking one nipple and then the other... all the while not slowing down my strokes inside my second pussy in minutes. I decided I was losing my virginity to both girls.
"God, who knew my nerdy brother was such a naturally good fuck?" my sister said. I looked to the other lounge chair and saw she was on her side watching us, top knee cocked up and fingers in her gaping pussy.
"Yeah, he is a keeper," Monica agreed, as I kept pumping away, not sure how much longer I could possibly last.
After a couple more minutes of sucking and fucking, Monica's moans increased and she said, "Slut, get over here and suck on my clit while your brother fucks me."
Jessica moved without hesitation, pushing me into an upright position so she could move beside Monica and lower her face to get a super up-close and personal view of my cock in her friend's pussy.
"Oh yeah, you two, work my pussy, fuck me good," Monica moaned, as we moved in unison to work Monica's pussy over inside and out.
It didn't take more than a minute for Monica to declare, "I'm coming," although to my surprise there was no nasty swearing. Regardless, I didn't slow down throughout her orgasm... my own imminent.
A couple dozen more strokes, as Jessica kept her tongue on the clit, I warned, "I'm not going to last much longer."
"Pull out at the last possible second and come all over your sister's face," Monica instructed.
"Yeah, give me that load, big brother," Jessica encouraged and just a few strokes later she got it as I pulled out and immediately spewed my load all over her pretty face and into her hair.
"What a load," Jessica said, once I was done and before I slid my dick in her open mouth.
I slowly face fucked her for a few strokes before pulling out and stumbling over to collapse onto the empty lounge chair, suddenly completely spent.
"Well, that was fun," Monica said, before ordering as Jessica sat up, "Come here and let me taste that creamy cum."
"Best day of my life," I said, as I watched Monica eat my cum off of my sister's face.
"Oh, this is just the beginning," Monica assured, scooping some cum off Jessica's face and feeding it to her. "Isn't that right, Jessica?"
"I hate to admit it," Jessica said, after eating my cum, her face still coated with my cum as she stood before me, "but I won't be able to resist big brother's cock."
"And being his sister slut fuck toy?" Monica added.
"Yes, and being an incestuous, cum, what did you call me earlier, cum dump for my brother," Jessica said.
Just then we heard the sounds of the garage door going up.
"Mommy's home," Monica said.
As the three of us scurried to find our discarded swimwear, it struck me that while this was my first time meeting Monica, she'd obviously been to our home before; enough to already be oddly comfortable with Mom.
After covering ourselves, Jessica jumped into the pool to get the evidence off of her face. Monica moved close to me and whispered, "I bet with a little help from yours truly I could have you fucking your mother too."
"What?" I asked, hearing the bold declaration, but shocked by her words.
"Oh yeah, I'm this close to having her become a pussy pleasing pet for me," Monica said, as we watched Mom approach the sliding glass door from inside. "She's clearly very lonely, suggestable and submissive."
'More than comfortable with Mom,' I thought, before immediately saying, "I'm in."
I hadn't thought about it much, probably not enough to call myself a good son, but I realized that Mom was indeed lonely since Dad passed three years ago, and who better to help her with that problem than someone she could trust completely.
"Oh, you will be. All in," Monica assured under her breath, as Mom stepped outside and asked if we were having fun.
This amazing, wicked creature at my side wasted no time implementing her plan for a full family seduction. "We'd have a lot more fun if you'd come and join us in the pool, Mrs. Wilkes. Please tell me you'll go change and come out and take a break from this summer heat. Don't you deserve some fun as much as these two beautiful but spoiled brats of yours?"
The sudden smile and laugh made my mother's face light up with beauty and joy that had been missing for too long. And the hottest summer I'd ever known looked ready to explode with a whole other kind of heat.
The end
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Jasmine's Lesbian Airbnb
We arrived at the luxury Airbnb on a lake just north of Montreal for a week of relaxation after a speaking engagement in Quebec City at an education symposium.
"Jesus, Gabriela, this place is ridiculous," I said, admiring the massive house, which I would discover was over 3000 square feet and was a beach front property.
"I only booked a third of it, someone else has the upper floors," Gabriela said, my co-presenter.
"I see," I said, as we got out of our rented BMW sedan. "Still, it's pretty amazing."
"Yeah, after the school year we had I figured we needed a week to decompress far from our regular lives," Gabriela said, knowing I was struggling with the reality that I was now an empty nester... with my youngest going to college this fall and spending four weeks on a massive Europe excursion before leaving me.
"Well, this seems the perfect spot for that," I said as she walked down three steps to a door set in to the foundation of the beautiful lake house and typed in a code.
"Yeah, we have the basement to ourselves and only have to share the infinity pool and the beach," Gabriela said.
"I think I can live with that," I said, as I we entered the suite which was absolutely beautiful. She'd called it the basement, but it was really a half-basement, so there were still plenty of windows all around letting in light and views of the lake and surrounding forest.
An hour later we were in our bikinis, having a glass of wine and enjoying the blue skies and sun when Gabriela got a phone call. "Merde," she cursed like a Francophone after covering the phone. Then to the caller she said, "Thank you, I'll be there in a few hours."
She hung up and I asked with concern, "What's wrong?"
"I left my wallet back at the hotel," she sighed heavily, standing up.
"Shit," I said, standing up also.
"No, you stay," Gabriela said.
"I'm not making you drive three hours by yourself," I said, that being how long it would take to return to the quaint bed and breakfast where we'd stayed the night before in a small rural town just south of Quebec City.
"No, don't be silly," Gabriela said, "you stay here and enjoy yourself; I'll be back late tonight or tomorrow."
"I don't mind coming," I said, even though the thought of three more hours in a car, each way, was not remotely appealing to me.
"No Oscar for you," she smiled, playfully pushing me back onto my lounge chair. "I know you hate being in a car that long."
"I do," I admitted, falling back on the chair, "but six hours alone seems awfully long."
"I' got podcasts I can listen to," she said, "and I love driving that Beemer."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, stay, relax, get naked and skinny dip, get a good tan on that too white body," she teased.
"I hate your Latina skin," I said, Gabriela always looking tanned because of her natural darker skin, while I could get lost in a snowstorm, I was so white.
She laughed and headed out.
I mostly took her advice.
I didn't like cold water, so I didn't saunter to the lakeside beach, but I did jump into the heated pool... although my bikini stayed on. I then enjoyed my second glass of wine while I worked on that elusive tan.
After going back to the house to pour myself a third glass, I noticed there was still no activity in the rest of the house and figured the other renters must not be arriving until the following morning. So I went ahead and put the rest of the bottle into an ice bucket to bring back with me, then stripped off my bikini after deciding that it made no sense to give myself tan lines... although I was diligent with the sunscreen, burnt nipples and labia did not sound like fun.
An hour-plus later, the bottle was finished (note Gabriela did drink one glass), and I was on my back almost dozing off as I suntanned in the nude for the first time ever and was finding it very enjoyable. My tipsy, near slumber was interrupted with a jolt when I heard a girl's voice squeal, "Oh, my God, is that Ms. Winston?"
"It is," another voice said, adding "and our former English teacher is naked."
I shot up to sitting position and, in my daze, finally recognized four former students from the graduating class of 2022. All four young women stood in a line, staring at me, staring at my naked body... my hands went automatically to breasts and crotch.
My bikini was back in the guest house, but I knew I had a towel nearby, if only I could remember where I'd dropped it after my last dip in the pool. I asked, trying to be casual as four former students stared at me and discovered their former teacher recently got a Brazilian, "Amber, Emma, Renee, and Angelica. What are you girls doing here?"
Emma responded to my question with her own. "The question is: What are you doing here, Ms. Winston?"
Renee added, "And why are you naked?"
Figuring they had already seen me naked, and there were no males, I gave up trying to cover myself and responded, as I got up, "Ms. Gonzalez and I booked this place weeks ago."
"Are you two a couple?" Amber asked.
"What, no?" I said, surprised by the question. "We are just good friends."
"We are good friends too," Emma said, as she slapped Amber's ass.
A little flustered by the innuendo and implication that these four girls may play with each other, I said, "I better go get some clothes on."
"Don't do that for us," Angelica said, as the redhead pulled her t-shirt off to reveal she was not wearing a bra... but then, she had a nice firm pair of tits that didn't need one.
"Yeah, stay here and hang with us," Amber said, following suit and taking off her t-shirt, although she had a cute lace black bra underneath.
"I don't think so," I said, even as I felt my pussy tingle a bit at seeing two young girls topless as Amber unclasped her bra and tossed it aside, revealing small, perky breasts.
"Are we really doing this?" Renee asked, as Emma was already taking off her sundress to reveal matching white bra and thong.
"We already did it," Amber said, getting out of her shorts and panties in one quick swoop, her pussy hair proving that she was indeed a natural blonde.
"Sweet Jesus," Renee said, getting out of her tank top that revealed massive breasts that I couldn't fathom having to carry around for eternity... never mind without a bra. I didn't mean to, but I stood there in stoic shock as they got undressed, especially unable to take my eyes off of Renee's built, black body.
Although they were pulled away as I watched Emma get out of her tight jeans. She was a gymnast and had very small tits, but an amazingly fit body.
"Did you drink all this bottle?" Amber asked, holding up the empty bottle.
"Ms. Gonzalez had some," I said, not wanting to look like I downed a whole bottle by myself.
"Where is Ms. Gonzalez?" Angelica asked.
"She left her wallet behind at the last hotel and had to drive back to get it."
"You let her drive off after drinking?" Emma declared, sounding both surprised and accusatory.
"Well, she actually only had half a glass before leaving," I said, putting me back in ownership of the empty bottle.
"So, you are all alone?" Amber asked, her inquiry tone one of intrigue.
"Just until she gets back," I said, noticing four sets of eyes looking at me and feeling my long-neglected pussy getting excited. Wine weakens my moral code, as does six months without dick, and even longer since I had an intimate night with a woman... pre-COVID to be exact.
"And when will that be?" asked Renee in a growly purr that sounded like a lioness on the hunt.
"Well, either late tonight or maybe tomorrow if she's too tired to make the long drive."
"Then hang with us," Angelica said, before jumping in the pool.
The way those cute titties bounced almost finished my self-control, but the splash broke the spell. "I'm just going to go inside," I said, walking past the girls, knowing I needed to get out of here before I did something stupid like ending up the centrepiece of a five-person lesbian orgy with four ex-students... even though the idea was equally tempting and likely a real possibility given the looks of these girls and their insinuation that they played with each other.
"That's an amazing ass, Ms. Winston," Amber complimented from the pool as I walked away.
"Is that a tramp stamp?" Emma asked, as she saw my two cherries tattoo, I got way back in college just above my ass.
"Very hot," Angelica said, as I felt my cheeks burning red as I returned to the guest house.
Overwhelmed, shocked and undeniably horny, I returned to the air-conditioned guest house which was its own version of a cold shower. The temptation of a pretty student had always lingered in the back of my naughty subconscious, but always controlled by my morals as a teacher... yet... these four lovely ladies were all legal adults now... all having graduated two years ago... so it wouldn't be illegal or really even immoral... still....
I was in the bottom level of the guesthouse a few minutes, having went pee and put my rather modest bikini back on, before Angelica came in and said, "It's really wild you're here, Ms. Winston."
I almost said something about her just walking into the basement suite uninvited, but I'd never acted that way toward her as a student, so why start now? "Yeah, it is pretty crazy," I agreed.
"Serendipitous," she smiled, using one of my vocabulary words in a sentence directed at me.
"Interesting word choice," I said, not sure serendipitous was accurate, although perhaps it was in its own twisted way.
"Well, what other word works?" she asked, "I mean what are the odds of the four of us and our former hot English teacher ending up not only both at this Airbnb but also at the exact same time."
"Rather minute," I had to agree, although my mind was really wrestling with being their hot English teacher. And former opened up so many new opportunities.
"Fate," she said.
"Well, it's something," I laughed, trying not to stare at her firm tits that had me a little distracted and more than a little horny. The number of times I had fantasized about being seduced by a former student couldn't be counted on fingers and toes... and Angelica would be one I had fantasized about in the past... Hell, so were all three of her friends.
"Come join us," she said.
"I think I better just stay in here," I responded, even though the offer was tempting... way too tempting. "I've already been out in the sun a long time and you can see how pale I am." While it was true, I was really grasping at straws trying to stay out of trouble.
Her head tilted to the side a moment, thinking. "Didn't I see a bottle of SP50 sunscreen out there?" Before I could respond, she stepped into me, took hold of one wrist and turned it outwards as she began to speak in a tone that would have fit perfectly in one of the seductive characters that filled my stories in my semi-secret life as an erotica writer.
"I think your pale skin with your dark hair is gorgeous," she purred. Then, while keeping hold of my wrist with one hand, her other began softly running up the inside of my forearm and bicep. "I'll put the lotion on you myself to be sure that this creamy, delicate skin doesn't get burned." Her fingertips continued up to my shoulder, then across a collar bone before reversing course, all the while sending tingles and heatwaves through my body to clit central. Then her controlling hand moved from my wrist to my hand and she began to lead me back outside.
"I don't think this is a good idea," my mouth protested pathetically, while the rest of my body followed without even the least bit of resistance.
"I think it's an amazing idea," she said, giving my hand a squeeze. "And I'm sure all the other girls will be glad to help grease you up too." That image left my mind completely blank for a moment and then I was suddenly back outside with shivers of trepidation and excitement blending inside me.
I let out the softest of sighs as I glanced down and admired Angelica's perfect ass before glancing up to see all three girls wet and lounging on chairs... all utterly naked still... each with a drink in their hand and Amber seemingly smoking a joint.
"Ms. Winston is back," Amber said, looking up at me.
"And back in a bikini," Renee questioned, standing up and taking a pose that showcased every curve of her beautiful body and thrust her voluptuous tits out there, begging to be cupped and sucked.
"I feel a little strange being naked in front of my ex-students," I said as Renee walked towards me in that powerful way that again reminded me of a lioness and made me want to be her prey.
"That is the key, isn't it, Ms. Winston?" Emma said, suddenly standing beside me, on the opposite side from where Angelica was still holding my hand. I'd been so entranced by Renee's approach I hadn't seen the brunette also move in on me. "We are ex-students," the hot gymnast breathed into my ear.
"Yeah, don't be shy, Ms. Winston. Take off that bikini and show off your hot MILF body," Amber encouraged, as she too got off her lounge chair.
Being called hot and a MILF both, had me extra flustered, as did having four sets of young, female eyes all directed at me.
"I don't think I should," I responded, although even I didn't believe the strength of my response in tone, as suddenly all four girls surrounded me.
Renee almost pleaded, looking at me lustfully, "Come on, Ms. Winston, we're all naked."
"But I...." I began, before I felt my bikini top string pulled and suddenly my tits were back out free for all to see. Emma had managed another sneaky move.
A second later, Renee tugged at my bottoms and they helplessly fell to the ground leaving me suddenly completely naked.
Amber picked the bikini top and bottom up and tossed them away as she said, "You won't be needing these, after all, it's just us girls."
"I'm not sure this is appropriate," I responded, continuing my weak protest even as I now stood naked before four young, hot girls. I naturally worried how my own body compared, after a couple of kids and more than twice as many years, but all I saw in those gleaming eyes was hunger and desire. Oh, yeah, Mama's still got it.
Emma asked, "Why not? We're all adults; you're no longer our hot English teacher. Now you're just a fucking hot MILF with a nice pair of 34-Cs."
"They're 34-Bs," I corrected for some reason.
Reaching around and cupping my breasts, my super hard nipples betraying any sense I may not be enjoying this improper attention, Emma asked, "Are they real?"
"They can't be. They are just too perfect," Amber said.
"So firm," Emma added.
"And her nipples are like diamonds," Renee chirped in.
"Yes, they are indeed real," I clarified while enjoying the compliments and the fact I was being felt up by Emma.
"She needs some suntan lotion," Renee said.
"She does, does she?" Emma said, snapping her fingers and Amber grabbed the bottle, pour some into her hand and handed it to Emma.
Soon, all four girls were lathering me with lotion. My ass, my tits, my legs, my neck, my stomach. It was all quite sensual and stimulating... especially when Renee was on her knees doing my legs... her pretty face was just in front of my excited pussy... so close that I felt her hot breath.
After a couple of minutes of eight hands roaming all over me, Emma took my hand and said, as she led me to the pool, "Come play with us in the pool."
.
Horny as fuck, not to mention a natural submissive, and my pussy burning from the erotic for me motioning, I followed her and soon we are all in the pool... where we actually played some games and just enjoyed the water and the sun. I found myself completely confused and worked up by watching all these nubile beauties splashing around and yet the sex still remained only at the innuendo level. I couldn't decide if I was being toyed with or was just letting my own perv imagination and desires get the best of me.
Renee ended up barbecuing and the rest of us helped with sides and setting the patio table, while we all drank and did some pot. So by the time dinner was done and the sun was going down two more full bottles of wine were gone as well as five joints. Having not smoked up since COVID, the mixture of pot and alcohol hit me pretty good.
It was Emma, who seemed to be the leader of the group, just like she was in high school, who suggested, "It's time for campfire stories."
"Yes," Amber agreed, as Angelica got the fake fire going in the gas firepit and everyone else pulled loungers in a close circle around it.
"You remember how Ms. Winston made us all read out loud in class?" said Emma. "Well, I think she should read to us now." There was a chorus of cheers from her gang.
"Read?" I asked.
"Yes, our campfire stories tradition goes back to our slumber nights where we would take turns reading erotica to each other," Amber explained.
"Really?" I asked.
"While we masturbated," Emma added.
"Each other," Renee continued the hot revelations.
"I obviously went to the wrong slumber parties when I was in high school," I laughed, the alcohol and pot letting go of any inhibitions I may have had.
"And now we use toys," Angelica said, grabbing a duffel bag and dumping out a copious amount of toys onto a beach towel, making my eyes go wide.
"Oh my," I said, seeing everything from handcuffs and a blindfold, to vibes, a double-headed dildo, and a few strap-ons, including one that had two dicks.
"Like our toy collection?" Amber asked.
"It's quite impressive," I approved, my pussy burning, so drunk and high I was already imagining how each could be used on me or them.
"So, you will read to us?" Emma asked.
"Why not?" I shrugged, thinking, 'While in Rome,' and that this could become one of my many bucket list fantasies come true.
"Since this is your first time, Ms. Winston," Angelica said, as she grabbed her iPad, "we'll help you find appropriate stories for campfire time." She fiddled with the screen a bit and said, "Here, I've brought up the story list of one of my favourite authors - she manages to get me off with almost every story."
"You finally have a favourite author?" I interrupted with a tease, recalling how much Angelica had disliked reading in school. Although, apparently, I'd simply been selecting assignments from the wrong genre.
"I finally found someone who writes about things I care about," she countered.
"Or turns you on," Renee added with a snicker.
"Says the girl whose favourite is 'Deconstructing the Professor'," Amber riposted, in Angelica's defence, which made my eyes go wide... that was one of my stories... an actual novella about a black professor who is utterly humiliated and eventually enslaved by a white, coed, racist bitch... if Renee liked that one, the odds were she was into race play, and perhaps a natural submissive herself. Strong body, weak will; I nearly came right then.
"You know that one, Ms. Winston?" Emma asked searchingly, apparently having picked something up in my reaction to the other girls' words.
I almost replied, 'I wrote it,' but caught myself. "I think I may have read it."
"So, our hot, MILF, Shakespeare-loving teacher reads porn?" Angelica asked.
"I prefer erotica," I said but with an English accent as if I was James Bond. I don't know why.
"Have you read more of her stories?" Amber asked as Angelica handed me the device cued up to silkstockingslover's homepage on Literotica. I wondered again if I should change my avatar photo - did that background make it too hard to pick out my nylon-clad legs?



I looked down at the screen, pretending to read the list, but mostly just trying to hide my smile. "Most of them, actually," I answered and then slyly complimented myself. "She can really weave a tale."
"Yeah, and god can she write fuck scenes," Emma said, continuing to use a tone that seemed to be searching for more from me.
"You girls really get off reading silkstockingslover's stories?" I said, this serendipitous encounter becoming now rather surreal... even on a day full of surreal moments.
"All the time," Emma said.
"Pick one of your favourite stories and read it to us," Renee said, as she went to the pile of toys, grabbed a blue vibrator and sat on a lounge chair.
"Yes, pick us a real hot one," Emma added, grabbing a toy too.
Amber agreed, "Yes, but it has to be a lesbian one."
"You want your sweet English teacher to read you a lesbian sex story?" I asked in a cute innocent way.
"Yes, get your four pupils turned on and wet," Angelica said, as she spread her legs wide and gave me a very clear view of her pussy.
"You do know that we all imagined crawling under your desk and eating your pussy, Ms. Winston," Amber said.
Emma corrected, "One of us imagined bending you over your desk, ripping your pantyhose and fucking you with a strap." I had no doubt who the 'one' was.
"No ripping necessary, I usually only wear thigh high stockings," I wickedly revealed, even as the idea of Emma pounding me in my classroom made my pussy tingle.
"Oh my God, that is so hot," Renee said.
"You're beginning to sound like the actual silkstockingslover," Emma said.
"We do have some similarities," I shrugged, as I instantly knew what story I was going to read to them.
"Hmm, hot, middle-aged English teacher who enjoys being surrounded by naked young women with sex toys. You two almost seem like the same person," Amber said, apparently picking up on the same vibe as Emma. I would have to be careful. Or would I?
"Maybe we are," I replied, although in a playful manner which made it look like I definitely wasn't. "Now students, get comfortable."
Amber and Angelica sat down without toys and I began to read without giving the title away. " Our new next door neighbours were a very good looking family who'd recently moved into our upscale gated community from Italy.
Angelo and Francesca Ricci were expanding their Italian restaurant and hotel chains to various locations in America. They had two kids: Lorenzo, who was primed to run their East Coast chain, and Bianca, who was spending the Holidays with her family in America before returning to Milan for a few months to complete her studies at a private school. Then next fall she'd be attending college in America.
They arrived during the winter, and Bianca and my daughter Catherine hit it off exceptionally well. This was a little surprising, considering that all my daughter's courses were advanced placement ones, while Bianca was a Twitter influencer (which I'd never heard of until my daughter explained it to me, and then I wondered how that could seriously be a thing)."
"Oh my God, she's reading 'Pillow Princess'," Amber said.
"Perfect," Angelica said.
"Yes, a story of an older woman becoming a submissive plaything for younger girls is absolutely perfect," Emma said, her blue eyes aimed directly at mine... her intent implicit.
I could feel my cheeks burn with discovery as that was indeed why I chose it, trying not to be obvious like reading, 'Training Teacher' or another teacher protagonist.
I ignored the accusation and continued reading.
It was early afternoon, and I was re-organizing my bedroom, when I glanced out my window, which had a good view of the neighbours' backyard and swimming pool. I was just looking outside to see if the clouds had left, since the forecast had predicted they'd do by early afternoon... and for once, the Weather Channel was correct. The sun had come out, and the day looked beautiful. I was about to turn away, when I glanced down to the neighbours' yard, and I gasped... Bianca was lying on a recliner near the fence, wearing just a bikini top, and there was a large black woman between her tanned legs.
"That could be you, Renee," Amber interrupted.
"You know I love eating white pussy," Renee responded. Like Emma, she was looking right at me.
"I've always had a thing for chocolate," I wickedly replied before I even had time to think of my words.
"Ms. Winston, you are sounding even more like silkstockingslover," Emma said, giving me a look that implied she was perhaps putting two and two together.
"Could you imagine if she was?" Angelica said.
"Oh, I could indeed imagine," Emma said, although the other three were perhaps too drunk, high and horny to catch on to her tone... but I did.
I resumed reading. They all listened intently, each one using a toy or their fingers to ever so slowly tease their young ripe pussies until I read this passage.
I felt so dirty to be watching this lesbian act like some voyeur... like some peeping Tom. I wasn't some teenage boy like George from Back to the Future, climbing the tree with binoculars to spy on some girl.
I was a mid-forties woman.
A married one.
With a sleeping baby in the next room.
Again, I should have turned away.
Yet instead, I stuck my left hand inside my shorts and panties, and slowly rubbed myself.
The black woman licked Bianca for a good ten more minutes, making me wonder how long she'd been there, before she stood up and simply walked away.
No words were spoken.
No gestures of thanks or farewell.
I was so close, and I kept staring at the half-naked Bianca, even though I couldn't see her pussy from this angle.
"This character, like the author, sounds a little like you," Emma said. "I wonder who's writing about whom?"
I gave her a little nod of recognition for using who's and whom correctly, then asked, "Because I'm in my fourties?"
"And because your hand is on your pussy as you think about watching illicit lesbian sex," she pointed out.
Honestly, while I certainly get hot when I'm writing a story, I never go back and read it again during a self-pleasure session. But now, reading it out loud for these young sexpots, my honeypot was dripping and desperate for manipulation. I shrugged, no longer embarrassed or uncomfortable, just going with the flow. "I guess it has a mind of its own."
"I guess so," Emma said.
"Let her read," Angelica said, just as she slid another finger into her pussy.
So I read.
When I got to the point where another lesbian series is referred to, 'Lesbian MILF Seductress', Emma said, "That is my favourite series."
"Because you think you're Bree," Amber said.
"In this group, I am Bree," Emma responded.
"I think you would make a great Bree," I said, Bree based on a few different students during my career... although she was created years before I taught these four.
"Thank you, Ms. Winston," she said with a smile and the predatory look that told me
while it may not be a desk I was going to be bent over, I was definitely going to get fucked.
I again resumed reading. The story going into intricate details about the lonely, neglected mother and wife.
My orgasm was still rising when I was surprised again. Another woman entered her backyard. But unlike the previous three women, I knew this one. It was our mutual neighbour across the street, the wife of a congressman, a stuck-up bitch named Miranda Bellencourt.
I couldn't believe it!
Nor could I believe what I was seeing when the pretentious bitch, dressed in an elegant red dress, nylons and heels, approached Bianca, and seemingly without saying a word, she knelt between Bianca's legs, which were still parted to accommodate her prior supplicant.
"I love when a stuck-up or entitled bitch ends up becoming a pet for teen pussy," Angelica said.
"Yes, that is hot," Amber said.
Renee pointed out, "Did you notice her amazing way with words, 'still parted to accommodate her prior supplicant'."
"Yes, she really knows how to paint a picture, how to make something dirty seem classy," Emma said.
"This is just getting started," I pointed out, before continuing the sordid story of my heroine.
It was a little later when my hero used a cucumber to fuck herself, leading to multiple orgasms.
"I started using a cucumber as a toy after reading this story," Amber said.
"Try a zucchini, it will change your life," Renee said, now slowly pumping the vibe in her pussy.
"Renee, you slut," Amber teased.
"Says the girl who likes getting fisted," Renee countered.
Amber looked directly at me, as she worked four fingers into her pretty pink pussy. "Have you ever been fisted, Ms. Winston?" she asked, clearly on the edge of doing the same remarkable thing to herself.
"I can't say I have," I said, although I'd be lying if I said it wasn't something I was curious about.
"Too bad," she said.
"Keep reading, it's just getting to the hot part," Angelica said, definitely completely intrigued by the story.
I kept reading, eventually getting to a part where the voyeur MILF witnesses Bianca's brother in the backyard with a MILF of his own.
" Oh fuck, fuck me harder," Debbie moaned, and he was fucking her so hard that all the way from my window, I could hear the slaps of their bodies crashing together.
"Do you like it hard, slut?" Lorenzo asked, reaching his left hand out to her ponytail and yanking on it.
"You know I love it hard when it's your big fucking dick," Debbie responded with a lust you wouldn't even find believable in most porn films.
"That Lorenzo sounds hot," Amber said.
"I prefer no men in lesbian stories," Emma said, looking again right into my eyes.
"I still can't get over Ms. Winston is reading to us and that she just uttered the words 'fuck me harder'," Renee said.
I shrugged, then looked into Emma's eyes, as if in challenge or admission, and declared, "When I get fucked, I get nasty. I say a lot of kinky shit."
"I bet you do," Emma said, her eyes still on me.
"That is so fucking hot," Amber said, rubbing herself.
"Watching you girls play with yourselves is hot too," I pointed out, which was one hundred and fifty percent true (fuck off, math purists).
"Well, keep watching us while you read," Emma said.
I pressed page two of three on the lit screen and continued reading. I read about Meredith seeing a pastor's wife eat the young girl's pussy and the mailwoman coming over to hand a pair of panties to the main character when I was interrupted.
"That was so brazen," Amber said, really rubbing herself.
"Like this?" Emma questioned, as she stood up, moved to me, grabbed my head, pulled me up slightly and shoved it in her pussy.
.
"Oh my God," Angelica blurted.
I was thinking the same thing and barely managed to lay the iPad down on the lounger seat as my body automatically rolled onto its side so I could really get my face into the source of the spring scent that enveloped me.
"She's licking me," Emma moaned, letting the others know what my tongue had started without thought or hesitation.
"So hot," Amber said again, moaning as she did.
"Eat that pussy," Renee encouraged with surprising ferocity, even as I was parting Emma's wet pussy lips and enjoying her intoxicating taste. I could have blamed the alcohol, I could have blamed the pot, but the truth was I wanted this. I wanted to eat her pussy. I wanted to eat all four of the young, ripe pussies.
"She is getting right in there," Emma said, her hand on the back of my head keeping me in place, although I sure wasn't going anywhere.
"I'm next," Renee said.
"Then me," Angelica added.
"Fine, I'll save the best for last," Amber said.
I secretly smiled at the promise of three more young pussies even as I worked over Emma's as best I could in a somewhat awkward position, going at her kind of sideways and not able to really get my tongue as deep as I wanted to.
"Don't pretend I don't have the most delicious pussy here," Emma said.
"Let Ms. Winston decide," Renee said, "as I bet she will love my chocolate treat."
"I'll eat all your pussies," I said, although my words were likely muffled by the fact my face was planted against Emma's pussy.
"Oh yeah, you will," Emma assured. "We are going to give you the night of your life."
"Can I at least fuck her first?" Amber asked.
While I pondered whether Amber meant with one of their many sex toys or with a fist like she was apparently so fond of herself, Angelica's next question let me know I would be enjoying the full range of lesbian pleasure. "Can I eat her first?" the redheaded slut asked.
"Patience my needy sluts," Emma said. "Let me come on our teacher pet first." I expected to dedicate myself to the gymnast's hard love button, but she had other ideas. With strong fingers, she rolled me onto my back and directed me to scoot over and down so my body was up against the edge where she stood and my head was lower down on the inclined back of the lounger. Then she threw one leg up onto the lounger, straddling my face.
"Oh yeah, ride her face," Amber moaned as Emma did just that, pressing her quim tight against my face with the lounger back providing resistance to her efforts to fuck my mouth.
"Yeah, come all over her," Renee said.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, my left hand going to my very wet pussy as I kept my tongue extended as my ex-student grinded her pussy up and down on my face... the ultimate exhilarating humiliation.
"You want my cum?" Emma asked.
"Mmmmmmmm," I answered, not able to speak with my tongue desperately trying to continue to stimulate her while she used my face for her personal pleasure.
"She wants your pussy cum so bad," Amber said.
"Come all over her face," Renee encouraged.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, fuuuuck," Emma moaned and then came all over me, a massive gush of wetness as she stopped fucking me and squirted all over my face and into my open mouth.
After the initial stream of pussy cream, I resumed lapping her pussy eagerly retrieving as much of her cum as I could.
"She won't stop," Emma said.
"My turn," Renee said, as Emma's pussy was tugged away from me. The big-tittied, black Amazon looked at me a moment, then lowered the reclining part of the lounger until I was flat on my back. She had me scoot up till my head was near the top of the lounge chair and said, "I've imagined this many times, Ms. Winston."
"You have?" I asked, as she straddled me, facing my feet, and lowered her very pretty pink pussy, so perfectly framed by her dark skin, onto my face.
"We all have," Amber said, as Renee's pussy was dropped on my lips.
As I began licking, Angelica said, "We all had the hots for you in high school."
"Yeah, especially when you wore those sexy nylons," Emma said.
"Yeah, god I pleasured myself so many times imagining being under your desk," Renee said, "being your little slave."
Learning that these girls all fantasized about me was quite shocking... and made me wonder how many of my other students fantasized about me...even as I had been fantasizing about them. And hearing Renee use the word 'slave' was wild... so much like the submissive in 'Deconstructing the Professor'.
"She looks so hot with you on her face," Amber said.
"She is even better than I imagined," Renee moaned, as I worked her the best I could in this confined, but comfortable position... her natural scent enveloping me sweetly.
"Shit, you are close already," Emma said, apparently well versed in the signs of excitement among the members of her little sapphic tribe.
"The story and masturbation already had me heated up," Renee said, as she began to slowly grind on my face. "Plus, the idea of eating her white pussy has me fucking revved up."
"Well hurry up and come so she can do me," Angelica said, sounding so different than her mild manner in high school.
"I'm close," Renee moaned, her wetness being plastered all over my face even before she came.
"Come on her face," Amber encouraged, giving me quite the thrill from all the dirty talk by these former students.
"I'm about tooooooo," she responded, just as I felt a massive gush of wetness soak my face as Renee was obviously a squirter.
I drank as much of her gushing cum as I could while she froze above me and trembled.
A minute later she got off of me and Angelica ordered, "Crawl to me, Ms. Winston."
"Okay," I said, almost allowing the word mistress to escape my lips as I was beginning to feel I was literally in one of my literary works.
As I got off the lounge chair and onto my knees, I finally got to live the life of my many submissive characters. A rush of adrenaline coursed through me as I crawled the few steps towards Angelica, relishing the feel of the patio under my knees.
"So hot," Amber said, as I reached Angelica.
"You're next," I assured, speaking for the first time in a while.
"Ohhhh, I can't wait," Amber said, as I moved between Angelica's spread legs as she sat at the edge of a lounge chair.
"Such a delicious looking pussy," I complimented, before I extended my tongue and started licking pussy number three.
"This is a dream come true," Angelica moaned as my tongue made contact.
"For me too," I said, as I parted her pussy lips.
"Come or cum?" Emma asked, as I felt hands on my ass as she played with language in a kinky way. It was indeed a dream come true and there was going to be a lot of cum.
"Hey, I called fucking her first," Amber whined, just as I felt a dick between my pussy lips.
"You knew that wasn't going to happen," Emma said, clearly the leader of these four girls.
"Selfish bitch," Amber said, clearly annoyed.
"Want to get fucked by one of your ex-students Ms. Winston?" Emma asked, as I licked one recent high school graduate and was about to be in my first lesbian spit-roast.
I'd like to pretend I protested, that I even considered the consequences of my actions, but my natural submissiveness, the wine and pot, the fantasy coming true, all led to an immediate response. "Yes, shove that cock in my pussy."
"Shit, so hot," Renee said, as Emma slid her impressively sized cock in my pussy.
"Ooooooh, fuuuuuck," I moaned as the dick filled me right up.
"Oh yeah, I'm going to pound you so good," Emma promised, her hands firmly on my hips as she began fucking me.
I had always been good at multi-tasking, but licking while getting smooth back shots was a bit of a challenge.
"Oh yeah, fuck her," Amber encouraged.
"Yeah, pound her as she eats my pussy," Angelica encouraged with a moan as I continued licking her although with more randomness, but also my face was now plastered against her wetness from the back-end hammering.
"I knew I was going to be fucking you from the moment I saw you here, Ms. Winston," Emma said, as she fucked me hard and deep, her body slamming into mine with each deep thrust.
"Come eat me, Renee, until it's my turn with our pet," Amber said.
I didn't hear Renee respond with words, but I assumed from the moans that followed a minute later she had obeyed the request.
Meanwhile, I took Angelica's swollen clit in between my lips and attacked it hungrily.
"Oh fuck, that's it, suck on my clit, Ms. Winston," Angelica moaned, her hands going to my head as she pressed me roughly against her pussy as she thrust her pelvis forward to bring my face even tighter against her young cunt.



"She is quite the multi-tasker, giving and receiving at the same time," Emma said, as her cock continued to pound my pussy and my own orgasm became imminent.
Angelica screamed, as her orgasm hit just a few seconds after holding my head deep into her and I relished her cum that smoothly leaked out of her and into my open mouth.
A few seconds later, as soon as she let go of my headand pulled her ass farther back onto the chair before collapsing in ecstasy, I turned around, to catch up on the other action. The ginger Amber had even more pale skin than me and seeing Renee's dark chocolate skin kneeling in between those creamy white thighs was an erotic image of the highest order, sending me even deeper into my depravity. I glared at Emma and begged, "Don't stop, Emma, this feels so good."
"What does?"
"My student fucking the shit out of me while other students watch," I answered, my long-held fantasies melding with my new reality.
"I wish we had done this when we were still your students," Amber said, as she disentangled herself from Renee and moved towards me. "Move," she ordered Angelica.
Angelica reluctantly rolled aside and Amber replaced her just as I replied, "Me too."
"Come for me, teacher slut, come all over my cock," Emma demanded, as she swatted first my right, then my left ass cheeks.]
"Yes, call me names, fuck me, use me," I rambled, as Amber grabbed my head and shoved it into her pussy.
"Get eating, my teacher pet," Amber ordered, her pussy already soaking wet.
"We're going to use you all night, Ms. WinSlut," Emma promised, her rapid, rough back shots not slowing down at all in this amazing fucking I was receiving.
"I'm yours," I mumbled in Amber's pussy as I licked and then erupted, "Fuuuuuuuck, I'm all of yours."
"I can feel her body trembling as she comes while eating me," Amber said, as I tried to keep licking even as my orgasm cascaded through me and brought intense pleasure I hadn't received in a long time.
"Can I fuck her now?" Renee asked.
"Later," Emma said, "let's play, guess the muncher."
"Oh fuuuuuun," Amber said, as she squeezed her thighs around my head as her orgasm was obviously close.
I had no idea what that game was, but as my orgasm continued its endless journey of pulsations, I tried to focus on receiving my fourth delicious pussy cum treat.
"Oh yes, don't stop, so close, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh mother fucker!" Amber screamed, as I devoured her pussy and lapped up her sweet cum that flooded out of her in a surprisingly endless amount.
Emma pulled out and said, "Jesus, Ms. Winston, four pussies in twenty minutes is pretty impressive."
As Amber opened her legs, I moved out and said, "Well, the story had you girls all worked up already." Secretly congratulating myself on providing such effective foreplay through my words.
Angelica walked over to me with a blindfold.
"What is that for?" I asked.
"The game," she answered, as she placed it over my face.
"The game?" I repeated, excited and nervous.
"Yes," she said, once she tightened it around the back of my head, making me completely blind. "We are all going to eat your pussy and you are going to guess who was who."
Someone took my hand as I said, liking this idea a lot, "Oh, that sounds like a fun game."
I was guided down into the lounge chair where I'd just eaten two of the four competitors in the new game, laid back and my legs were spread.
I sat there for a good couple of minutes while I heard whispering. Eventually, I said, still horny as fuck, "This teacher pussy isn't going to eat itself."
Emma laughed, "Okay, okay, so each of us will eat you for three minutes and you will then have to guess who ate you first, second, third and fourth."
"Okay," I said, recalling watching an amateur video where girl after girl ate a blindfolded birthday girl.
"Your hands will be tied above your head so you won't get the desire to cheat by touching us," Emma added, as I felt someone suddenly grab my hands and bind them above me.
"Okay," I repeated, although I generally hated being tied up and helpless... unless I had had a few drinks... like now.
"All right, get ready," Emma said, here comes pussy muncher one.
"Okay," I said my vocabulary not overly impressive in my horny, drunk and high state.
A few seconds later, I felt a tongue part my pussy lips.
"Oooooooh," I moaned on contact, as she slowly swirled her tongue directly into my hole... like a mini tornado.
This girl knew how to eat pussy. How to tease me. As her tongue continued its constant swirl, her upper lip pressed right against my clit... adding to the tease.
This had to be Angelica. Just the way she was meticulous in her style, just like she had been in her writing. I mean, can one compare writing style to pussy munching style?
The pressure on my clit, mixed with her tornado technique had me moaning pretty loudly and if my hands were not bound behind me, I would have grabbed her head and grinded on her face... alas, I just enjoyed the wicked tongue driving me wild.
A buzzer went and I said, quite disappointed, "That's three minutes already?"
No one responded, as I felt girl one move away and a moment later girl two moved between my legs, moving her hands up my legs as she did.
This time I got a much different technique which made me think this too could be Angelica, although they both couldn't be. The tongue slowly traced over my lips from top to bottom and then bottom back to top. The ultimate tease. Then one flick of my clit, making me moan wildly and my left leg twitch. This was followed by a slow parting of my lips as the tongue slithered its way up at a snail's pace. It was a crazy tease as this girl was literally seeming to be worshipping my pussy with virtuous patience.
Again the three minutes flew by as a buzzer went and the slow, slithering tongue disappeared.
"Nooooo," I whined, my orgasm so close.
Again, no words were spoken before I felt a third person move between my legs and surprise me when she lifted my ass up and I felt a tongue not on my pussy, but my rosebud.
"Oh my," I moaned, as I felt, for the first time ever, my asshole being licked. It was surprisingly sensual and felt so good. The tongue swirled around, licked up and down and even tried to probe and get inside my very rarely used back door. Also, while she never touched my pussy during the three minutes, my sex still burned.
When the buzzer happened, she disappeared, and I had no idea which of these four girls would be an ass eating slut.
Then the final girl moved between my legs. Unlike the first three, she was aggressive. She went directly to my clit and sucked it between her lips while also using her tongue, making me moan wildly... the nine minutes of erotic teasing having my body on fire and my orgasm dying to erupt.
I again wished I could grab her head and grind my pussy on her, alas I was helpless with my hands bound. "Oh fuuuuuck," I moaned loudly, the sudden intensity creating flames of fire inside of me. As the aggressive attack of my clit continued, I got very animated, "Oh yes, eat my cunt, don't fucking stop."
She listened. Her tongue and lips licking and sucking with urgency as if she needed to retrieve my cum as much as I needed to come.
"Oh fuck, I'm going to come all over your fucking face, you cunt munching slut," I wickedly said, becoming a character in one of my stories and using a word I never used in my regular life.
Suddenly, a couple of fingers slid inside of me and she found my g-spot and tapped it continually, making my entire body twitch as her lips and tongue continued to stimulate my outsides until I could no longer hold back and screamed, "I'm coming!"
The fingers pulled out of my pussy and she clamped her mouth around my flooding hole drinking up all my cum.
"Fuuuuuck," I mindlessly mumbled, as the intensity of the orgasm continued its wild journey through my entire body.
The tongue lapped up my remaining juices just as the buzzer rang for a fourth and final time.
She moved away and I lay there in the aftermath of euphoria... my legs spread, juices still leaking out of me unable to do much else.
It was a minute later, when Emma asked, "So, who was the first to eat your, what did you call it, cunt?"
The first pussy muncher had faded from my memory somewhat after the intensity of the orgasm, although I knew the varied techniques of the first three led to and enhanced the intensity of said orgasm.
"Um," I pondered, trying to recall those first three minutes. "Angelica."
"Nope," Angelica answered, as if I was playing a wicked version of the school game 7-up.
"Hmmmmmmm." I pondered, "Then it must have been Renee."
"Guilty as licked," Renee answered.
"And who was the ass eater?" Emma asked.
"Amber," I said, pretty confident on that one.
"Yep, I do love a juicy, tangy asshole," Amber said with pride.
"Well, you ate it good," I said, "I mean I've never had my shit hole eaten."
"Shit hole," Emma laughed. "You're one nasty slut behind that conservative teacher attire."
"Underneath that conservative teacher attire I am usually in lingerie and either thigh high stockings or a garter belt and stockings," I reminded them.
"I told you I thought I saw a garter-belt that one day," Angelica said.
"Interesting," Emma said.
"And who made you come all over their face?" Emma asked.
"That had to be you," I guessed, again very confident on my answer.
"Why does no one ever think I'm the nasty one?" Angelica asked, a little annoyed.
"That was you?" I asked, a little surprised.
"Yeah, she is one cunt-hungry lesbian," Emma said.
"So, you were the slow teasing one?" I asked, somewhat perplexed.
"Yep, I love to enjoy a pussy, really worship it," Emma said, "because there is nothing as delicious as a juicy cunt," she nearly slobbered, as she pulled the blindfold off.
"I couldn't agree more," I smiled, hoping I was about to get some more juicy cunt.
Angelica untied me just as I saw that she, Amber and Renee were now all wearing strap-ons.
"Are those for me?" I asked, playfully, as I reached over and stroked Angelica's faux penis.
"Ever been part of a train?" Emma asked, as she pulled me up.
"No," I said, although I had written about them.
"Well, you're going to eat me and they are going to take turns fucking you while also fucking each other," she said as she sat down on the lounge chair I had just been on and spread her tanned legs wide.
I didn't need any instructions as I knelt between those sexy, young limbs and put my own full ass high up in the air while moving my head toward Emma's pussy. "Someone come and fuck me," I urged. "Use your teacher slut."
"Those are words I fantasized hearing many times," Angelica said, as she moved behind me.
"Fuck me good, I want to be a very bad teacher," I said, looking back at her.
"Oh, I'm going to pound you good," she assured, as she easily slid her cock deep into my wet cunt. It only got wetter when I saw Amber get behind Angelica and Renee behind Amber. "Oh, my God, we're going to be a real train," I marveled, as everyone but Renee and Emma had a dick in her.
"Don't forget about my cunt, Teach," she said, "it's not an apple, but it's a pretty sweet peach."
"A perfect peach," I purred, as I began licking her as Angelica began fucking me.
For a couple of minutes, Angelica fucked me hard, before Amber said, "My turn."
Then for a few minutes the three girls took turns fucking me, switching every couple of minutes while I never stopped dining on the forbidden fruit... the train concept apparently abandoned early... instead I was just being gangbanged... which was equally enthralling.
Another orgasm was rising, when they finally set up the train, which was kinky, but less fulfilling as I wasn't getting the snooty back-end hammering.
That said, I was enjoying it when I heard the shocked words of Gabriela, back from her long road trip, "Holy shit."
"Get over here, Ms. Gonzalez," Emma said, as I looked up to see my best friend's stunned facial expressions, "there is enough dick for you too."
"Trust me," I said with a smile, no guilt at all at my sinful actions, "you'll love it."
The end
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The Adventures of ButtGirl
Summary: A superhero requires anal sex to reduce her stress.
Note 1: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing this story; inspired by an anal obsessed idea from MTL17.
Note 2: All characters are at least 18 years of age.
The Adventures of ButtGirl
Being a superhero was a very stressful way of life. Fortunately, one superhero had discovered a great way to release her stress.
Getting butt fucked.
While the world knew her as FireGirl... her friends... as well as her worst enemy... and surprisingly her Mom... knew her by another name... ButtGirl.
FireGirl had discovered through online research that the most effective way to deal with stress was with the services of a psychologist. She rejected that idea. Her secret identity needed to remain secret, but a patient needed to be totally open and honest with their therapist. Nope. Wouldn't work. Bad idea.
Further research suggested a few other approaches... and a common factor among all of them was lots of sex.
But that too was problematic. FireGirl didn't want a boyfriend... not while she was so busy fighting all those evil supervillains. She also didn't want to lose her virginity until she could 'do it' with someone she loved. She was complaining about all this to her best friend Jessica one day, when her bestie offered her a solution.
That solution was ass fucking. Jessica had a quite a few submissive playmates she regularity ass fucked, she had an assortment of strap-on cocks and she loved to wield them... and of course... she'd be delighted to fuck the beautiful behind of her best friend Amanda as much as she wanted.
That was a month ago.
By now, Amanda was addicted. She needed her cute little asshole fucked three or more times a day. Luckily, Jessica wasn't her only stiffy donor... there were four additional girls and women who were more than willing to give her the numerous stress relieving ass drillings she so badly needed and craved. Life was good!
So without further ado, here's A Day in the Life of our favourite superhero: ButtGirl.
Amanda's Mom Sarah Carter allowed Jessica to stay over whenever she wanted, because Jessica was hot as fuck, and she gave Sarah some of the most amazing ass fuckings on the down low, after Amanda and her kid sister Pat had fallen asleep.
This was one of those morning afters.
Amanda was still asleep when Jessica donned her ten-inch (and fat!) strap-on cock. Jessica had used this same cock on Sarah last night... and since she hadn't cleaned it afterwards, this upcoming sodomy would be even dirtier (terrible pun intended) than usual. That was a good thing.
Amanda always slept naked whenever Jessica slept over. Well... except for the crotchless pantyhose from her sexy FireGirl outfit that she wore all night. This was because Jessica loved the feel of the nylons, as well as the way they accentuated Amanda's legs. She also slept with her toybox handy, which contained the numerous anal fuck toys that she displayed proudly to all of her fuck buddies, all of whom had also succumbed to Jessica, and were thus her pets. (In spite of her super powers, Amanda didn't have pets. At heart, she was too submissive to be ordering other girls around.)
Jessica slipped into Amanda's bed under the covers, and she gently positioned the lubed fuck stick at the portal of her friend's puckered asshole. Amanda's starfish had been plundered so many times by now, by so many different sized plastic cocks, that it didn't require much lubrication to slide her probe inside ButtGirl's amazing asshole.
Amanda was still completely asleep when the cock head pressed against her anal entrance.
Jessica had her phone positioned perfectly to capture the story of her anal slut's various facial expressions, as she was being awakened by ten inches of cock up her asshole... this being new ground for Jessica... she'd never done this to Amanda before, nor to any of her other ass sluts.
So, after briefly rolling the cock head around the outside of the cute asshole, she simply slid all ten fat inches inside Amanda's always available asshole (Amanda's specific offer, which Jessica was now taking her up on).
"Oh my God!" Amanda scream-moaned, suddenly awakened. Her eyes flew open in shock!
Jessica grinned wickedly at the cute, hilarious and sensual expressions that paraded across Amanda's face, as ten inches of cock filled her asshole. "Morning, ButtSlut."
"What are you doing?" Amanda asked, still processing that sudden and wicked wakeup call that had sent waves of pleasure throughout her body, while also creating a slight burn.
"Waking you up," Jessica smiled, as she began slowly sliding in and out of the sexy superhero.
"You could have awakened my Mom and Dad," Amanda pointed out, even though pleasure was already consuming her... just like a good ass fucking always did. Which was weird. She'd fucked her pussy with a vibe she bought on Amazon a few times, and she'd had Deidre fuck her pussy on a couple of occasions with a strap-on, but nothing got her off nearly as well as getting sodomized.
Amanda had researched her mysterious 'anal-philia', and she discovered that although anal sex is still somewhat taboo, and many women would never even consider allowing anything to go upstream into that hole, there were some women (and men) who shared her proclivities, and she also found some explanations that could explain why it turned her on so much. She learned that:
-Most women can't orgasm from vaginal sex alone, so they often require some clitoral stimulation.
-There's a better chance of an orgasm from anal penetration alone, than from only vaginal,
-Anal orgasms are often more intense than vaginal ones.
-Anal penetration produces a more intense feeling of fullness.
-Anal orgasms are more full-bodied than vaginal ones, and they're more frequently a step towards multiple orgasms.
This data helped Amanda to feel less ashamed about her new dependence on being pleasured and it bringing her such intense pleasure.
"No, you could have woken up your Mom and Dad," Jessica corrected her, as she continued slowly fucking FireGirl's amazing ass. Jessica regularly fucked quite a few anal sluts, but none of them had an ass like Amanda's. Her ass was just made for fucking.
"Why me instead of you?" Amanda asked, noticing for the first time that Jessica's phone was filming her .
"You're the one who screamed," Jessica pointed out.
"But you're the one who slammed your big cock in my asshole while I was sleeping," Amanda said, right into the phone... enjoying to be filmed by Jessica... although she didn't allow her other four strap-on wielding dominants to film her. She'd established a trust with Jessica... not only because they'd been besties like forever, but also because Jessica had been the one who took her anal cherry.
"But nobody said you had to scream," Jessica countered.
"Like I had any control over that," Amanda said, shaking her head.
"Okay, point taken. You never have any control when my dick is inside your cute asshole," Jessica yielded graciously.
"That's so true," Amanda agreed. She was strong-willed. She was determined. She was stubborn. She was defiant. She was fierce. Yet whenever a dick was inside her asshole, or there was the possibility of a dick going into her asshole, she retained none of those capabilities. Getting butt fucked was her kryptonite.
"So how long before your Dad or Mom learns that FireGirl is also ButtGirl?" Jessica asked, as she began fucking Amanda's ass faster, her left hand caressing the sheer, sexy nylons adorning Amanda's body.
"Hopefully a few minutes after never," Amanda moaned.
Jessica was unaware that Amanda's mother already knew about her anal activities... ever since she'd caught her fucking her own ass with a cucumber. Then instead of getting angry or mortified, her mother entered the bedroom, took Amanda by the hand, gently said, "Come with me, dear," led her to her own bedroom, and surprised the hell out of her by presenting her with a strap-on and an anal pounding! Amanda didn't know whether Jessica would approve of such lesbian incest.
However, the situation was even more complicated than Amanda knew, since Jessica knew very well that Mrs. Carter was fucking her daughter. In fact, she herself was the one who'd suggested it to Sarah three weeks ago, and she'd even gifted her the strap-on to be used for the inevitable opportunity... which Jessica herself had set up! When she was about to go out of town for a couple days, she'd ordered her ButtGirl to fuck her asshole with a cucumber every day to maintain its gape while she was away. She'd also demanded that Amanda send her a picture of her ass with that cucumber buried inside it. Then once the pic arrived, she texted Mrs. Carter to hurry down the hall to Amanda's room! And the rest is, as they say, history. (Except that just like most of the actual history in the world... especially the juicy parts... this particular item of history went unrecorded.)
"But you'd love your Mommy to come in here and catch us in flagrante," Jessica purred, as she kept fucking Amanda. "Then you could eat her pussy while I continued ass fucking you."
"You're so bad," Amanda moaned, because she actually would love that. There was another bit of unrecorded history pertinent here, because she'd already eaten her Mom out on more than one occasion... and had even a couple times guzzled down a cream pie after her Dad had fucked her Mom. And Amanda loved multi-tasking... whether by fighting two enemies at once, or eating a pussy while she was getting hammered from behind.
"You don't know the half of it," Jessica smiled, unaware that Amanda knew a lot more than she thought she did.
"Just keep fucking me," Amanda moaned, her orgasm rising. The idea of munching on Mommy's pussy while Jessica fucked her was utterly delicious (pun again intended).
Jessica, an amazingly teasing bitch, pulled out completely, loving to get Amanda or any of her pets to beg, but Amanda's desperate pleading was second to none. And she admired the gaped asshole... a beautifully perfect dark circle.
"Jessica, slam that fucking dick back into my asshole!" Amanda demanded, her mouth always getting nastier whenever her orgasm got closer.
"You're sure you want that?" Jessica teased, tracing the rim of the gaped hole with her fat cock. "We wouldn't want your Mommy or Daddy to be awakened by your screams from being sodomized."
"Just slam that big ass-fucking cock up my shit-hole, and pound me like a dumb bimbo fuck toy!" Amanda begged, degrading herself thoroughly, which enhanced her own pleasure, much to her confusion.
"Good! I love when you talk nasty!" Jessica approved. She wished everyone could see this side of Amanda... it was completely different from the persona she presented at school, or while she was flying around setting criminals on fire and saving damsels.
"What I love is when you hammer my asshole and make me come like a nasty lesbian whore," Amanda continued, "so get to it!" She desperately wanted and needed... yes, needed... that big cock back inside her asshole. And not just inside her asshole, but furiously pounding... and even destroying... that asshole. The harder she got fucked... the rougher she got used... the harder she came!
"Then let's do that," Jessica finally agreed, and she slid the cock back inside Amanda's amazing ass... loving to watch her own cock disappearing between her white-as-snow ass cheeks.
"Oh, yes Jessica! Fuck me! Fuck your ass slut! Fuck her so good!" Amanda moaned, her orgasm once again ascending rapidly the moment that cock was back and pumping away inside her!
Jessica grabbed Amanda's ankles, pulled them over Amanda's head, and used those bouncing nylon-clad ankles as supports for herself as she hammered away.
"Oh, fuck yes!" Amanda moaned, loving this position. Somehow it made the cock able to travel deeper into her butt.
Jessica loved those nylon-clad legs, but what really turned her on was the soles of her pet's feet... a fascination she couldn't explain, or even understand. Someone's barefoot soles or with ordinary socks on did absolutely nothing for her... but a pair of sheer nylons... especially in this mocha colour with that special shine... they never failed to make her pussy wet. She admired the petite, sexy soles as she ruthlessly pounded Amanda's ass.
"Oh, fuck yes! Destroy my shitter!" Amanda moaned. She loved the word 'shitter' because it was so nasty.
"This asshole was just made for destroying!" Jessica cried out, beginning to sweat because of how hard she was fucking Amanda. One thing about demolishing a superhero's asshole... it was a real workout! She wondered how many calories she burned in a typical ass fucking session... something to find out.
"Then go ahead and destroy it," Amanda whimpered, her orgasm imminent.
"Not until you come, you nasty ass slut," Jessica refused, although she didn't slow down at all.
"Oh, fuck! Then don't stop," Amanda pleaded.
"Not until a certain superhero whore comes all over my dick," Jessica retorted.
"Oh God, Jessica... fuck my ass... fuck it... oh fuck...oh mother fucker... oh fuck... yes!" Amanda babbled over a thirty second span while her orgasm rose, then it erupted, due to Jessica's anal slam fest, and she shoved a pillow onto Amanda's face to muffle her cries of euphoria, as the orgasm kept ripping through her!
Jessica didn't slow down, always fucking away through the most intense part of the orgasms... and in the asshole, that was easy... inside a pussy, sometimes the slut would need to pee, or her vaginal area would become overly sensitive... but an asshole could take a pounding and deliver multiple orgasms... often in rapid succession.
"Oh Jesus," Amanda moaned, the intensity of every anal orgasm bringing such pleasure, it always felt like the first time.
"Does my slut want multiples?" Jessica asked.
"I don't know," Amanda responded, that first orgasm having done wonders throughout her very core, and of course she loved multiple orgasms... Jessica had once given her eleven straight... but she had school today, and she had no idea what time it was right now.
"Shoot, we probably don't have enough time," Jessica said. Her own pussy was on fire, and school was only an hour away.
"So good," Amanda moaned, the waves of pleasure were still just coming and coming as her pussy leaked and leaked.
Jessica gave another dozen or so deep thrusts, loving the sounds of her body slamming into Amanda's... as well as the post-orgasmic moans that continued escaping the beautiful FireGirl's lips. She then pulled out, discarded the harness, flipped the redhead onto her back while she was still coming, straddled her pretty face, and dropped her own wet, shaved pussy onto Amanda's luscious lips. She offered, "Have some breakfast, my sexy pet."
"Mmmmm," Amanda purred, many of her mornings starting with this homemade and updated version of the 'Breakfast of Champs'. As she began licking Jessica's already very wet pussy, she was still enjoying this orgasm that refused to dissipate.
"That's it, ButtSlut, lick my pussy," Jessica moaned, as she began slowly grinding on FireGirl's face.
She loved being allowed to let go and break free from the chains of Super-ism in public... and just to allow someone else to be in control... it was oddly liberating.
"Such a tasty pussy," Amanda said, as she hungrily lapped the pussy poised directly above her face.
"I know," Jessica moaned as her orgasm rose.
For a couple minutes, Amanda licked and probed. She preferred being on her stomach between Jessica's legs, so she could really dive into her pussy... but with practice, she was getting better at licking in this position too.
"Oh, yes slut! Get ready for my cum!" Jessica moaned loudly, as she began really grinding on Amanda's face.
Amanda kept licking the moving target the best she could, until Jessica stopped moving, and she flooded her face with the sweet taste of pussy cum. Amanda hungrily lapped up her breakfast (like a champ)... loving this heavenly nectar that could only come from a woman.
After another minute, Jessica got off of Amanda, then leaned down and kissed her... tasting her own pussy on the girl's lips.
"Breakfast is ready," Amanda's Mom called out, knocking on the bedroom door.
"Thanks Mrs. Carter," Jessica called back.
"It's only a matter of time before she catches on," Amanda warned. Which was only play acting, since her Mom knew very well what the two girls did together.
"Likely," Jessica shrugged, getting out of bed and finding some pants.
"I'd better wash up," Amanda said, as she too got off of the bed.
"Yeah, you do have my pussy juice all over your face," Jessica agreed.
.....
Four hours later... twenty minutes until lunchtime... and Amanda was sitting in class and getting antsy. She pretty much needed a dick in her ass every four to six hours, and the further past four hours she got, the more frustrated... and annoyed.
Fortunately, she had a daily lunchtime romp scheduled. And it was with someone nobody would ever believe... they were polar opposites at school... and they'd even been enemies at one point... Winnie Baxter.
Winnie, a plus-sized student body president who pretty much ran the school, had access to the cheerleaders' locker room, where they met five days a week at lunchtime for fuck sessions. Of course she wouldn't be able to dominate the girl who was secretly FireGirl unless Amanda allowed her to, but given her affinity for being submissive, Amanda did allow it. She was never intimidated per se, but she was always happy to comply with whatever Winnie required of her.
Today, for some reason, perhaps it was that second orgasm Jessica had hinted at but there wasn't enough time, had her craving it, or it could simply be that her addiction to being sodomized was gradually consuming her core being... which had begun to worry her whenever she wasn't craving a cock in her ass, or she didn't have a cock drilling her asshole at the time.
"Are you okay?" the teacher asked Amanda, who was fidgeting... unable to sit still... already imagining the delightful sensations of Winnie pounding her asshole.
"Yes, ma'am," Amanda assured her, wondering if her antsy-ness was regularly becoming noticeable. She'd been doing this lunchtime fucking for a couple weeks now... and she frequently worried whether anyone would notice she disappeared at lunchtime, and so did Winnie. Winnie, thankfully, had a free period before lunch, so she was always already there when Amanda arrived.
As the teacher continued strolling up and down the aisle, since they were supposed to be working on some quadratic equations in Algebra 2. Amanda looked around, and was happy to see that no one was paying any attention to her.
She looked at the clock, and saw there was still five minutes to go. Except the clock didn't seem to be moving. Instead of doing math, she was wondering what Winnie had in store for her today. This would be the eighth time they'd meet for 'lunchtime fuck time' (Winnie's phrase). Each time, she'd done something different to her.
Day 1: Winnie simply fucked her asshole, while calling her ButtSlut the whole time. Jessica started using the term too, once Amanda retold the story of her lunchtime rendezvous.
Day 2: Winnie fucked her ass to triple orgasms, and then face fucked her, which was Amanda's first ass to mouth experience. Jessica had since done that too... twice.
Day 3: Winnie had Amanda eat her pussy first, and then she donned an eight-inch strap-on and had Amanda straddle her reverse cowgirl and ride herself to an anal orgasm. Amanda had never done this position, and she found it was incredibly stimulating. But also super frustrating, since she couldn't reach an orgasm as quickly this way. But from Winnie squeezing her breasts and calling her a plethora of wicked names, eventually she got off. Amanda discovered she wasn't as coordinated as she'd thought she was when she struggled to get into a smooth rhythm.



Day 4: Winnie slid a vibrator into Amanda's pussy, and then she pounded her asshole. This led to multiple orgasms for the secret superhero... seven, in just a tad over twenty minutes.
Day 5: Amanda learned her asshole could take a fist. While she was recovering from two glorious orgasms, Winnie pushed her fist into Amanda's well gaped asshole, and fist fucked her to a third orgasm.
Day 6: Winnie brought along a new strap-on cock. Or more precisely, a dual strap-on cock with which Winnie fucked both Amanda's pussy and asshole simultaneously... which was an entirely new sexual sensation... and another multiple orgasmic lunchtime. For a second time, Winnie finished the encounter by requiring Amanda to eat her pussy.
Day 7: Yesterday Winnie had Amanda get on all fours with a large dildo in her ass, and she required the redhead to crawl around like a dog. Meanwhile, she followed behind her pet and fucked her with the dildo. Amanda found it humiliating and frustrating, since the fucking was erratic at best, which prevented Amanda from reaching orgasm. Then after twenty minutes, Winnie finally ordered Amanda to stop crawling, and instead, to bounce back and fuck herself, while Winnie knelt down so she could stabilize the dildo. In less than two minutes, Amanda's long-delayed orgasm ripped through her.
And now it was Day 8. Winnie looked at the clock, which apparently had started up again. One more minute. She watched the second hand move at a snail's pace around the clock... and she knew the bell would ring at 49 seconds precisely. (She'd become very observant of the clock in the past two weeks.) She was already getting up to leave when the bell rang.
Then as soon as it did ring, she scurried out, her ass tingling with anticipation... desperate to get some variety of dick back inside her asshole. Her brisk journey was briefly interrupted by Deidre, who asked if they'd were still on for their daily afterschool study date at her house. No studying ever got done, but a lot of pussy eating and ass fucking always did. Amanda assured Deidre their date was still on, before hurrying off to her lunchtime anal-destroying rendezvous.
As usual, she knocked three times, which was their secret code, and Winnie unlocked and opened the door a couple seconds later. "That was record time," Winnie smiled, loving how eager Amanda was to serve as her slut for half an hour.
"And that was with Deidre slowing me down," Amanda bragged, dropping her backpack on the tiled floor, and then she saw that today Winnie was wearing something so sexy and kinky that only she could get away with it: a plaid miniskirt, with white thigh high stockings in clear view all the way to their lace tops, a white blouse, and a loosely tied necktie. She looked so fucking hot!
"Kiss me," Winnie ordered, which they'd never done before. Amanda had kissed Deidre a lot, Jessica somewhat, and her mother a little, but she'd never kissed Winnie. Their relationship had always been very one-sided, and it was all about anal domination and submissive humiliation. Not kissing, or any sort of mutual affection.
"Okay," Amanda agreed, unaware that Winnie was starting to have feelings for her. Winnie had always been relatively straight, but these encounters had made her rethink her sexuality. That, mixed with the euphoria she gained from fucking Amanda, from the tingling sensations of hearing Amanda moan, beg and obey her, and because she found Amanda hot as fuck, all that had started her thinking that what was between them might be more than just wicked sex.
Amanda expected the kiss just to last a second or two, but it went on for a couple of minutes. The kiss started tentatively at first, but it soon escalated to passionate. Winnie slid her tongue into Amanda's mouth, Amanda followed suit, until their tongues were fully exploring each other's mouths. Eventually Winnie squeezed Amanda's ass, before pushing her down to her knees and ordering, as she pulled up her plaid skirt, feeling a little flustered, "Now kiss my other lips."
Amanda wasn't surprised that Winnie wasn't wearing any panties, so she just leaned forward and began licking her sweet peach.
Winnie, realizing she couldn't see Amanda licking her very well, backed away, pulled off her skirt, and then pulled Amanda's face back into her wetness.
Amanda eagerly parted the lips, spread them wide, and resumed extracting the sweet wetness.
Winnie watched the pretty redhead licking her, now with an unobstructed view. God, she was hot! The feelings beginning to consume her thoughts confused her. She no longer just wanted to fuck Amanda and to dominate her. But now she wanted to kiss her. To hold her. To stroll down the hallway with her hand in hand. She wanted Amanda to be her girlfriend, and for everyone to know she was.
Amanda wasn't confused at all. There was no question that she loved getting her ass fucked... but almost equally, she loved eating pussy. And Winnie's was the one she was most addicted to... although this was only her third time licking her. There was something different and addictive in the taste and scent of Winnie's pussy that completely swamped Amanda's senses. The taste danced bitingly on her tongue, rather like a ballet troupe wearing tap shoes and performing Swan Lake.
"You love my pussy, don't you?" Winnie asked, her orgasm rising, while she watched Amanda eagerly licking her.
"I do love it," Amanda agreed mindlessly as she hungrily licked, excited to get Winnie off and taste the full nectar of her pussy.
"Then I think we should start hanging out regularly, so you can eat me more often," Winnie suggested.
"I'd love that," Amanda responded, loving her pussy so much. "I'll go down on you anytime you want me to!"
"How about we go to the drive-In tomorrow night?"
"Sure," Amanda said, as she flicked the swollen clit.
"Ooooooh... it's a date, then," Winnie moaned. She hooked her left leg over Amanda's shoulder and pulled her deeper into her wetness.
Amanda heard the words, and she wondered if Winnie meant a date date. It seemed unlikely, but the possibility excited and stimulated her. Although she wasn't anti-boy per se, she'd begun exploring her lesbian side ever since she'd discovered she really liked girls... and Winnie was the girl she found the most desirable... even more than Jessica.
Amanda licked, sucked and flicked, and within a couple minutes, Winnie flooded the redhead's face with her cum.
Amanda lapped it up like it was her last meal, until Winnie pushed her away and asked, "Want that ass fucked?"
"God, yes!" Amanda responded with a lustful and enthusiastic look nobody could fake.
"Brace your hands against the mirror, and bend that sexy ass over," Winnie instructed, loving how obedient Amanda was, and how eager.
Amanda hastened to get off her knees, a position she found herself in a few times a day, went to the mirror, spread her legs, and positioned her hands against the mirror.
"You really are an obedient girl," Winnie praised, as she pulled her strap-on out of her duffle bag.
"I'll do anything you tell me to," Amanda admitted, knowing that sounded pathetic, but it was the truth. Her need to obey people... her need to get ass fucked over and over... consumed her. Her pussy getting wet just from looking at Winnie didn't help.
"Anything, you say?" Winnie asked, her tone either playful or sly... depending on how Amanda read it.
Amanda knew she was opening herself up to some risk, but no more than she'd done already, by presenting herself to this cheerleaders' dressing room for the past eight school days so she could get sodomized. She nodded, looking into Winnie's eyes via the reflection in the mirror, "Yes, Winnie, anything at all."
"Good... to... know," Winnie dragged out each word, as she tightened the harness around her waist. She couldn't explain why, but she loved the power of wearing a cock. She'd even considered using it to peg her boyfriend Joey, to teach the asshole a lesson for ignoring her.
A chill went up Amanda's spine when she saw the smile on Winnie's face as she sauntered over, She wasn't sure if it was her own declaration of utter obedience a moment ago, or the anticipation of her about to get a big cock up her asshole for the second time today... likely, it was both.
Amanda, feeling so fucking horny as she felt Winnie pull up her skirt, added, "I mean it, Winnie. Anything."
Trust me," Winnie assured her as she positioned her cock against the slightly gaped asshole, "I'll hold you to that."
"Please do," Amanda said, moaning ever so softly, just from the touch of the head of the strap-on against her asshole.
"I see you've already had your asshole fucked today," Winnie said, as she prepared to fuck her. She knew that Jessica usually butt fucked Amanda in the morning, and a small part of her was envious... jealous. The idea of having Amanda all to herself was kind of intriguing.
"Yes. Jessica woke me up with a dick in my asshole," Amanda admitted, oddly feeling no shame about how much of an ass whore she was.
"This weekend you're coming home with me," Winnie declared.
"Sounds great!" Amanda agreed, although she had mixed emotions about it. She was excited to spend an entire weekend with Winnie... which would undoubtedly feature lots of sex. But on the other hand, it would be very awkward to spend time in the same house as one of her arch enemies.
"We'll have a lot of fun," Winnie said.
"I can't wait," Amanda said, both for the weekend adventure that was suddenly lying ahead, and for the imminent fucking right now.
"God, you're a sexy, nasty slut," Winnie said with a wide smile as she slid her cock into Amanda's asshole.
"Oh, fuck yes," Amanda moaned. She lowered her head and allowed the pleasure to take hold.
"Look at me in the mirror, Amanda. And don't break eye contact with me," Winnie instructed as the cock disappeared inside Amanda's ass.
"Okaaaaaay," Amanda agreed, looking up and seeing Winnie looking back at her.
"You look so hot with my dick in your ass," Winnie said, now all the way inside.
"Thank you," Amanda said, not knowing what else to say... although she was quite flattered.
"I mean it," Winnie said, pulling out and slamming back into her. "You're so fucking sexy!"
"Do you really think so?" Amanda asked, surprised to hear Winnie complimenting her... the sound tracks for their prior anal fuck fests had been filled with verbal humiliation.
"Yeah, you really are a sexy ass slut," Winnie said, wondering if she was being too sweet too soon.
"I love being your ass slut," Amanda moaned, loving to be called names when she had a dick in her asshole... and she also loved the word asshole more than ass, since the former was way nastier than the latter.
"Your ass was just made for fucking," Winnie affirmed. Her hands were firmly on Amanda's hips, and now she was beginning to really slam her dick as deep as possible inside the big booty.
"Oh, yes Winnie! Harder! Fuck my asshole harder!" Amanda moaned, dying to feel her second orgasm of the day coursing through her.
"So insatiable," Winnie said, as she slammed her body and cock into the sexy redhead, with enormous force.
"Fuuuuuck!" Amanda moaned. It was louder than she meant to, but the pleasure was just too intense.
"Keep looking at me!" Winnie ordered, when Amanda began to close her eyes.
"Yes, ma'am," Amanda said, the constant eye contact feeling intimate and romantic... at odds with her being bent over and sodomized by a huge cock being wielded by this big-boned classmate.
"Amanda, do you think I'm sexy?" Winnie asked, needing some positive reinforcement after the frustration of Joey ignoring her.
"Oh, yes Winnie! You're so fucking hot!" Amanda replied.
"I am?" Winnie asked, having heard it before, but not recently.
"Oh, Winnie. I fantasize about you all the time," Amanda admitted.
"You do?" Winnie asked, surprised.
"Yes, you're so fucking hot," Amanda continued, looking into Winnie's amazing eyes. "You're also confident, and so fucking dominant."
"Mmmmmm," Winnie said, feeling the validation and thus managing to set aside her brief pity party. "You bring out the best in me." And just as she said it, it became her new truth. Amanda was awakening feelings inside her that were more than just sex... more than just domination... more than just taking control.
Then for a couple minutes, there was no talking.
Just the slapping sounds of Winnie's body slamming into Amanda's.
Just the sounds of Amanda's increasing moans while her orgasm rose like a reborn phoenix.
Just the look of lust, and perhaps something else, as the two girls' eyes never broke eye contact... not even during the climactic moments of the anal pounding.
"Oh God, Winnie, I'm going to fucking come," Amanda said, holding her orgasm at bay as long as she could. She didn't want this ass fucking... this surreal and oddly intimate encounter to end... plus, the longer she held back from coming, the more intense the orgasm would be once it arrived.
"Come, baby. Come all over my cock, my beautiful ass pet," Winnie purred.
The compliments, although they included some nastiness, they also included specific permission, which was all it took for Amanda's orgasm to explode through her, and she screamed, "Fuuuuuck!"
Winnie watched Amanda orgasming... her eyes now closed and her lips pursed. God, she was so fucking hot!
Winnie slowed down, but she kept fucking Amanda's asshole for another minute, allowing Amanda to enjoy the waves of her orgasm. She then pulled out, spun the weakened Amanda around, shoved her backwards against the mirror, and began kissing her passionately.
Amanda melted into Winnie, and she returned the lustful passion... their tongues again exploring each other's mouths, the dick now only coincidently between their legs.
The kiss lasted many minutes, and it was passionate... urgent... lustful... primal... yet oddly intimate... and it might have lasted for hours if the bell hadn't rung.
"Fuck!" Winnie cursed, her pussy on fire just from kissing... her girlfriend?
"We already did that," Amanda quipped playfully and sweetly, the way that only she could.
It was crazy how someone who looked so sweet and innocent, the ultimate girl next door, could be such a completely submissive ass slut. Yet that's exactly what Amanda was. Winnie laughed, kissing her one more time, and this time finishing it with a loud pop. "You brat!"
Winnie slipped the harness off of her waist as Amanda remained resting against the mirror, recovering from the intensity of her orgasm, and the strange new intimacy that had left her head spinning... what did this all mean?
"You'll be late for class," Winnie warned, as she replaced her cock and harness in her duffle bag. Cleaning it would have to wait until later.
"You may have broken me," Amanda said.
"No, I broke you the first time I took that big, pretty booty," Winnie joked.
Amanda laughed as she finally put herself in motion... stretching... with a little cum leaking out of her pussy.
"I mean it. This weekend you're all mine," Winnie reminded her.
"Got it. I can't wait," Amanda said.
"I'm going to fuck you in every room of my house," Winnie told her.
`"Then I'd better come over right after school on Friday."
"God, I want to sit on your face and fuck you all over again," Winnie said, still fucking horny.
"Raincheck? I've already committed to seeing someone else until this evening."
"Definitely."
Amanda headed to class. She arrived two minutes tardy and the teacher glared at her, but it was well worth it. Throughout the class she inwardly replayed the conversation with Winnie, the completely different sexual encounter, the kissing, and the changed look in Winnie's eyes... was this becoming more than a lunchtime rendezvous just for fun? And if it was, was it something Amanda wanted... a girlfriend? She had no doubt that she liked girls. No doubt that she wanted something more than just sex. No doubt she liked Winnie, and was attracted to her. But was she ready for a serious relationship? And was Winnie even interested in having one? So many questions... so few answers.
The day ended, and as Amanda walked past Winnie, they both smiled... a secret they were sharing....
Amanda did what she did at the end of every school day... she went to Deidre's house for her afterschool 'study session'... a misnomer, since the only subject they ever delved into was biology... except perhaps a little gym as well, since they both usually got good workouts.
Unlike Jessica and Winnie, who were both dominant tops and very verbal, Deidre was a lot quieter, and she did exactly as she was told... or in other words, if Amanda begged her to fuck her faster and harder, or to cup her tits... Deidre didn't say a word, she just did it.
For Deidre the sex was fun, and she'd lost three virginities to Amanda... Amanda was the first person to go down on her, the first one to finger bang her, and the first one to fuck her with a strap-on. But for Deidre, spending her time with Amanda was also about having a place where she fit in, and she could do some personal self-discovery, to learn whether she was gay or bi, but most of all having a close friend... a very, very close friend. She would do anything for Amanda. Eat her out, fuck her, or whatever she wanted.
Deidre, the nerd of all nerds, had lately been researching the female body. She was trying to understand the details of how and why it responded to sex... what stimulates it, what doesn't, and so forth. She'd secretly ordered a vibrator on Amazon, which had arrived today, so she wanted to learn whether a vibrating toy inside Amanda's pussy while she fucked her ass would deliver even more pleasure to her friend. So...
"I've got something for you," Deidre said.
"Oh, that's sweet," Amanda said, feeling horny as fuck... and she had been ever since she left the cheerleaders' room after her amazing interlude with Winnie.
"Yeah, I think you'll really like it," Deidre said.
"I hate to be rude, but can you fuck me first?" Amanda demanded urgently. Every day the interval between their saying hello and actually starting to fuck was somewhat awkward, since neither of them was overly aggressive. "I'm super horny today."
"Cool," Deidre said, always getting turned on whenever she fucked Amanda and listened to her moans.
Hurriedly, Amanda pulled off her skirt, bent over the bed with her feet on the floor like she always did, and offered up her asshole.
"Actually I want you lying on your back, with your ass at the very edge of the bed," Deidre instructed, which as has been indicated, was unusually assertive for her.
"You do, do you?" Amanda smirked, and she got into the position requested, not accustomed to Deidre giving her instructions.
"I want to try something new," Deidre said.
"I'm up for that," Amanda replied agreeably.
"Don't you mean you're down for that?" Deidre asked, as she reached for the harness she kept hidden in the back of her closet... so her Mom wouldn't find it. Oh, the questions that would arise if her mother discovered it!
"What do you mean?" Amanda asked, not having a clue.
"Because you're a bottom, silly," Deidre explained, as she slid the harness up her pantyhose-clad legs, having already discarded her dress.
"Funny," Amanda said. Deidre really was a geek.
Once she had the harness in place, she strolled up behind Amanda, turned on the vibrator, and stuck it inside her hero's pussy.
"Say what? I thought you going to fuck my ass," Amanda complained.
"I'm about to. The vibrator's just an extra." She then rolled the strap-on cock head around the outside of her asshole.
"Please fuck me, Deidre, I need it so bad!" she begged, still dealing with her confusion about her especially intimate lunchtime sodomy with Winnie today, and their secret rendezvous tomorrow.



"I want to watch this dick going into that amazing asshole of yours," Deidre said.
"Then just slide it in," Amanda replied.
"Tell me what you want," the fledgling Mistress ordered, tasking the cock away from ButtGirl's needy asshole and sloppy wet cunt. She loved having someone as pretty and powerful as Amanda begging a nerd like her... such a wicked flipping of the hierarchy!
"Oooooooh, Deidre! Please stop teasing your super slut, and just fuck my asshole!" Amanda begged.
"You can do better than that," Deidre growled ineffectually in her high-pitched voice, bringing her cock back to Amanda's asshole, sliding it all the way in, but then pulling right back out again.
"Damn it, Deidre!" Amanda growled much more convincingly. She was frustrated, just that single, albeit deep, stroke into her asshole not remotely delivering the pleasure she craved. "Pound my shit hole, use me as your anal fuck toy, hammer my hole and destroy my ass!"
"Better," mistress Deidre allowed (she hadn't earned her Capital M yet), and she slid the cock back into the redhead's ass, gripped Amanda's thighs, and began really fucking that ass!
"Oh, yes Deidre, that's it," Amanda moaned, rapture cocooning her body as the anal pleasure consumed her.
"You look so hot with my cock in your asshole," Deidre said, feeling the usual rush of adrenaline she got every time she fucked the prettiest girl in school... way prettier than that bitch Winnie!
"And you look so hot fucking me with a strap-on," Amanda returned. She always saw a different side of Deidre in these sessions than the nerd she personified the rest of the time.
"You empower a different side of me," Deidre said, slamming her entire body into Amanda.
"I love this side of you the best," Amanda moaned.
As Deidre fucked Amanda's ass, she admired her perky tits and hard nipples, as they swayed back and forth in perfect unison with her own deep thrusts. While Deidre loved everything about Amanda, she could ogle her perfect tits all day.
"Oh Deidre, don't stop," Amanda moaned, closing her eyes. Throughout her many anal fucks, she'd never been fucked this way... it was more intimate, while still burning up the carnal calories and anal pleasure she needed. And that toy vibrating away in her twat was a plus! It added an extra kick.
"I won't stop until you squirt liquid cum out of your pretty pussy," Deidre said. She'd never admitted it to anyone, but she loved the taste of Amanda's pussy... she also hadn't yet admitted to anyone... not even to herself... that she was undoubtedly 100% lesbian.
"You keep hammering my shit hole like that, and soon you'll have pussy spray all over the place," Amanda assured her, her orgasm already imminent.
"Good. 'Cause I want to feel that cunt cum spraying all over me," Deidre demanded in a firm tone she never used.
"Whatever you say," Amanda agreed, impressed by Deidre's more aggressive persona today. She figured if she arched her back when she climaxed, her cum would shoot directly at Deidre like a water cannon on steroids. The idea of coming all over someone was a pretty hot idea.
"Good girl," Deidre said, slapping Amanda's clit with her left hand.
"Oh, fuck," Amanda's entire body twitched from the sudden blow to her clit.
"You like that?" Deidre asked.
"Oh, fuck yes, Deidre, don't stop doing that," Amanda answered, her body trembling intensely from those slaps directly on her clit... surprised by Deidre's sudden dominance.
"Beg," Deidre ordered.
"Please, Deidre," Amanda begged desperately. "Fuck my asshole! Slap my clit! Use me as your slut."
"Do you want to be my slut?" Deidre asked, rapidly slapping Amanda's clit three times.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!" Amanda cried out wildly, her body responding to each slap with a pleasure tremor, like creating waves about to be overshadowed by a tsunami.
"What are you?" Deidre demanded, her rush of dominance so different from her usual meek demeanor.
"I'm your slut, Deidre! I'm your ass slut," Amanda babbled, her orgasm right on the brink.
"Then come, slut! Come, you nasty bitch!" Deidre ordered, repeatedly slapping Amanda's clit without slowing down her deep anal thrusts, knowing she was about to come any moment now. She yanked the vibrating toy out of Amanda's pussy so it wouldn't obstruct the river of cum that was about to burst out of her.
"Oh, fuck!... Deidre!... yes!... Fuck!... I'm about!... I'm about!... fuuuuuck!" Amanda screamed, and she arched her back as she started coming... squirting jets of her cum directly at Deidre, who took her hand away, thus allowing herself to get coated with the warm pussy cum.
"Yes, come on me," Deidre moaned, as the wetness sprayed all over her body, making her own pussy burn!
"Oh," Amanda moaned weakly, as she squirted all over the cute Deidre. Once she'd emptied her cum reservoir, she collapsed onto the bed.
Deidre pulled her dick out, admired the huge hole she'd created in Amanda's ass. She then, before she took off the strap-on, and without taking off her pantyhose, she straddled the dazed Amanda. She stuck a hand inside her pantyhose (she wasn't wearing panties, which was her secret rebellion against society) and furiously rubbed herself, while Amanda leaned up and sucked on her pussy lips through the nylon.
After a few seconds, while Amanda got more and more frustrated about the pantyhose being in the way, she grabbed the crotch with both hands and ripped a big hole in it. She then licked hungrily skin on skin, while Deidre rubbed herself frantically.
"Come all over your slut's face," Amanda urged.
"Oh, fuck! Eat me! Eat me, my super slut!" Deidre moaned, when her orgasm cascaded through her and flooded all over Amanda's pretty face.
Amanda lapped up as much of the cum as she could, before Deidre rolled off of her and lay down beside her.
"Wow!" Deidre said.
"Yeah, wow!" Amanda agreed.
They lay there for a few minutes recovering, before Amanda said, "We need to get you some thigh high stockings."
"Mom would freak out," Deidre objected.
"Then hide them somewhere, and don't wear them at home unless your mother's out somewhere," Amanda advised.
"I could do that," Deidre agreed.
They kissed briefly and got dressed, finishing just as the front door opened.
"You should shower; you smell like pussy," Amanda pointed out.
"That was so hot when you came on me!"
"Agreed," Amanda said. "I'll go cover for you. Go shower."
"Okay," Deidre said... although once Amanda left, she didn't shower... she wanted to wear this baptism of cum all night, as a reminder of her exciting afternoon.
.....
It was almost midnight. Amanda had fallen asleep out of exhaustion after a draining fight with a couple of thugs around ten-thirty. One of her favourite tricks as FireGirl was a perfectly controlled flash fire, where she burned all the clothes... including the shoes... off of a crook who'd thought he was really tough. If the guy was carrying a gun, she heated that up too, so he had to toss it aside. There was just something so startling about a guy finding himself totally starkers in public, that took the fight right out of him, and she thought it was a hoot! She was dreaming about that, when she was awakened by a tongue bathing her asshole.
"Mom?"
"Who else would it be?" Barbara asked, loving to eat an asshole... especially a sweaty one like her daughter's at the moment... so salty and tangy!
"Don't stop," Amanda moaned softly, always enjoying the way her mother ate her asshole.
"You know this is part of my regular diet now," the mother said, having been craving this secret midnight encounter all night... even after getting ass fucked by her husband a couple of hours ago. Cock wasn't enough for her... never was... and after seeing her daughter getting anally fucked by Jessica, she knew she just had to screw her daughter.
"Sounds good. I'm always available," Amanda moaned. She and her mother having sex every night was likely the most shocking of her many shocking activities and relationships... her mother had seduced her that first time just this way... by licking her asshole while she was asleep... until she woke up, and then she kept going.
"It looks like this asshole has already taken some dick today," Barbara observed, knowing all about her daughter's regular anal routine.
"A little," Amanda giggled.
"Ready for one more?" the Mom asked.
"Always," Amanda said, as her mother poked her tongue into her anal entrance, which hadn't completely closed up from her earlier anal expeditions.
"I have something new for tonight," Barbara said, reaching for her doubled-ended anal dildo... already generously lubed.
"I'm ready for anything, Mommy," Amanda said, always loving the way the word 'Mommy' made these illicit encounters more erotic.
"Get on all fours and close your eyes," the Mom ordered. "And keep them shut until I say."
"Yes, Mommy," Amanda agreed.
Once her daughter was in the position she was taken in every night, Barbara slid the twenty-inch dildo into her daughter... a toy with a vibrating option...
"Oh, you bought a new dick," Amanda said, this one a little thicker than the two she'd previously been fucked with by her Mom.
"I did, and this one has various uses," Barbara explained, as she squeezed her daughter's amazing ass... an ass that was literally made for fucking.
"Now you've got me curious," the daughter said, as the thick cock was lodged in her ass... at least eight inches... maybe nine.
The mother reached for the remote, and pressed vibrate.
"Oooooooh, that is new!" Amanda crooned, as she felt her asshole vibrating... a unique sensation that made her want to get her ass fucked even more... curious about what it would feel like when it started sliding in and out of her... she also noticed that this dildo wasn't as hard as the other dicks that had gone up her shitter.
"That's just the first surprise. Now keep your eyes closed and relax," Barbara said, as she turned around, awkwardly maneuvered the lubed other end of the dildo into her own asshole, and slowly leaned back... so it slithered up her butt like a sly snake.
"This feels weird," Amanda said. The cock inside her wasn't fucking her, but was just vaguely moving around somewhat... and she couldn't figure out what was going on.
"Just give me another moment to get this thingmabob in place," Barbara said. This new toy was more challenging than she'd anticipated... trying to back up slowly... her lower legs moving into place beside her daughter's on each side, and then pushing back, making the dildo go deeper inside her.
"Okay," Amanda agreed, her curiosity growing.
Then after another thirty seconds give or take, Amanda felt the dildo going deeper into her... and then she felt her Mom's body resting against her ass... but it didn't feel at all like the other times.
"All in," Barbara said, taking a deep breath.
"May I open my eyes now?" Amanda asked.
"No, but on three, start fucking yourself," Barbara said.
"Okay," Amanda agreed, curious and horny.
"One, two, three," Barbara counted up, and both women began to fuck themselves, their asses colliding, which made the dildo move around unpredictably inside each of their assholes.
"Oh, Mom!" Amanda moaned, still a bit confused about what was happening, but then she realized it wasn't her mother's front she was bouncing back on, but her rear end.
"Oh yes, honey!" Barbara moaned, as the vibrating dildo worked its magic.
Amanda had to open her eyes and look. She turned her head around and saw her mother was doing exactly the same thing she was. She wasn't sure how this worked, but somehow her Mom had a cock in her ass, and it seemed to be connected to the one in hers.
"What is this?" Amanda asked, as the Mom and daughter found a perfect rhythm for fucking each other, as the vibrations coursed through both of their assholes, enhancing the already thrilling pleasure.
"It's a double-ended vibrating twenty-inch dildo," Barbara answered.
"It's fucking wild!" Amanda approved, loving the unique sensations of this not completely hard dildo. Because of its flexibility, it was able to explore inside her from various angles, and all the while emitting vibrations.
"How's this feel?" Barbara asked, as she cranked up the vibrations from one to ten with a few quick clicks of the buttons.
"Mother fucker!" Amanda moaned loudly.
"Yes you are," Barbara agreed, this being the first time her asshole was getting fucked with her daughter's assistance.
"I guess I am," Amanda laughed, not having realized the accuracy of her exclamation.
Then for a few pleasurable minutes... they simply fucked each other.
They found a perfect rhythm, where they crashed into each other, and all twenty inches of that vibrating snake dick was buried inside their two assholes.
Eventually Amanda shoved her face into her pillow as her anal orgasm struck, to avoid awakening the sleeping Pat. It really was crazy that their late night fuck fests so far hadn't ever woke her up... but her mother insisted that she slept like a log. So Amanda let out a primal moan that alerted her mother to her orgasm.
Barbara had been holding back her own orgasm for as long as she could, and once she heard her daughter coming, she surrendered herself to her own, and both women collapsed forward... yet the ultra-long dildo remained in both of their assholes... still vibrating at high speed.
"Jesus, is that thing intense!" Amanda moaned, savouring the sweet sensations of her orgasm, and how the vibrations were making it last longer.
"Yeah, I went from one to ten," Barbara said, as her own orgasm continued its thrill ride through her... this one much more intense than the one Jessica had given her earlier.
"Well, that session was a ten," Amanda appraised.
"As are you," The mother said sweetly.
A couple minutes later, Barbara switched off the vibrations and pulled the super snake out of their assholes.
"Shit, that serpent really gaped your ass," Barbara said, as she admired the dildo's handiwork.
"I imagine so," Amanda said. That dildo had done something a strap-on dick couldn't, which was moving around, and inadvertently making her gaping asshole entrance wider as the fucking continued. "Let me see yours."
Barbara turned around and spread her ass cheeks.
"Fucking nice," Amanda said, as she reached over to her mother's asshole and slid three fingers inside.
"Don't start something you can't finish," Barbara warned.
"I am exhausted," Amanda said, sexually satisfied.
"Me too," Barbara said, turning around and kissing her daughter. "Goodnight, honey."
"Goodnight, Mommy," Amanda said, pulling the sheets over herself, once her Mom got off the bed.
And as her slumber closed in on her, Amanda couldn't help but wonder about tomorrow... sure, there'd be more ass fuckings... there was always more ass fuckings... but an entire weekend at Winnie's... what could all that entail?
The End
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Mom's Not Mom
Summary: On 18th birthday, Halloween, son learns he is adopted and....
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Mom's Not Mom
Having your birthday fall on Halloween offers two possibilities. You whine about how 'your' day is overshadowed by everyone's excitement for something else, or you embrace it and still make it your day. My mom had taught me to go with the latter and so I always got into the spirit, for example, by wearing my costume to school, even as I moved into high school. Even today, when I was turning 18 and finally becoming an adult. Fortunately, enough other people did the same thing that it was more of a cool, than nerdy thing to do, since I already had a bit of a nerd rep.
This year I'd been inspired by my miserable failed attempt to grow a beard for my senior year to go as Shaggy from the old Scooby Doo series. The fact that I'd kept forgetting to visit a barber since school started meant I could also go without a wig. My costume, however, did not meet my usual standards. I'd thought I'd be able find some old bell bottoms in a thrift shop, but it didn't happen, and I had to settle for a last-minute purchase of a one-time-use, cheaply-made-in-China but overpriced get up at the seasonal Halloween store. Still, I got a fair number of compliments, especially when I did my Shaggy voice.
Of course, the real prize for keeping up the 'wear your Halloween costume to school' tradition came in being able to see so many girls in sexy, inappropriate costumes all day. From Catwomen to goth cheerleaders, the day was so excruciating with temptation that when I got home, I immediately jerked off imagining fucking any number of the hot girls I had seen. Of course, I was sure hoping that this year it would stop being only in my imagination.
On the platonic side of things, it was also a great day as my buddies took me out for lunch, and we agreed we would meet at Dave's house to have a marathon Dungeons and Dragons night at eight. I know what you're thinking, how nerdy and pathetic. Yet, it was what we all loved. We played it every Friday and today was Friday.
We were waiting until eight because Mom insisted I be home for a birthday supper. She was already gone to work before I even woke up and so hadn't been able to wish me happy birthday yet. She was a professor at college and had an 8:30 morning class. I, as a high school senior, had the first period off and didn't have class until 9:35 (I know, a dumb time, right?).
I took my time with my afterschool jerking off, finally imagining a threesome with my math teacher Mrs. Walker and cheerleader Cherese for my big finish. As I cleaned myself up, I heard Mom arriving home.
After putting my costume back on, I wondered if Mom was going to keep up her yearly tradition of also dressing up for Halloween and trying to match in some way what I had decided on that year (she was Mrs. Incredible when I was Dash, she was Batgirl when I was Batman, and last year she was the hottest Lois Lane ever to my Superman).
So, I headed downstairs to see if she was in a costume. When I saw Mom dressed as Velma to go with my Shaggy, I wasn't completely surprised, but I was totally shocked at how damned hot she looked... she was in a wig, a tight orange shirt, the short red skirt and orange pantyhose. This the biggest surprise, since Velma usually wore knee high socks.
She smiled and posed, looking so unbelievably hot. "Hey, Shaggy, happy birthday."
"Quite the outfit," I said, my cock instantly hard and likely not hidden too well by the thin fabric of the cheap costume. I feared that if it rained the thing might just melt right off of me.
"Thanks," she said, "I couldn't find orange socks like Velma's anywhere, but I could find orange pantyhose."
"Hmmm," was all I could articulate, but it was no complaint. This was without question the hottest costume she had worn so far. Her big tits were framed perfectly in the orange sweater that was likely a size, maybe even two, too small. Her legs looked amazing in the unorthodox colour and I was able to see so much of them as the skirt did not cover much of her long legs. When she twirled so I could see her back, I could almost see her firm ass cheeks. At thirty-six-years-old, she didn't look like the mother of an eighteen-year-old.
Now, there was no way she would know this, but the nylons were an amazing alteration, even if by coincidence, as I had a major nylon obsession. It made Halloween my Christmas, as many girls who never wear nylons do on this day of slutty forgiveness. At school, I saw at least twenty pairs of nylons or stockings, more than a few pairs of fishnets, and beautifully brainy Mrs. Walker was dressed in a cute Harry Potter outfit with black pantyhose that put a spell on my dick.
"You don't like?" Mom asked, with a slightly playful pout, as if my slack-jawed silence was a sign of disapproval, when she clearly knew better.
"I think you look amazing," I complimented, as I glanced down, like I always did, to see her pretty, painted toes and noticed her newly painted blue toenails... I knew they were freshly painted because they were green yesterday... she often did funky, out there colours. In truth, I loved seeing what colour she chose when she came home from her pedicure which she did every six weeks like clockwork... although today was definitely not six weeks.
For the next hour and a half, Mom worked on supper while I handed out candy to the little trick-or-treaters who came around early. I loved encouraging the future generations of kids with imaginations. When she had a moment, Mom would join me and we got lots of kudos for our costumes from the parents escorting the kids, I don't think the little ones actually got the whole Scooby Doo thing.
Finally, Mom called me for dinner and I blew out the pumpkin candles and turned off the porch light to signal the candy story was closed. I took my seat at the kitchen table and Mom served up my favourite meal... Chicken Parmesan with spaghetti and homemade garlic bread.
It was as casual as dinner with Mom always was and as we ate, she asked about my day and plans for the night. When we had almost finished, she said, "Honey, I have something I need to tell you since you are now eighteen."
"My dad left me a massive inheritance," I joked, my dad never being in my life and it being the one thing Mom refused to talk about. Who was my father? I'd asked my grandma too and also gotten no answer.
She sighed, and I realized this was something serious. "What is it, Mom?"
"Honey, I...."
"Mom, you can tell me anything," I said, a little worried. "I'm an adult now."
"I guess I should just say it and get it over with," she said, looking into my eyes with vulnerable fear.
"What is it?"
"You're adopted," she said.
"What?" I said, having heard the words, yet couldn't fathom how they were true. Out of all the possible words that could have come out of my mother's mouth those two did not remotely come up.
"You're adopted," she repeated. "I'm so sorry I kept this from you for so long."
"You're not my biological mom?" I asked, even though that was obviously the case. As I processed the shocking revelation, I realized I had subconsciously suspected this for a long time since I look nothing like my mother, had even fantasized about it. I'd told myself that I took after my mystery sperm donor, but to look nothing like her...?
"No," she said, looking down at her feet as she stretched them out from under the table and into my peripheral.
So, I too looked down at her feet... a nice distraction from the sudden reality that I was adopted.
"Um, who is my mom?" I asked, the obvious question.
"My best friend from high school," she answered, not hiding it like she did the father.
"Hillary?" I asked, having heard stories about her, seen pictures and knew about her tragic death in a car crash at eighteen years old. The crash had also taken her parents, my grandparents.
"Yes."
"She died a month after you were born," Mom, or who I thought was Mom, explained. "So, with no father stepping up, and no other relatives, me and my mom took you in temporarily. Well, we both fell in love with you and temporarily became forever."
"Oh," I said, as I processed this shocking reality.
"I'm so sorry for keeping this from you for so long," she said, tears beginning to stream down her face. "I just didn't know how to tell you."
I sat silent for a few moments, stunned, but not as upset as one might expect. I guess it was a combination of having already thought through this scenario and finding out that while my birth mother's death had been tragic, I hadn't been abandoned because she didn't want me. There was some deep shit here I'd have to deal with over time, but for now, my life hadn't really changed. I was still in the home where I'd been raised, with the woman who'd raised me and never gave me a moment's doubt of her complete and total love for me. Biological or not, this was my mom.
"It's okay, Mom," I said, getting to my feet. I walked around the table and pulled her up and into a fierce hug.
"Oh, honey," she said, as she wrapped her arms around me and her large breasts pressed against my chest.
"It's, okay, Mom," I repeated, "in my eyes you are still and always will be my mom."
"I'm so happy to hear that," she said, looking me in the eyes.
I reassured her again, slowly and with no doubt. "I love you, Mom," I said. "And you will always be my mother in my eyes."
"I love you, too, Simon," she said, going to kiss me on the cheek, but her lips unexpectedly ended up on mine when I happened to turn at the wrong or perhaps the right time.
My body reacted automatically, pressing my mouth tighter against hers... I might have been a virgin, but I'd certainly kissed some girls. Surprised, she backed away and said, "Oops."
I joked, "Well, since we are not related by blood anymore that isn't so wrong."
"I guess," she laughed a little awkwardly.
"I'll get your cake," Mom said, breaking the awkwardness of the situation.
"Okay," I said, watching her walk away in the sexy Velma costume that was so fucking hot. Sure, most think Daphne is the hot one and her purple pantyhose are indeed hot, but there was something about the nerdy Velma that had always revved my engine... in my mind, behind her nerdy exterior was a kinky girl who would do the things Daphne wouldn't. Plus, in the world I lived in, a girl like Daphne would be out of my league and not give me the time of day, while Velma, smart and cute, just might.
I adjusted my dick that was somehow hard even after being told the shock of a lifetime. Suddenly, I recalled a cartoon I saw on Twitter or somewhere a little while back, as a wicked idea popped into my head. In the cartoon, panel one had a big-breasted mom in tight jeans putting a cake down on a table, saying, "Happy birthday, you're 18." The son responds, "Thanks, Mom, you're the best." In panel two, the mom says, "You're at the age that I should tell you the truth. You're adopted." The son says, "Then that means..." In the third and final panel the mom is on her back, her tits out, her legs spread and her adopted son pounding away in her pussy.
When I'd seen that cartoon, I'd thought it was kinky hot and perhaps it had spoken to my unconscious because I saved it to my phone.
She returned with the cake, one large "18" candle lit, and placed it in the table. "Make a wish."
I looked at her in the tight orange sweater, glanced down at her nylon-clad legs and feet and made a wish. My wish: To lose my virginity to my mom who wasn't my mom... tonight.
I blew out the candle and she declared, unaware of what she was technically saying, "Now your wish comes true."
"I doubt it," I said, as I glanced down again at her feet as she stood beside me. Then she sat back down at the table and the sexy nylon clad toes disappeared underneath.
"All eighteenth birthday wishes come true," she said, unaware of what she was assuring would happen.
"Trust me, not this one," I said, perhaps realizing I should have made a wish for something more practical like a new hard drive for my computer which was beginning to lag a little on some of my more memory draining games.
"Well, I think you are wrong and going to get exactly what you wished for," she said, sitting across from me with a smile even though I could tell she was still worried about me and how I was dealing with the revelation about my parentage.
"Well, it would really be a dream come true," I answered, wondering what she would think if I told her what I wished for.
"Is there any way I could help make your wish come true?" she asked.
"Perhaps," I said, almost laughing at the irony of her question. Of course she could make it come true.
"How?" she asked, genuinely concerned.
"I don't think I should say," I said.
"I know, I know, you can't say your wish out loud or it doesn't come true," she said. "Is there any hint you can give me without saying it?"
"Actually, there is," I said, as I thought about the cartoon in my phone gallery, not sure why I kept allowing this hopeless fantasy of mine to continue.
"How?" she asked.
"I could text you an image of what I wished for," I said, sure I shouldn't do this, yet my raging cockhead seemed to be the one doing all the thinking... and I was grasping at invisible straws of hope for a miracle.
"Text it to me."
"You sure?" I asked, having second thoughts. "It's a bit out there."
"I promised you you would get your birthday wish and I will do anything I can to make that a reality," she said, determined.
"You may regret those words," I said, as I pulled out my phone still thinking I should not do this, even as I was about to do it.
"Honey, I'll do anything for you," she said, as I clicked on her name in my text contacts and clicked picture.
"Remember you said that after you get this message," I warned, clicking on the photo and pressing send before I could change my mind.
Her phone binged.
She picked it up.
Entered her password.
Clicked on the message.
Read it.
Her eyes went wide.
She seemed to read it a second and third time as she didn't look up at me.
I instantly knew I had made a mistake.
I said, "I'm sorry, I shouldn't have sent that."
"Is this what you really want?" she asked, looking up at me for the first time with a completely unreadable facial expression.
I didn't know what to say. Of course, I did, who better to lose your virginity to than the woman you love the most? Easily the most wonderful, most beautiful woman in the world. Yet, no words were coming to my lips.
"Answer me, Simon," she said sternly, as she turned her phone around to show me the cartoon. "Is... this...what... you... want?" Drawing out each word in a way that only confused me more.
She didn't seem mad. Yet, her facial expression was still unreadable as I looked at the cartoon I had just sent her... the one that implied rather bluntly I wanted to have sex with her... on my birthday.
I took a deep breath and admitted, looking her right in her eyes, "I know it's wrong and just a teenage fantasy, but you have always been my number one fantasy."
"I have?" she asked, surprised.
"Always," I stressed.
"So, for your birthday, you want to fuck your mother?"
Her word choice and bluntness shocked me, but having gone this far and utterly not being able to read her, although she wasn't angry, nor did she seem happy, I just answered with my twisted truth. "Yes."
"Yes what?" She demanded.
"Yes, I want to lose my virginity to you," I said.
"Your virginity?" she asked, that oddly seeming to surprise her more than anything else so far.
"Yes, my virginity," I nodded, a little ashamed to be an eighteen-year-old virgin.
"You're an adult now, Simon," she said continuing to throw me with her words and actions, "use adult words. What exactly do you want to do to your mother?" For the first time her tone showed she wasn't mad, and surreally, that she may be intrigued.
"I want to fuck my hot mother for my birthday," I said bluntly after a pause. Then added, playing on the Devil's Day of Trick or Treat, this perhaps being the meanest trick ever or the greatest treat in the history of the world, "It would be the ultimate Halloween treat."
"I guess the trick already occurred," she said sadly, referring to the adoption revelation. Then suddenly, I felt her foot part my legs beneath the table and go to my crotch.
My eyes went wide as her foot pressed against my dick.
"Well," she said, her unreadable face turning into a sly smile, as her foot began to rub my very hard dick slowly up and down through the very thin fabric, "I promised you you would get your birthday wish and what kind of mother would I be if I didn't make sure that happened?"
"You did say that," I moaned, as I moved my hand under the table to her silky soft foot.
"You have always liked my pantyhose, haven't you, Son?" she asked, as her foot continued its slow teasing as I caressed along its top.
"You knew that?" I asked, enjoying the soothing sensation of feeling the silk pantyhose while she slowly rubbed my crotch.
"It would have been hard not to," she said. "Just like this feels pretty hard."
"It's never been harder in my life," I said, not sure that was true, but I had never been more excited or horny in my life, that was for sure.
"So, one more time," she said, as her foot continued slowly teasing me, "What exactly do you want to do to your mother on the Devil's Night?"
Mom clearly wasn't disgusted by my revelation, was seemingly even a little turned on by it, going by her slightly flushed cheeks and slyly sexy tone, so I answered with blunt frankness, throwing out a few of my many fantasies all at once. "I want to have you suck my hard cock, I want to eat your pussy, I want to lose my virginity by pounding you while you keep the nylons on and I want to come..."
For some reason that is where I paused.
"Where do you want to come, Son? Where do you want to shoot that big creamy load of yours?" she asked, her tone dripping with sensual, seductive undertones.
As I answered, she took her foot away, pushed her chair back and began to slide down under the table. "All over your pretty face."
"You want to shoot your cum all over your mother's face?" she questioned from below, as she squeezed my cock through my sad excuse of clothing.
"I also want to dump a load in your mouth," I added, deciding I shouldn't eliminate any wild possibilities.
A moment later, after having undone my cheap Halloween store pants, she growled, "Lift up your ass, Son."
"Yes, Mom," I answered, as I obeyed in utter shock that this was happening even as she pulled my pants down to my ankles.
She then squeezed my hard, seven-and-one-quarter inch dick (I measure it every day to see if it gets any bigger) through my underwear and said, "Wow, this is a pretty big present for Mommy."
I moaned as she squeezed my dick and also at the use of the word 'Mommy'. I had read a plethora of incest porn and nothing was hotter than the word 'Mommy' other than when a mother called her son a motherfucker. That made me erupt every time.
"Do you want Mommy to suck your dick?" she asked, as she tugged at my underwear and I again lifted my ass up to allow my dick to be unleashed.
"Yes, please," I said, overwhelmed with the reality I was suddenly living.
"Yes, please, what?" she asked, as she took my cock in her hand. "I need to know exactly what my birthday boy wants for his special birthday. I need to make sure I keep my promise."
"I want you to suck my dick," I said.



"You want Mommy to suck this big, hard, fat cock?" she asked, as her finger rolled over my sensitive cock head making me tremble.
I was super happy I had jerked off before mom got home or I would have erupted by now. And even with the one load done, I wasn't sure I would last long under these unbelievable circumstances.
"Yes, Mommy," I said, using the hot word for the first time, the word sounding so natural coming out of my mouth. "I want you to suck your son's big fat cock."
"Mmmmmm, yes, Son," she purred, licking my cock head, "I'll do anything my birthday boy wants."
She then took my cock in her mouth.
You can fantasize about getting a blow job, you can watch videos about getting a blow job, but nothing remotely prepares you for the utter sensual pleasure of having someone sucking you.
"Oh, God, Mom," I moaned, as she began bobbing, the pleasure unreal and causing an instant bubbling in my balls.
"Mmmmmmmmm," she purred, taking my cock out of her mouth just long enough to say, "such a big, fat cock."
I loved that she was not only doing this for me, for my birthday, but clearly was enjoying it. She seemed to be as enamoured by my cock as I was by the reality she was sucking it and the physical sensations that accompanied the act.
The only thing that would have made this better was if I could see my mother with my dick in her mouth. I wanted to tell her to come out from under the dinner table and let me watch her bob on my dick, but I didn't want to do anything that would stop this surreal reality... and bring her to her senses... which I feared could happen at any time.
Instead, I just closed my eyes and enjoyed my first blow job. In just over a minute, I knew I was about to come. I was unsure what the proper protocol was in this situation, but didn't want to upset my mom by coming in her mouth without permission. So, knowing I was seconds away from coming, I just moaned, "I'm about to come, Mom."
"Come in Mommy's mouth," she said, while somehow not completely taking my cock out of her mouth before resuming her amazing sucking of my dick.
"Ooooookay," I groaned, as my legs stiffened and a few seconds later the most intense orgasm of my life shot out of me... the intensity multiplied as she kept sucking and swallowing every drop of my cum... my orgasm lasting substantially longer than my many self-inflected masturbation sessions.
Mom didn't slow down as she took my entire load and moaned as she did it.
A couple of minutes after I had spent my whole load in her mouth, she finally backed off my dick and crawled out from under the table. She said, "Well, I had dessert," as she pulled the sweater over her head, the wig also going off. "Now I think it's time for the birthday boy to have some of his cake."
"Actually, I was thinking I might prefer pie right now," I responded with obvious intent, as I was dying to have the first pussy I licked be my mother's... although, the sudden unveiling of her large breasts in a white lace bra had certainly grabbed my attention... serious overstimulation.
"You were, were you?" she asked, putting her hands on her hips with her elbows back so her chest was thrust forward.
"I was," I nodded, even as my attention focused on her huge tits barely held in check.
"Well, how about you have some cake first and then some pie?" she asked, as she unclasped the bra to reveal her huge, amazing tits and very hard, large nipples.
I was starting to think that cake was some codeword for breast until she moved to the table, put her hand right into my birthday cake, scooped up a giant piece, and rubbed it onto and in between her tits.
My eyes went wide as I watched the wicked act and even my double-drained penis gave a little twitch at the idea that I would soon be eating my birthday cake from my mom's big, natural mammary glands.
I stood up, realized my pants and underwear were still around my ankles and quickly got shed of them and my socks and shoes., Now in just the green Shaggy shirt, I moved to my mother and without a word, began eating cake that was in the valley between her hills of firm yet soft flesh.
"Like I've always told you, make sure you clean up every piece of food on Mommy's tits," she said, as I ate my cake from between her breasts, knowing she was referring to her 'no food left on the plate' dinner time rule.
"I'll lick your tits clean, Mom," I assured, feeling the icing on my cheeks as I ate the messy smeared cake.
"Do you like the cake?"
"It's absolutely delicious," I said, as I ate a chunk of the white cake with chocolate icing.
"So was that hot load from your big dick," she bluntly said, as I moved to her right tit and removed the icing from her protruding nipple by sucking on it hard. "Ooooooooh," she moaned.
"I guess I never sucked on these as a baby," I said, before swirling my tongue around it to get all the icing and then latching onto the nipple, wishing I could pull milk out of it the way she'd sucked the cream from my cock.
"No, sorry, this is the first time you're sucking on Mom's tits," she said, as I licked my way up to the top of the breast and ate some cake balanced there.
"I better make up for lost time," I said, willing to eat the entire cake off her tits if allowed.
"I can't believe your birthday wish is to fuck me," she said, as I continued pigging out, jamming my tongue deep into her cleavage in search of any crumb.
"Every day my fantasy is fucking you," I clarified.
"Do you have other fantasies of me?" she asked with a soft moan, as it seemed she was aroused by my actions and admissions.
"Well," I said, as I moved to her other cake-coated breast, "I've imagined almost everything."
"Like what?" she asked, as I took in a pretty big piece of cake that had been glued in place by icing.
Once I swallowed it, I said, "Some tame ones like having you wake me up with a blow job, eating your pussy while you are watching those lame NCIS shows you like, bending you over the kitchen counter and sliding inside your pussy, and having you give me a foot job with your sexy stocking nylon feet."
"Those are the tame ones?" she laughed.
"Compared to some of the others, yes," I admitted, continuing to enjoy my birthday cake in the most unorthodox way possible. "I mean, I'm a guy, I think about sex every few seconds."
"Well, I'm looking forward to hearing you share all your fantasies with me," she said, as I finished off the cake and now was licking up the last of the icing.
"I look forward to fulfilling them with you," I countered, wondering if there was a possibility of this being more than a one-night encounter.
"I do like the attention," she said as the cake and icing was all gone.
"Well, you will get my undivided attention from now on," I assured, as I sucked on one nipple and moved my hand under her skirt and rubbed her pussy through the pantyhose, feeling excessive wetness. "You're wet."
"I've sucked your cock, swallowed your load, had you suck on my tits and heard your fantasies of me," she listed, "you're lucky I haven't just sat on your face to relieve the cause of that wetness."
"I'd say I'm unlucky you haven't sat on my face," I said, as I continued to rub her pussy.
"Do you want Mommy to sit on your face?" she asked in such a sexy tone.
"Well, I definitely want to have the pie you promised me," I responded.
"Come with me," she said, taking my hand. I followed her to her bedroom and once there she pointed to her bed and said, "Go lie down."
"Yes, Mother," I obeyed, as she let go of my hand and I walked to the bed and got on it and saw a Daphne costume on her bed. I turned around in time to see mom slip out of her Velma skirt and reveal her orange pantyhose and the surprising fact she had gone commando, which explained why her pussy felt so wet... there had been only the thin pantyhose fabric between my fingers and her pussy. "You bought a Daphne costume too?" I asked, somewhat inanely, even as I stared at her fingers rubbing down along the front panel of her orange hosiery.
"I couldn't decide which one to wear," she said, before suddenly ripping her pantyhose at the crotch and exposing her wet pussy to me. "Although" she added, "if I would have known I would be your birthday present I would have worn the Daphne costume as those nylons are stockings and I wouldn't have had to wreck this fifty-dollar pair of pantyhose."
"You spent fifty dollars on pantyhose?" I gasped, that seeming wild to me. My nerdy mind wondered why she hadn't just pulled the damn things down if they were so expensive, but the horny me realized she had just given me another unmatchable gift: that image of her tearing her pantyhose open in desperation to get to her wet pussy, to display it for me, was one that would last my whole life.
"I did for you," she said, confirming my deductions, as she walked to the bed.
"Well, money well spent," I said, before adding as she climbed onto the bed, "and you can still wear them again. It will give me quick easy access to that sweet pussy of yours."
"What do you think I am, some freeuse slut?" she questioned, even as she moved above my head, her pretty pink pussy surrounded by the sexy orange hosiery.
I couldn't see her face, just her perfectly framed peach, as I responded, going with the general flow of the evening, even though I was surprised she knew what freeuse was, "That is exactly what I was thinking, Mom." That said, I did not add my next thought, 'A twenty-four hour, three-hole cum slut for me.'
As she lowered her pussy towards my face, towards my hungry, eager, curious tongue, she said, "Good, so we are on the same page. You can shove that big dick in my mouth whenever you want, you can pound my pussy in any room of the house, you can eat my pussy whenever you want a snack and I..."
She paused as her pussy was now on my face and I had immediately begun licking without hesitation. My cock instantly returned to full mass erect salute. Since she'd mounted my face in reverse, facing my feet, she clearly saw my body's automatic reaction to the taste of her dripping gash. She finished her thought with a moan. "I can sit on your lap and bounce on your fat dick like it's a pleasure trampoline or sit and grind on your face until I come all over it."
I moaned in response, as she leaned forward and stroked my cock while I licked her heavenly tasting pussy. I had imagined the taste of pussy many times, watched a plethora of porn of mostly lesbians licking pussy and read articles about the art of cunnilingus, but nothing can prepare you for the intoxicating scent, the delicious taste and the raw sensuality of a woman's sex planted over your open mouth.
"Now lick Mommy good, baby," she said, as I felt her flick her tongue over my cock head, "get it good and ready so you can fuck me."
"Oooooooh," I moaned at her words and what was still to look forward to, very, very soon.
"You do still want to fuck Mommy?" she asked, as she sucked just the cock head of my dick into her mouth and then pulled back and off with a pop, like it was one of the lollipops we'd given out as Halloween candy.
"Yes," I answered, even as I tried to focus on her pussy above me more than my own pleasure... but she was making it quite difficult with her words and actions.
"Only, yes?" she asked, repeating the cockhead pull back suck.
"Yes, I want to fuck you and have you take my cherry," I said, as I took a pause from licking and inhaled her scent. "But first I want to make you come all over my face."
"You want to taste Mommy's cum?" she asked, doing the lollipop suck thing one more time before she sat straight up, pushing her twat tighter against my face.
"Yes," I answered, wanting to say more, realizing how much she apparently liked hearing the dirty talk, but also really wanting to continue licking her pussy and making her come. While the thrill of getting a blow job from her and coming in her mouth, as well as the upcoming promise of losing my virginity to my mom were mind-blowing, I also wanted to be able to give pleasure. I wanted to be good at oral sex, I wanted to make her come, I wanted to taste her pussy juices as they leaked out of her.
"Well, get Mommy off and then I'm going to give you the fucking of your life," she assured, as she started to grind on my face.
I didn't point out the obvious that it was my first time and would therefore indeed be the fucking of my life, as instead I focused on keeping my tongue at work.
"Oh yeah, I'll be sitting on your face and dick all the time now," she moaned, as her hips began to move faster on me.
Hearing these words was exciting, as although I hadn't seriously had much time to ponder what happened tomorrow as I lived in the moment of surreal ecstasy, it would have eventually been the only thing on my mind. Now, according to her moaning words, this wasn't a one-time thing. My birthday and the Halloween treats were apparently going to carry on.
I tried to lick, but I was mostly a vessel for her pleasure as she rode my face.
Her hands on my chest, although I was still wearing my shirt, she continued her reckless riding until I heard her scream as my face was suddenly soaked with wetness.
She stopped grinding and just sat on my face as her body quaked. It was so exhilarating.
Finally, she got off my face and said, looking down at me, "You look pretty hot with my cum on your face."
"Best present ever," I said, as her hand went to my cock.
"Oh, the best present ever hasn't happened yet," she smiled as she stroked my cock.
"What else is there?" I playfully questioned.
As she moved beside me and slid her foot over my leg, she asked, "So, in what position do you fantasize fucking Mommy?"
"So many," I said, loving the sensation of her foot rubbing on my leg.
"It's your birthday," she said, moving her lips to my right nipple and sucking on it, introducing me to a new erogenous zone I didn't know I had, "and I said I would do anything and that means any position."
"Oh, that feels nice," I moaned, surprised by how her lips and tongue on my nipple seemed to bring pleasure directly to my dick.
"Mommy needs dick in her pussy soon, Son," she said, as she leaned over and replicated the nipple attention on my left nipple while simultaneously also continuing to rub her silky sheer foot on my leg. "So, what position?"
"Well, we should rectify that need," I said, a moment later, referring to her needing a dick in her pussy comment, since I couldn't decide which position, as every one I could think of was equally hot.
"And we should rectify this still-virgin thing," she smiled, leaning up and kissing me.
She then broke the kiss, got off the bed, and said, actually quoting Velma, "Don't worry, I've got a hot idea." She then put her hands on the bed, bent over and said words I had imagined Velma saying to Shaggy in a less family-friendly version of the film. "Shag me, Shaggy."
"Zoinks!" I said, as my cock flinched at her wicked words, plus the reference to our costumes... although all that was left of evidence of our Scooby Doo-themed start was my green shirt and her orange pantyhose.
As I got off the bed, she wiggled her ass and giggled, and again quoted Velma. "I'm going to solve this one first," she boasted.
"You mean you're going to put an end to the mystery of why Simon is still a virgin?"
"Exactly," she said, "now slide that big dick in Mommy's pussy."
"Okay," I said, still in awe of the reality that I was about to lose my virginity to my mother... well, not my biological mother after all... which meant that while this was still wonderfully taboo, at least it wasn't illegal. I took a moment before I slid my cock in her pussy.
"Oh yes, baby, fill Mommy up," she moaned, as all seven-and-a-quarter inches (that quarter inch is important) did indeed fill her up.
"I can't believe this is happening," I said with my own moan as the sensation of being inside a pussy, never mind it was my mom's pussy, overwhelmed me.
In a voice that was uncannily like Velma, or at least it seemed to be in the heat of the moment, she said, "The only mystery here is why some other woman hasn't already discovered your tricks and treats."
Even though I was balls deep in my mother, having just begun to lose my virginity, I couldn't help but laugh. I caressed her back and responded, "I'm not sure I care to investigate."
"That's so Shaggy of you," she said, looking back at me, Shaggy always trying to avoid dealing with the problem in the episode. But since she was also happy with the outcome, she simply ordered, "Now fuck Mommy."
"Yes, Mommy," I said, as I moved my hands to her hips and began slowly pumping my dick in and out of her... the sensation of having her was amazing... different from getting a blow job as this time I was in control.
"That's it, baby," she moaned, "your dick fills me up so fully."
"So good," I responded, as I continued slow strokes, wanting this moment to last forever.
For a couple more minutes I kept fucking Mom before she ordered, "Harder, baby, fuck me harder."
I didn't need to be told twice and began slamming into her with hard, deep thrusts.
"Oh, just like that," she moaned, "just like that."
The thrill of fucking my mom was exhilarating, but hearing her moans and knowing she was enjoying it as much as I was multiplied the thrill like I'd thrown a twenty on a D&D twenty-sided die.
"Oh yes, fuck me, son, fuck your mother, fuck her with that big mother fucking fat dick," she wickedly said.
Such nasty talk and extravagant compliments of my manhood had my balls boiling, but I didn't want to come until she did. So, I took over as Dungeon Master and ordered, "Come for me, Mom, come all over your son's big cock."
"Oh yes, more, baby, right there, right there, don't stop," she moaned wildly, her orgasm close.
"Now, son-fucker, come for me like the hot Mommy-slut you are," I ordered in the heat of the moment, hoping using terms like 'son fucker' and calling her a 'Mommy slut' didn't squelch the mood.
Fortunately, as I'd hoped and sensed, it did the opposite and a couple of hard pumps later she screamed, "Yes, baby, I'm comiiiiiiing!"
"That's it," I said, not slowing down as now I could come... although I wasn't sure if I should come inside her.
As if reading my mind, even as her body quaked with pleasure, which was its own rush, she whimpered, "Come in Mommy, baby, fill me up."
"Okay," I replied, taking just three more hard thrusts to deposit my second load of the night inside one of my loving mother's holes.
"Yeeeeeeeees," she moaned, as I shot a massive load inside her pussy, officially ending my virginity.
I kept pumping long after I was done shooting my load, before she gently pushed me back, spun around, dropped to her knees and sucked her juices off my dick with insatiable hunger.
"Oh, fuck," I groaned, as she sucked my dick.
A minute later, she stood up and kissed me.
She then asked, "Is there anything else you would like for your birthday?"
"Well..." I glanced over to the Daphne costume.
She looked where I was looking, smiled and asked, "Do you want to fuck Daphne too?"
"In the movies Shaggy always gets the shaft and never gets Daphne," I pointed out.
Mom smiled and began stroking my prick that had just began to deflate after two dropped loads. "Well, in this story, Shaggy definitely uses his shaft and gets all of Daphne." She then kissed me again before pulling her pantyhose down and off.
"I expect you in those orange pantyhose again," I said.
"Just say the words and I'll put them back on," she said, grabbing the purple thigh highs and sitting down on the edge of the bed.
"You'd be living in nylons if I had my say," I said, as she rolled up the first unique purple stocking.
"Don't I wear them every day now?" she asked.



"I guess that's true," I nodded, watching as she moved the stocking to her left foot and slowly slid it up her leg.
"But I can make sure to wear only thigh highs, stockings with a garter-belt, or ripped pantyhose so you can bend me over and fuck me anytime you want," she generously offered as she finished putting the first stocking on.
"So, you will be my freeuse Mommy?" I asked, in awe of not only the surreal reality of my birthday, but also the promise that this was only the beginning.
"You can fuck me any time, in any room, in any position, and," she said, adding to the perfection of the night as she prepared to put the second stocking on, "in any hole."
"I can fuck you in the ass?" I blurted, this shocking me one more time in a night full of shocks.
"Do you want to fuck Mommy in the ass?" she asked, as she began putting stocking two on.
"I've had some fantasies that included that," I admitted.
"Included what?" she asked coyly.
"Fantasies that include fucking you in the ass," I answered, as the stocking slid up her leg.
"Well, while some say two out of three ain't bad," she said, finishing putting on the second stocking, "isn't three out of three even better?"
"Hard to argue against that rationale," I nodded, as she stood up and I admired her amazing purple-coloured legs.
"So, you'll fuck me in the asshole?" she asked, as she grabbed the dress from the bed.
"I'll fuck you in whatever hole you want me to," I answered.
"No," she said, as she put the dress over her head and suddenly transformed into Daphne, albeit as a blonde. "You decide which hole you want to fuck."
I didn't think Mom had ever played D&D, but clearly she also wanted me to be the Dungeon Master in tonight's adventure. "Then you're getting your asshole fucked," I decided, easily the easiest decision of my life.
"Mmmmmmm," she said, as she sashayed to the walk-in closet and disappeared from view.
When she returned, she had completely transformed into the redhead Scooby Doo heroine as she was now wearing a red wig. "I forgot to grab this earlier."
"Wow, just wow," I said, absolutely amazed.
"So, Shaggy," she said, as she walked to her nightstand, "are you going to fuck me in the ass or what?"
"Well, gee, Daphne, I don't know," I answered in my best doubtful Shaggy. "Isn't that door, exit only?" As a Dungeons and Dragons devotee, I'd often considered cosplay sex with elves and orcs, but this scenario beat the hell out of all that.
She opened the drawer, pulled out a small bottle and walked over to me, and asked, oh so playfully, "Would you fuck me for a Scooby Snack, Shaggy?"
"Just one?" I asked, trying to keep in character.
She poured lube into her hand and slathered my dick with it and responded in the most sensual tone in the history of the world, "If you plug my asshole with your fat cock you can have all the Scooby Snacks you have ever wanted."
She then crawled onto the bed, lifted up her dress enough to showcase her ass and offered up her puckered asshole.
I walked behind her and said, "I think I see my first Scooby Snack right there," before I pulled her ass cheeks apart and licked her asshole.
"Ooooh, you bad boy you," she moaned.
"Got to make sure there is enough lubricant," I said, licking the sweaty, salty hole.
"Trust me, Shaggy, my asshole is ready for that big bone," she said, as I slathered her asshole with my saliva.
"I've always wanted to fuck you, Daphne," I said, as I moved up behind her.
"I wish I'd known, you're way bigger than Fred, baby," Mom said, looking back at me and looking both like Daphne and also like my mother at the same time.
"You're so fucking hot," I said, as I positioned my dick at her asshole... about to have my dick in all three of my mom's holes in the same night... and it wasn't even seven-thirty yet.
"So are you, baby," she said. "Now go slow, I haven't had a dick in my asshole in a long time and even longer since I had one as fat as yours."
"Okay," I nodded, as I slowly pushed forward in awe my mother was allowing me to ass fuck her and that she had been ass fucked in the past. At first, I didn't get in, as there was a brief resistance, but after a little firmer push I watched my dick slowly disappear inside my mom.
"Oooooooh," she moaned, with a sound that didn't sound like pleasure or pain, but somewhere in-between.
"You okay?" I asked, halfway inside her.
"Keep going, baby," she answered, "it just takes some time to get used to having a big dick up my asshole."
"Okay," I said, slowly continuing to fill up her ass, but not wanting to hurt her or bring her discomfort... even as I was in awe of how tight and warm her ass was.
Once all in, she said, "Now just sit there for a minute and let me get used to you in me."
"Okay."
After about thirty seconds, she surprised me as she slowly began moving her hips and started fucking herself.
"Oh, that is so hot," I moaned, her asshole so much tighter than her pussy and the pleasure different.
"Your dick feels so good in my asshole," she moaned, as she slowly rode my dick.
After about a minute of slow fucking I decided to bring it back to the role play and asked, "You like my dick in your ass after I fucked Velma's pussy?"
"You fucked that slut?" Daphne/Mom questioned, looking back at me... back in character herself.
"You're both my sluts," I said, as I bucked my hips forward just as she moved back onto my dick, "is that clear?"
"Yes, Shaaaaaaaggy," she moaned, as I grabbed her hips and held her with my dick buried in her ass. "But I'm your number one slut, right?"
"Yes, you're my number one ass slut," I corrected, as I began fucking her ass.
"Oh yes," she moaned, "my asshole is always available, Shaggy."
Then for a few minutes I fucked her ass. Slowly it became less tight and she begged me to fuck her harder. "Oh, baby, hammer my asshole."
I slammed into her as her left hand went to her pussy and she began rubbing herself frantically. Forgetting we were role playing she begged, "Don't stop fucking Mommy's asshole, you're going to make me come again."
"Come, my sexy ass slut," I ordered, as I reamed her asshole.
"Oh yes, don't stop, baby, don't stop, yes, right there, right there, yes, you nasty mother fuuuuuuuucker!" she screamed after a lot of moaning... the words made my nuts which had felt so drained just a little while ago, begin swelling with a fresh load of cum.
I kept pounding away throughout her third orgasm until she fell forward and said, "You may have broken me."
"Sorry," I said, smiling as I watched her in raw rapture.
"Do you want to come on Daphne's face?"
"Yes," I nodded.
"Go wash that dick of yours off and come back here," she instructed.
"Be right back," I said.
I went to the washroom, washed my dick with soap, and returned.
She was leaning on her side in a sexy pose when I returned.
"Come fuck my face," she said, rolling into her stomach, her face at the edge of the bed and knees bent, putting her nylon-clad feet in the air.
"As you wish," I said, as I walked up to the bed and slid my dick in her open mouth while admiring her sensuously shiny purple feet.
Then I face fucked her.
Slow at first.
Then faster.
Then, when I was close, I pumped my dick all the way in her mouth, my balls bouncing off her chin, until I grunted and yelled out, borrowing my role play partner's tag line, "Scooby Dooby Doo!"
I pulled out at the very last second to plaster her pretty face with my cum.
Once all five ropes were unloaded, I slid back in her and had her suck me clean as I softened.
Finally, I pulled out, spun around and sat back on the edge of the mattress, gasping as I recovered from my third orgasm in under ninety minutes. Mom rolled onto her back, and like a contented kitty, languidly scooped the dollops of my man-cream off her face and into her mouth. Her movement had caused her red Daphne wig to fall to the floor and I saw her for her sexy, beautiful self - my once and forever mother.
I had just seconds to reflect on my beautiful mother and now my lover, when the voice of my grandmother, well, apparently she too wasn't blood related, said, "I sure hope you have told him you are not his real mother."
I turned my head to see my hot grandmother dressed in an Elvira costume with her arms on her hips.
THE END
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Summary: Young mom enjoys wicked lesbian encounters with two women.
Note 1: Thanks to Rebecca, the famous artist whose artwork continues to inspire and to be used for this series. Especially her series 'Housewives at Play', 'Teens at Play' and 'Hot Moms'. Thank you for access to your entire book catalogue as well as your website for this massive series.
Note 2: This is the 13th chapter of a multi-chapter story about one woman's journey of sexual submission and lesbian exploration through the decades, and through several generations of family members.
In part 1, 1950s: 1 st Time With a Girl, our 2015 protagonist Kimmy is given the gift of a scrapbook from her recently deceased great grandmother, Rebecca. When Kimmy opens the scrapbook, she is shocked to find that the scrapbook is a journal of her beloved great grandmother's sexual adventures in the 1950s...with drawings. Kimmy reads in awe about Rebecca's first time with a woman. Once she's done reading, Kimmy pleasures herself while reliving her most recent seduction: her nerdy science partner Zelda.
In part 2, 1950s: Housewives' Lesbian Society, our protagonist reads the next chapter in her great grandmother's scrapbook. Rebecca is caught masturbating while babysitting and has a sexual encounter with a MILF. Rebecca learns of a secret lesbian society that is decades old, and she is offered the opportunity to become the newest submissive pet to many local housewives. To earn the privilege of being the housewife pet during for her senior year of high school, she must meet the head Mistress and service her. Lastly, present-day Kimmy, so horny from the idea of a sex club for housewives, envisions herself dominating one of her neighbours.
In part 3: 1950s: Housewives' Pet Training, our protagonist learns about her great grandmother's training to become a pet to a community of housewife lesbians. Rebecca is forced to suck cock for the first time (and the second time, and...), she witnesses a massive housewife lesbian orgy, then gets fisted and spanked before being ordered to seduce her best friend. Lastly, Kimmy gets herself off after a long night, by imagining many different MILFs she would like to seduce.
In part 4: 1950s: Lick and Fuck Best Friends, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother's seduction of her best friend. Rebecca becomes more brazen at high school and must fulfill the task of seducing her best friend, Eleanor. Lastly, Kimmy gets herself off with a pop bottle as she fantasizes about making her good friend Camree serve as her public slut.
In part 5: 1950s: Moms & Daughters, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother Rebecca's further sexual adventures as she: submits to her best friend's mother, to get her permission for Eleanor also to become a community pet; seduces Eleanor again, this time so her mother can catch them in the act; gets Eleanor's mother off in front of Eleanor; at an initiation/training for Rebecca and Eleanor, learns how her own mother had been recently seduced into the housewife lesbian community; has sex with her mother: oral, vaginal and anal, both giving and receiving; establishes a domme/sub relationship with her mother - taking turns for who's in charge. Lastly, Kimmy fantasizes about dominating and seducing her unpleasant Aunt Beth as she masturbates with a bratwurst.
In part 6: 1950s: Munching the Cheerleaders, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother's senior year as she questions her fading relationship with her best friend, tries to handle all her commitments (school, boyfriend and being a housewives' pet) and even spends a night with three popular cheerleaders. Lastly, this leads to Kimmy realizing she needs to spend more time with her best friend Julia.
In part 7: 1950s: Naughty Bride-to-Be, our protagonist, now pregnant, must repent as she prepares for her wedding... although her tasks to repent tend to include a lot of pussy and some cock.
In part 8: 1950s: On Her Wedding Day, our protagonist learns about her great grandmother's actual wedding day, which was an amazing sex-filled day, including rendezvous with a variety of women and a couple of lucky men. Her great grandmother then orders Kimmy to help herself to a major gift she will cherish greatly ... which Kimmy interprets as helping herself to her math teacher Mrs. Walker, which takes us to part 9.
In part 9: 1950s: Pregnant Slut, our protagonist attempts to seduce Mrs. Walker at school, but she's interrupted just as she goes for the kill. Frustrated, she goes home and reads the story of her nine months pregnant great grandmother being fucked by her own sister, and then becoming a complete cum bucket for numerous doctors at the hospital just a few hours after giving birth. The chapter ends with our protagonist heading for Mrs. Walker's house, determined to turn her teacher into her lesbian plaything.
In part 10: 1950s: Tit Attention, Kimmy seduces Mrs. Walker and then reads about her great-grandmother and her obsession with having her tits milked.
In part 11: 1960s: A Gangbang, Kimmy gets a friend's stepmom, but the real focus is on her great grandmother, where after moving away from the wicked community where she was a complete sexual slave, she tries to go clean. But a wild gangbang returns Rebecca back into her natural sexually submissive persona, and starts her journey into a wild suburban 1960s housewife.
In part 12, 1960s: A Neighbour, Kimmy starts planting some seeds with her mother, and Rebecca gets drawn back into the world of lesbian submission with her pretty new neighbour Patty.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing.
Note 4: Normal text font is present day; Bold is Kimmy flashing back to one of her own sexual encounters or fantasizing about one; italics is the scrapbook story of our hero Rebecca.
Note 5: Also, please note that although I've tried to make the main characters look the same as far as possible in the illustrations, the photos were selected from a massive collection from Rebecca's website. Thus, there will often be subtle differences (freckles, breast size, etc.). That said, I don't believe it should hinder your enjoyment of the story.
Note 6: Of course, all characters in the story are 18 years of age or older.
1960s: A Threesome
Super horny, the next day I went into full seduction mode. The cute church minister's daughter and band geek Silvia was just too adorable to resist. So after school, with Mrs. Walker playing lookout (sorta, she was more like perving on us), I seduced the ripe eighteen-year-old in the band room.

Yet even after a successful seduction, and multiple orgasms (a couple from Silvia and another two from Mrs. Walker), I was still horny, and I still needed to see what happened next in my great grandmother's sordid and wicked life... it was like a real life soap opera... a real life sexual soap opera.
.....
So, following a single afternoon with Patty, everything changed... again!
I constantly craved pussy.
I continually craved submission.
I incessantly craved attention.
For the next week... each weekday... while my husband was at work, and my daughter Mellissa was at school... I was Patty's lesbian slave.
And I loved every minute of it.
The following Monday:
Patty had me get naked and pose for her again.
"Like this?" I asked.
"Yes, but spread your legs wider," she ordered. "I want to see everything you've got."

"Yes, Mistress," I responded, a rush of adrenaline coursing through me with each order she gave me, each order I obeyed, and repeatedly uttering my favourite phrase, "Yes, Mistress."
She fastened her strap-on back onto her slim figure, went behind me, and fucked me good.
"Oh yes, fuck me," I moaned.
"Now shut up and fuck, slut," she ordered, making me bounce back on her cock.

"Yes, yes, yes Mistress," I babbled, as pleasure consumed me... her cock much bigger than Steve's, and her ability to fuck way better than his too.
She didn't make love to me, she fucked me.
She wasn't gentle, she pounded me.
She used me as a slut, nothing more.
"You like it rough, don't you, slut?" she asked.
"Yes Mistress, I love when you fuck me deep, hard and rough," I moaned. I then added for reasons I wasn't even sure of, "Way better than my husband."
"Because your only purpose in life is to be a slut, isn't it?" she asked, continuing to pound me from behind.
"Yes Mistress, that's my only purpose," I agreed, as I allowed the pleasure just to take over.
A few more deep hard thrusts, and she asked, "You're a lezzie slut, aren't you?"
"Y-yes, ma'am," I moaned, to the woman only a couple years older than I was.

"And I own this pussy," she continued.
"Yes ma'am, my pussy is all yours," I agreed.
"And henceforward, you'll eat any pussy I offer you," she added, as she really pounded my pussy.
"Yes. Yes, Mistress, I'll eat every cunt in the community that you direct me towards," I agreed willingly, like I always did in the heat of the moment with an orgasm imminent .
"And you'll service any cock, too," she added.
"Yes, I'll fuck all your young friends, too. My pussy wants all your cocks and cum," I declared, as my orgasm crashed into me just from thinking about that... and recalling my recent gangbang.

"Did I give you fucking permission to come?" she demanded, pulling out of my pussy and giving my ass a painful smack.
"Sorry, Mistress," I apologized, even as I enjoyed the pleasure pulsations of my orgasm.
"You only fucking come with my permission," she scolded, next slapping my pussy, which made me moan with pleasure.
"Yes, Mistress, I understand." I said, even as wetness gushed out of me.
"Because of your disobedience, you don't get any pussy today," she said, and stormed out furiously.
TUESDAY
Patty barged into my house and asked bluntly when she found me folding laundry in my bedroom, "Are you going to be an obedient slut today?"
"Yes, Mistress," I said, craving her pussy and more verbal abuse, but also to know I was on her good side again.
"Good," she said. "You didn't get to eat me yesterday, so I had to fuck my husband instead."
"I'm so sorry," I said, knowing she had no interest in her husband, except as a source of revenue.
"Of course he didn't come close to getting me off," she sighed, as she got undressed.
"I can rectify that for you," I offered, "getting you off is my specialty," and once she was naked, she got onto my bed and spread her legs.
"I want multiple orgasms, slut," she said.
"If you want, I'll eat your sweet peach all day, Mistress," I said, as I went between her legs and buried my face in her pussy.
"Oh, yes I do," she moaned, as my tongue made contact.
And so I did.
Over the next hour... I brought her off five times....
As I lapped up her fifth and final orgasm for now, she said, giving me a rare compliment, "You're so good at that!"

"Mmmmmmm," I moaned in response, getting as much satisfaction from giving pleasure as I did when receiving it.
"So good," she moaned, as I lapped up the last of her juices.
WEDNESDAY
The next day Patty didn't show up until mid-afternoon, when she fucked me good, reminding me of my earlier telling her that Steve didn't satisfy me in bed any more than her husband ever satisfied her.
"You did tell me Steve doesn't ever take care of your needs, didn't you?" she asked, after she'd fucked me to three orgasms.
"Not sure," I responded, in a complete daze from being fucked so damn good, hard, and long.

Two more orgasms later, I was utterly spent, but she didn't stop getting me off. I pleaded, my pussy so oversensitive by now, "I can't cum anymore... I'm too sore and tired. Don't."
As she ate my pussy as hungrily as I ate hers, she ordered, "Just cum for me, slut. Dirty lez."

"Ooooooh," I moaned.
Once I came, she left me lying there in a muddled mess... so exhausted I could barely get dressed before my daughter Melissa got home from school.
THURSDAY
My daily sexual encounters were enthralling... exciting.... and exhausting.
Steve asked why I was so tired. I told him it was just that time of month, even though if he paid attention at all, he'd know that was just over a week ago.
Like everyone else in my life except Patty, he was oblivious... and although I should have been happy about that... it actually annoyed me.
Anyway, that's irrelevant, because his role was only to make enough money to look after Melissa and me, and my role was to perform my domestic wifely duties. His marital duties didn't include pleasing me sexually, and mine didn't include pleasing him. Although I did allow him to rut on me occasionally, just to keep the peace.
"Hungry?" Patty asked, sauntering into my house just after lunchtime.
"I've just had lunch, but I could use some dessert," I grinned eagerly.
"I know just what you want," she said, sauntering through the living room and to my bedroom. (Sometimes she liked to fuck me in the living room, and other times in my bedroom.)
Once we were naked, she said, as she got onto all fours and wiggled her perfect ass at me, "This bed needs some action."
"In our house, it's pretty much just for sleeping," I said, as I got behind her and buried my face in her pussy... a position I hadn't done much in my many, many, many, times dining on a pussy. I had to crane my neck a little to get to that that delicious pussy.
"Then you and I will have to make sure this bed gets the workout it deserves."
This made me think of the massive gangbang I'd had with the landscapers, which made me smile... which reminded me of just how fucked up I was... reflecting on that gangbang made my pussy tingle, so eating this pussy was all I wanted to do at the moment. "Mmmmmmm," I purred, as I parted her wet pussy lips, and enjoyed her sweet scent and tantalizing taste.
"How do I taste, slut?" she asked.
"Heavenly," I answered, which was the truth.
"Then worship your goddess," she moaned.
Yes, that was corny, but it made me smile... while reflecting on the glorious sins I'd committed with my new sister-in-law in a church on my wedding day.
"Mmmmmmm," I repeated, less talk, more action, please. I licked her pussy, loving the sound of her moans.
I spent a few minutes of slow, leisurely licking, just enjoying the nectar of her peach. "Mmm, yeah, that's nice," she moaned.
I loved both devouring a pussy and having my face ridden, just as much as a lengthy, meandering exploration of a pussy.
A moment later she instructed me, "But don't forget my ass."

"Of course, Mistress," I replied, not enjoying ass eating as much... although a sweaty, tangy asshole did have a sweet, unique taste and fragrance. It being so taboo and wrong always enhanced my pleasure in the task.
I pulled her ass cheeks apart a little, admiring her rosebud before swirling my tongue around it.
"Mmmmmm, you nasty slut," she moaned, as I bathed her puckered tiny hole.
As I licked and licked, I asked, "Does that feel good?"

"Oooh," she moaned, clearly enjoying my tongue bathing her butt hole. "Stick your tongue in."
I did as she requested, probing the best I could into the usually out only hole, only managing to poke a little way into the tight pucker.
"You're such a dirty girl," she moaned.
"And you've got such a deliciously tight asshole," I said, always wanting her to know how much I enjoyed being her submissive pet.
"A lot tighter than your gaping shit hole," she said wickedly, the term 'shit hole' so much nastier than the words ass or asshole.
"I imagine so," I responded. It would never be the same again, after that wild gangbang last summer. (I should note that on occasion or one another of those men would stop by and drop a load into my mouth, pussy or ass... which would continue happening pretty much a couple times a month throughout the rest of the 60s).
"Yeah, you love getting that fat ass of yours plugged, don't you, whore?" she asked, as I probed her ass.
"Yes, Mistress," I admitted, "I love sucking dick, getting fucked, and having my ass drilled. But mostly I love eating pussy."
"So you prefer women to men?" she asked.
"One hundred percent," I answered. Sure, getting fucked and dominated by someone of any gender was a turn on, but nothing was more exhilarating than being a completely submissive pet to another woman, and especially eating her pussy.
"Mmmmmm," she said, as she flipped onto her back and spread her legs. "I like the way you think! Now get me off. I need to come, so bad."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, diving in eagerly, and shifting from slow and leisurely, to aggressive and hungry.
"Fuck, you're so good at that," she moaned, as her hand went to the back of my head and pulled me deeper between her legs and into her oasis of wetness.
"I've had lots of practice," I confessed, recalling my wild senior year in high school, and the plethora of pussies I'd eaten... including my own mother's... and after telling her I'd never do that again after Melissa was born, I now knew I would in a heartbeat, the very next time she came to visit.



"And you'll get lots more practice with me and some others," she promised, as she began grinding on my face.
"Mmmmmm," I responded in a muffled voice, keeping my tongue extended, and enjoying the face wash.
A couple minutes later she erupted on my face, and I lapped up as much of the sweet cum as I could reach. One she'd recovered, she ordered, "Get on all fours and wait for me to come back."
I did as she ordered, as she left the room. She returned a couple of minutes later, wearing a strap-on.
"Want to get fucked?" she asked.
"Yes please, Mistress," I answered, my pussy on fire after the lengthy pussy eating session.
"How about in the ass?" she specified, as she went behind me, and I noticed the dick was already slathered in lube.
"Whichever hole you'd prefer to fuck this time," I responded, my subservient nature on complete cruise control. A dick in the ass always felt uncomfortable, and it even usually hurt at first, but by the end, I typically had amazing orgasms, once the pain morphed into pleasure.
"Good answer, you sexy slut," she said, slapping my ass.
"Then go ahead and shove that dick in my shit hole," I said, looking back at her, and sounding as slutty as possible.
She pressed the fat cock against my asshole and warned, ""This one might hurt a little bit, so hold as still as you can."
"I can take it," I said, as I felt the cock head poking against my asshole.
"Oh, I know you can," she said, as she admired my ass, the dick barging past my anal defenses, "Mmm... such a tight ass you've got..."

"Ahhhhgh," I moaned, as it spread my ass wide open. I could feel her wedding ring on my ass. The pain was more intense than I'd anticipated, my youthful exuberance faded a little, and I whimpered, "E-easy... please... slow... slow."
"Don't worry, Becca," she said, as the cock kept slowly progressing deeper inside me. "I don't want to make this asshole into a gaping hole."
"Thaaaaanks," I whimpered, as her body now rested against my backside... the entire dick inside my asshole.
"Yes, it's such a great ass," she said, as she slowly began fucking me.
"Oh," I moaned, as the cock went in and out of me... the pain burning... but some pleasure ever so gradually rising.
"Yes, you're the perfect pet," she said, as she slowly fucked me.
After a couple of minutes... the pleasure began usurping the pain... and I moaned, "I can take harder now, Mistress, please fuck my asshole harder."
"As you wish," she said, her hands firmly grasping my hips as she began fucking me faster, although still not slamming into me and really pounding me.
"Oh yes, fuck, just like that, just like that," I moaned, the pleasure increasing with each pump.
"Take my cock, slut. Take it all," she instructed, not that I had any choice... she was the one in charge.
"Oh yes, I love your cock in my ass," I declared, as I bounced back on her dick, indeed taking it all.
"Oh, yeah, bounce on that cock," she ordered, "ride that cock in your slutty ass."
"Oh fuck, yes," I moaned, as I really rode that dick in my ass, taking it as deep as I possibly could.
"Such a nasty slut."
"More! More names," I moaned, as my orgasm rose quickly.
"You like being my lesbian fuck toy, don't you?"
"Yes, yes! I love being your lesbian fuck toy," I agreed. "Your pussy-munching next door neighbour, your cock-taking slut, your mindless submissive pet."
"Shit, you're the nastiest slut I've ever turned," she said.
"I want to be the raunchiest whore you've ever had," I declared. My orgasm was so close, I dared to ask, "May I come, Mistress?" I didn't correct her about turning me, even though I'd already been turned long ago. During my senior year in high school and for a good while afterwards before moving here, I'd been a full-time community pet, constantly fulfilling all manner of sexual requirements no matter how extreme, very much like what I was looking forward to doing in this new community.
"Since you've been such a good little slut today, you certainly may," she approved generously.
"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, furiously riding the dick in my ass, bringing a hand to my clit and rubbing it furiously.
"Now, you dumb slut, come right now, you slutty ass whore," she demanded, slapping my ass again.
"Fuuuuuuck!" I screamed, as the litany of names... the fucking in my ass... the rubbing of my clit... had my orgasm cascading through me.
"There you go," she said, as I collapsed forward and felt my wetness gushing out of me and soaking my bedspread... which I would definitely have to wash before Steve got home.
"Oh fuck." I groaned weakly, the intensity of the orgasm having usurped the energy from my entire body.
She slapped my ass yet again and said, "See you tomorrow, slut."
"Thank you, Mistress," I said, as I lay there in the afterglow of euphoria.
Twenty minutes later, the bedspread was in the machine and I was talking to my mother on the phone... she was coming to visit next weekend! During which I hoped to reignite my prior incestuous affair with her.
FRIDAY
Patty came over and surprised me just a few minutes after my daughter left for school, and after making me get undressed, she pushed me onto the couch, spread my legs open, and admired my pussy. One thing about Patty that made her unique to most of my Mistresses in the past, although not all of them, was that she enjoyed eating pussy... and she was damn good at it!
She teased my pussy lips with her fingers... flicked my clit a couple of times... and said, obviously appreciating my pussy as much as I did hers, "Mmm... there's that sweet, juicy cunt I love. But it looks sad."

At first I though that was a weird thing to say... even as I felt her hot breath on my pussy, yet I realized it was sad... it needed her tongue probing inside of it, or one of her dicks fucking it. At this moment, it needed to be fucked. I replied, "Yes, Mistress. That's because it's empty. I need you to fuck me."
"You do, do you?" she smiled, looking up at me from between my legs.
"Yes, Mistress, I love when you fuck me like I'm a cheap slut," I replied.
"Well, who could resist that offer?" she asked, before she sucked on my clit and tugged on it with her lips.
"Oh, fuuuuuuck!" I screamed, the sudden pleasure making my legs stiffen, and a rush of adrenaline shoot up my back.
She stood up and began to take her pants off, "But... first things first, isn't that right?"
"Yes, of course, ma'am," I responded, my pussy on fire, and now my mouth watering with anticipation.

As she finished getting undressed, I admired her beauty, in awe of how lucky I was to have found someone who saw past my bubbly, domestic housewifery and could see the real me... the unbridled submissive slut.
Once undressed, she got onto the couch, spread her legs, and offered me her sweet pussy. I needed no instructions. I knelt before her, leaned into the junction between her legs, extended my tongue, and licked... inhaling her intoxicating scent, allowing it to flow into me.
"You love the scent of my pussy, don't you?" she asked.
"It's the most intoxicating scent ever," I said, inhaling another waft.
"Good girl," she purred.
"Thank you, Mistress," I said, taking yet another deep breath, welcoming her scent deep inside me before I began licking.
"Ohhhhh," she moaned, "that's my obedient pet."
As I licked, she added, "You're getting so good."

"I'm the best," I corrected her, very confident about my tongue lapping mastery.
"Oh, you think so?" she asked.
"I know so," I continued airing my smug persona... knowing there were very few cunt-lickers as skilled as I was.
"You're making me into a believer," she laughed playfully.
"Consider me your full-time champion pussy licker," I said, before focusing on bringing her to an amazing orgasm.
For five or ten minutes, I lavishly licked... exploring every crevice of her entire pussy region, including her pretty asshole.
As her orgasm got close, I was very gifted at creating a slow burn orgasm (God Kimmy, I wish I had the opportunity to prove this to you in person), and I could sense when to go for the kill. She moaned, "Right there, slave, make your Mistress cum."
Those were the words telling me to shift into climax mode, and I said, "Your pussy is so yummy," which I knew sounded like I was a bimbo... but for pussy, I was a bimbo.

I was soon rewarded with my daily treat, when her juices flowed out of her and into my wide-open mouth.
A couple minutes later, she gently pushed my head away and said. "You really are good."
"I know," I smiled, looking up at her with her wetness on my lips.
"Want to get fucked?" she asked, standing up.
"Always," I answered.
"Good," she said, as she grabbed her harness. "So now you get a little reward."

"Yummy," I repeated the silly expression.
Once the strap-on was firmly tightened onto her body, she slid the cock into my mouth.
I sucked like a good girl for a couple minutes, before she pushed me onto my back, spread my legs, and slid inside my pussy.
"You're already soaking wet," she noticed, as she began fucking me.
"I always am after pleasing you," I replied, which was the truth. My pussy always leaked just from pleasing someone else.
"Such a slut you are," she said, as she began fucking me.
"Oh, yes, fuck me, Mistress," I moaned, as she slammed into me... hard and deep.
"I don't think I'll ever get tired of fucking you," Patty said. She was using a larger strap-on than she had with me in the past.
"Ooooh... ow... so big," I moaned, the wide dildo spreading my pussy almost painfully.

"I bet you've taken bigger ones," she said, not slowing down.
"Yes, but not for several years, and nobody wields one like you do," I moaned, loving to have a friend like Patty who understood exactly what I needed.
"Don't forget it," she said, as she looked up at the clock.
"What?" I asked.
"Oh, nothing," she said, in a tone that revealed it was definitely something.
"Okay," I said, figuring that I had very little say in whatever it was.
"Let's move to the couch," she said, "my knees weren't made for this."
"You can fuck me anywhere and anyhow you want," I said, obeying her order, and actually preferring being bent over a couch rather than lying on the floor.
"Oh, I plan on it," she said, as she got behind me and slid into me from behind.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck my slutty hole," I moaned.
"Tell me how much you love my fucking you," she ordered, after a couple minutes of good fucking.
"I love it, Mistress, I love being your mindless... bimbo... housewife... slave," I declared, loving her dick pounding me from behind.

"Oh my God," a voice said.
My eyes went wide as Patty said while she pulled out of me, "HI, Beth. You're right on time."
"I can't believe this," Beth said, as Patty got off the couch, and I attempted to cover myself up... shame coursing through me at getting caught having sex with my next door neighbour... and painfully aware of the slutty words I'd just uttered.
"Can't believe what?" Patty asked.
"Sorry, but I'm confused. She's your friend?" Beth asked, perplexed.
"My best friend," she agreed, making me feel oddly good about myself. "She and I have a special arrangement."

"What kind of arrangement?" Beth asked.
"Rebecca is my submissive slut slave whenever we're having sex, and she's my best friend the rest of the time. Isn't that right, my pet?" Patty asked, as she unstrapped her strap-on.
"Yes, Mistress," I admitted sheepishly.
"Don't pretend you don't love being my pussy-munching, cock-taking slut," Patty admonished me. "We both know you're a nasty slut who'll eat any pussy that's offered to you, won't you?"
"Yes, Mistress," I answered, still embarrassed, but knowing from my past what was about to happen.
"You're welcome to join in," Patty offered.
"How do you mean?" Beth asked, seemingly still innocent to the Wicked Ways of Patty. (Sounds like the title to a novel, doesn't it? Believe me, if she ever wrote her memoirs, that could very well be the title.)

"Isn't it obvious?" Patty asked.
"I'm still a little confused," Beth said.
"Rebecca will do anything I tell her to," Patty explained. "Won't you, slut?"
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, pushing away my shame.
"Seriously?" Beth said, looking about as bewildered as I imagine she ever could look.
Patty walked up to me and ordered, "Alright, slave. Open up those legs." And then while I obeyed, she added, "Wide."
"Y-yes," I stammered, a chill going up my spine at the order and the situation. So far as I knew, Beth was a perfect stranger. Except that Patty had obviously been expecting her, and she knew at least a little bit about me. [Kimmy, even though she was your Aunt Beth's namesake, this Beth was a lot nicer, and even prettier than the one you know.]

"Gosh," Beth gasped, as I spread my legs wide, like a cheap, mindless slut.
As Beth came over to me, taking a look at... or rather into my pussy, she said, stunned, "She did it."

Patty chuckled a little, "Of course. She's a slut. So now... show Beth your merchandise."
"Mistress?" I asked, unsure of what she meant.
"Bend over and show our guest both of your fuck holes," Patty said, as if it should have been obvious, even to an idiot like myself.
"Oh yes, Mistress," I said, and as I turned around, bent over and spread my wet pussy lips, I asked, "Can you both see all right? My dirty holes?"

"Jesus!" Beth said.
"You'll be screaming the Lord's name over and over once my slut gets you off," Patty said. "Let's take this party into the bedroom."
"Yes Mistress," I said, and once we were in my bedroom, which was getting a lot of use recently other than sleeping, and suddenly feeling excited, getting pulled into the wicked affair and my natural submissiveness, I looked at Beth and offered as I rested back against the pillows and spread my legs, "Do what you want with me. My body belongs to Patty... and now you, if she wishes."

"Oh my," Beth said, just standing in place and gawking at me.
Patty urged, "Go ahead. There's nothing like a mid-morning orgasm."

Beth pondered... staring at me a la deer in the headlights... then back to Patty... before she began getting undressed.
"Trust me, this is will be life-changing," Patty assured her.
"I'm not sure about this," Beth said, even though she was now naked.
"You won't regret it, Patty promised. "Just go and sit on her face."
I settled down onto my back, to allow her to do that.
"I don't know," Beth still hesitated.
"Go," Patty said, gently pushing her towards the bed.
"Just come and sit on my face, Beth," I said. "I guarantee I'll give you pleasure like your husband has never given you."
"This is so wrong," Beth said, even though she got onto the bed.
"But soon it will feel so right," Patty assured her, as Beth straddled my face.
"Such a pretty pussy," I said, as she slowly lowered it onto my face.
"Now show her what a world class cunt licking feels like," Patty instructed me flatteringly.
"Can do, Mistress," I rose to the occasion, immediately beginning to lick her pussy. It was already slightly wet.
"Oh my," Beth moaned.
"That's it, just allow her to get you off," Patty said.
"God, this is wrong on so many levels," Beth moaned after a couple minutes, as my tongue did what it did best. "But it feels amazing!"

A couple minutes later, I was lapping up her cum... she was a real gusher... as she bellowed, "Oh my fucking God!"
"Told you," Patty said smugly.
A few minutes later, the women double-teamed me, and Beth discovered her own lesbian side by tasting her very first pussy and getting me off.

Beth got comfortable with this new Wonderland pretty quickly, and a few minutes later, she was even sodomizing me!




The following Monday, Beth fucked my pussy for the first time.

Tuesday she sat on my face in her own house (which was only a few doors down the street), while she chatted with her mother on the phone.

Wednesday I was sent to a nearby lake by Patty, where I was spit-roasted by two construction workers (men), who really fucked me good.

Thursday Patty brought over a pretty coed for me to service... I ate her on my bed without ever even learning her name.

Friday Beth and Patty decided to find out how many orgasms they could give me in a single day. The grand total: 24.

Even the weekend didn't feature some time off... since I went down on Beth in her backyard, finishing just a few minutes before the entire neighborhood (all the women, anyway) trouped in for a barbeque.

Over the next few months, Beth really grew into her newfound power... fucking me even more than Patty.
Her favourite pastime was fucking my ass.

I also serviced a fair amount of cock (meat, not plastic). The mailman caught sight of me getting sodomized through a window, and henceforward every Tuesday I was required to blow him to keep him quiet about it. His dick was small, but his seed was a real salty-sweet treat.

A few days before my twenty-eighth birthday, Patty and Beth gave me an epic birthday present... a six-person anal train... all six guys being college studs.


Then, the day before my birthday, while I was getting my daily dose of Patty and Beth's pussies and fucking, my mother came into my house, unexpectedly arriving a day early, to witness me back in my full submissive lesbian mode. Needless to say, given our sexually adventurous and incestuous past together, she was surprised, but certainly not horrified in the least.

A few minutes later, Mom and I were both on our knees, kissing, as she too took some plastic cock in her ass.
It was a wild day, and a great birthday celebration, while Mommy and I rekindled our incestuous relationship.
Anyway, that was probably way too many details for a single story. This relationship continued for several years until I decided to get a job once Melissa was older... but that tale will have to be told in the next chapter. (As I write this, your mother seems to be in the mood to be sodomized... have you plowed your Mommy's ass yet?... if not, why not? Remember the magic words: 'Sit, pet.').
.....
My pussy was on fire... I closed my eyes and imagined Mrs. Walker fucking my mother... which made me come in no time.

I was still recovering from my orgasm when my cell rang. I closed the scrapbook, deciding I would save her next story for tomorrow.
THE END OF 1960S: A THREESOME
COMING NEXT: 1960S: AT WORK.
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Halloween Bisexual Orgy
For the past ten years, once a year, on Halloween, Stephen and Allison drove six hours away from their very small and conservative town to a farm to meet up with Scott and Cynthia for a swingers' foursome.
This being the ten-year anniversary of their first encounter, Cynthia had promised Allison she had a Halloween treat guaranteed to make one of her top fantasies come true. But she refused to tell her swap-sister what it was, and the anticipation was getting to Allison, as all sorts of naughty things kept coming to mind.
During the past nine years, they usually just swapped husbands, but each year the lesbian aspect had increased from kissing, to feeling each other up, to fingering each other, to fucking each other with toys and in the last two years, doing a 69 as the men recovered from their first loads.
While they only saw each other once a year, Allison and Cynthia chatted on the phone regularly and shared fantasies, so Cyn had plenty to choose from, including some Ally hadn't told her own husband.
Since it was a Halloween gathering and they'd first met in person at a costume party, they'd built a tradition of dressing in complementary costumes for their get togethers. Of course, the costumes they wore for each other had also gotten racier over the years, just like the girl-girl sex. This year they agreed the theme would be Marvel after last year's Flintstones' theme where Cynthia dressed as Betty, Scott as Barney, Stephen as Fred and Allison as Wilma. A highlight had been Allison/Wilma, after taking the first load from Barney, making a slight costume change and coming back out as Wilma's daughter Pebbles, all grown up and ready to also screw her father's best friend. Scott had really Bam-Bamed her hard that time.
While all four sincerely loved their spouses, each also loved something about the other's spouse. Something blatantly sexual.
Stephen loved Cynthia's 40DD tits as he was a tit man, but his wife was an average 34B. One regular highlight for him was running his 8-slender-inches in between Cynthia's succulent globes.
Scott, conversely, loved Allison's thick thighs and fat booty... loving the way her ass cheeks bounced as fucked her from behind. The fact that Allison did the one thing his wife wouldn't do... anal... also helped. While his wife had huge tits, she was a petite thing and couldn't take the rough poundings that Allison could.
Allison meanwhile, loved Scott's cock. At seven inches, it was actually shorter than her husband's, but it was fat as fuck. In fact, she called it Thor's Hammer. The fact he was built like Thor and drop dead gorgeous also enhanced her libido. Lastly, unlike her husband who just couldn't pull off a dominant persona, Scott knew how to treat her like a slut.
Lastly, while Cynthia enjoyed the extra inch Stephen had over her husband, what she really loved was his attention to detail. He was the best male pussy eater she had ever experienced; he bathed her tits with excessive attention, something her husband had come to take for granted over the years, and basically worshipped her entire body.
This year, as another sign of how this relationship had expanded each member's personal sexuality, Stephen decided to finally let his biggest fantasy... to dress like a girl... come out. He didn't want to suck a cock or get fucked or anything, although those curiosities did occasionally pop up in his fantasies.
He'd been wondering how to present this idea to his wife, when the two factors already unique to this year gave him an idea. Allison's choice to dress as a very sexy version of Captain Marvel and how clearly excited yet frustrated she was by Cynthia's promised surprise.
The idea had made him uncharacteristically join his thirty-five-year-old bride, one year older than him, on her annual search for costumes. "You know," he said, "for me you'd usually pick out your character's husband or love interest, like me being Fred to your Wilma last year. But in the current movies, Captain Marvel doesn't really have a love interest."
"True," pondered Allison. "But in the comics doesn't she get with War Machine?"
"Rhodey Rhodes, yeah, I think so. But a War Machine or Iron Man costume wouldn't really be good for our costume party, would it?"
"No, no it wouldn't it," she agreed, recognizing that soft lycra would always beat hard plastic when it came time to get busy.
"But don't a lot of people think Carol Danvers is or should be bisexual if not a full-fledged lesbian? What if I went as your female love interest?"
"Pardon?" Allison asked, not sure she heard him properly.
"Wouldn't it be funny if I dressed as a woman?" he said. "If Cynthia's got some big surprise lined up, how about we play our own Halloween trick by me showing up as Valkyrie or maybe Black Widow?"
Allison pondered for a bit. Usually, Stephen avoided participating in the costume choosing, which was actually kind of annoying. This year, however, she'd insisted he take part and had been pretty surprised when he'd agreed without any whining. And now he was offering a pretty unique solution to a question that had actually been stumping her: which Avenger should her non-body-builder husband be?
"Think it would be funny?" he asked again.
"It could be interesting," she mused. Then she was struck by a thought: her husband had a real thing for nylons and even last year when she was dressed as a Stone Age Flintstone, he'd insisted she wear nylons even though they were not invented for centuries after that... Cynthia too, although she'd never had a problem with his fetish. Now Allison wondered if he was doing this just to be able to finally wear them himself. Before she could finish that thought, he piped up again.
"Yeah, fuck it, let's do it," he enthused, like he was trying to paint himself into a questionable corner before good sense stopped him from pulling off a good, albeit risqué, stunt.
Allison looked around and said, "I'm not sure I see a Black Widow outfit here."
"Let me figure it out," Stephen said, having already looked into it and had all the items he would need in a basket in his Amazon account.
"You sure?" Allison asked skeptically.
"You have never been what I would call," she paused pondering the right word to say, "reliable when it comes to being organized."
"Trust me," he said, knowing that was true, "I have this all figured out."
"You already have it figured out?" she questioned.
"I mean I will," he corrected, not wanting her to know he had been thinking about this for a while.
"Okay," she said, "but if you are not dressed up in theme, I'm not going to wear nylons with my very sexy costume."
"I'll be dressed," he said, thinking how hot his wife would look in nylons with a Captain Marvel costume.
"Okay," she nodded, as they headed out after purchasing the costume for her.
.....
Stephen and Allison took Halloween off, like they always did; stopped at a terrible looking diner on the side of the road in the middle of nowhere for lunch and had an amazing meal like they always did; stopped at an adult store in the last city before the farm and purchased a couple of new toys like they always did, before arriving at the farm just after six.
The couple were greeted by Scott living up to Allison always calling his cock Thor's hammer by dressing up as Thor... an outfit that made Allison's pussy dampen as it showcased his built frame a like a construction worker... which made sense since he had worked on the farm since he was twelve.
Meanwhile, Cynthia was dressed as Wanda Maximoff in all red. However, this Scarlet Witch's skirt was cut open in the front to expose red lace panties and thigh high stockings for Stephen.
They had a drink and a pot gummy, like they had the past couple of years which definitely made the girls kinkier and had led to their first 69... before Stephen and Allison went to the guestroom to change into their outfits. Allison's was way too slutty for public consumption, and she hadn't been so sure about Stephen going into the diner and stores in drag. Plus, Stephen had said he wanted to keep his outfit a secret until the last moment... including from his wife.
Stephen went to the attached bathroom and began to put on his outfit. He was slim for a guy his height, at 150 pounds and not overly built, and as such had more than once been called feminine in his looks. He had always hated that but for this special occasion he'd decided to test just how feminine he could be since he had begun to wonder what it would be like to be treated like a female, to be ogled and objectified and perceived as nothing more than a receptacle for men's attentions and desires. Not that he wanted to experience the physical aftermath of that attention, of course, just the attention itself.
"What's taking so long?" Allison asked through the bathroom door, her own outfit taking very little time to get into. One of the perks of slut day, which is what her dad always called Halloween, there wasn't much to the outfits (especially considering the ridiculous cost of them).
"Looking pretty takes time," he answered, as he put the black thigh high stockings on the legs he had shaved last night and miraculously kept from his wife... even saying no to sex since he wanted to be, "fully loaded for Cynthia."
"You never appreciated that line when I used it," she pointed out.
"Well, now I understand what girls go through to look good for a bunch of hairy brutes," he said, looking at the red painted toenails he had done himself that morning in their home office after watching a few YouTube videos.
"Those are words I never thought you would say," Allison joked. "Well, do you need any help to finish up, Natasha?" she teased, trying to picture her husband as the deadly femme fatale.
"Just go back to the living room," Stephen said, "and instead of Natasha, you can call me Stephanie."
"Stephanie?" Allison questioned.
"Yes," he replied, as he caressed his own nylon-clad legs.
"Okay," she said, shaking her head as she headed to the party. She could definitely use another drink.
It took almost another twenty minutes later before Stephen was all dolled up, including make-up and wig... YouTube videos again showing him the way to transformation. As he admired himself in the mirror, he was shocked at just how feminine and pretty he looked. He adjusted his dick in the thong he was wearing, wondering if maybe he shouldn't have opted for a man's banana hammock, but unable to deny how wrongly sexy it looked to see his swelling manhood wrapped in ladies' lace. Literally and figuratively girding his loins, he sauntered out.
He walked into the room and his wife gasped. "Jesus, Stephen, I mean Stephanie, you look hot."
"Yes, she does," Cynthia agreed. "What do you think, Scott? Isn't Stephanie hot?"
"Holy shit," Scott said, as his fuck friend did a little strut, even spinning around to showcase his bubble butt in his thong.
"I'll take that as a yes," Cynthia smiled.
"I plead the fifth," Scott joked, as the doorbell rang... even as he had to admit to himself, he would tap that.
"Ooooh, perfect timing," Cynthia said, all excited. "The big surprise is here," she said, stressing the word big.
Stephen's eyes went wide. He trusted Scott and Cynthia and felt safe exploring this secret fantasy with them, but he sure didn't want to have anyone else see him crossdressing.
Allison was a little nervous too, although more curious, as Cynthia left to get the door.
A moment later Cynthia returned leading a very good-looking black man dressed in a Black Panther outfit... the tight fabric doing very little to hide his monster cock.
"Oh my," Allison said, her nervousness fading quickly as the fantasy of being with a black man immediately took over. Cynthia and she had talked about their mutual BBC fantasy on multiple occasions. Her husband also knew it was a big fantasy of hers and the majority of porn they watched was interracial with some big black cock pounding a white woman... or an Asian woman (as they both agreed Asian women were more authentic for their love of cock).
"I knew you'd like the surprise," Cynthia said, as Stephen stood there surprised and suddenly feeling pretty insecure. "This is our friend, Godfrey."
"Well, hello, Godfrey," Allison purred, walking over to him, and taking his hand... already deciding she was going to fuck him.
"Hello," he said in a sexy, deep voice.
"And this is my husband Stephen," Allison introduced and then corrected herself, "although today he only goes by Stephanie."
Stephen/Stephanie could feel his cheeks burn red with humiliation as he was introduced to this stranger as a woman, well, really, as a transvestite.
"Hello," Godfrey nodded, giving him just the slightest perplexed look. Then he looked over at Scott. "I thought you said he was straight?"
As Cynthia chortled, Scott said, "He is!" Then he looked his friend, his very pretty friend, slowly up and down and said, "Right, Stephen?"
The blush had moved down Stephen's neck now and he croaked out, "It's just a costume... Halloween..." then the words stopped.
"Halloween, yeah," drawled the black man. "I have no doubt I'd be seeing things a lot stranger if I was on duty tonight."
"Godfrey is a cop, and we hooked up a couple of months ago on Grindr," Cynthia said.
"Are you saying you made your BBC fantasy a reality and never told me?" Allison asked.
"I did," Cynthia said. "Multiple times."
"You selfish slut," Allison said.
"Believe me, I wanted to tell you so bad how amazing it is to be blacked by a massive black cock, but in the end, I decided it would be the perfect Halloween trick and treat to surprise you with Godfrey," Cynthia said.
"Well, I would have liked jilling myself to the idea for the past couple of months," Allison said, aggressively moving her hand to the black man's crotch. "But I do have to give you kudos for possibly the best Halloween treat ever."
"I knew you'd like it," Cynthia smirked.
"Do you mind?" Allison asked, as she dropped to her knees, not really giving the black stud time to respond as she pulled down his thin pants and allowed the huge, already hard cock to spring out. Everybody in the room instantly picked up that she wasn't asking her husband if he was okay with adding another man to swinger's night... instead she was coyly and rhetorically asking this sexy black man.
"Not at all," Godfrey said, used to white chicks drooling over his dick. Truth be told, women of all races loved his cock and so did the straight cock suckers and bottoms he fucked. One hundred percent bisexual, he enjoyed equally men and women... especially being a white woman's first or turning a straight black man into a cock sucker and bottom for him.
"So fucking big," Allison said, as she stroked the ten-inch long cock.
Stephen's slender, pale cock was hard as a rock as he watched his wife stroke the thick, black one. He knew it was her fantasy and he also secretly had his own fascination for black cock. He knew he wasn't gay or anything, he just found black cock to be very beautiful... like nylon legs... big tits... or a nice ass.
"Yeah, it's a great cock," Cynthia agreed, as she dropped to her knees beside Allison and said, "Suck it."
"Mmmmmmmm," Allison purred, as she opened her mouth and took the big black cock in between her lips... the dick stretching her mouth as it was easily the fattest cock she had ever pleasured.
"Cynthia can't get enough of Godfrey's cock," Scott said, surprised by how much it turned him on seeing his wife fuck another man... especially a black man with a much bigger cock than his.
"I see," Stephen said, still processing this shocking development as he watched his wife suck on a strange cock with joyous glee.
"I hope you're okay with this," Scott said as he saw the stunned look on his kind-of friend's face. Unlike the women who kept in touch throughout the year, Scott and Stephen only communicated when they met on this day. He added, "I told Cynthia that we should warn you in advance of springing Godfrey on you."
"My wife has always wanted to try a BBC," Stephen said philosophically, as he watched his wife really work over that big dick, while Cynthia sucked on his huge ball sac.
"Well, then she is in for a treat," Scott said, slightly relieved as he didn't want to end up not getting to fuck Allison. He only got to fuck a tight asshole once a year and he sure didn't want that rare opportunity taken from him.
"So it seems," Stephen said, his dick hard in this thong as he continued to watch his beautiful wife suck that huge, majestic cock.
"Yeah, since Cynthia tasted chocolate, in her words, she can't get enough," Scott said.
"You're okay with that?" Stephen asked, scared that such a big cock would make his wife not want him.
"It has spiced up our sex life greatly," he said. "We usually spit-roast her after he drops his first load." He didn't mention the fact he had also sucked Godfrey's cock a few times, ate the man's creampies regularly and during the past two encounters took it in the ass... that was agreed upon with his wife to stay just between them.
"Hot," Stephen said, the idea of spit-roasting his wife with this good-looking man or perhaps even double penetrating her was pretty hot. While she loved anal, she had resisted the temptation to get double penetrated even though she had promised she would consider it for tonight.
"Yeah, he comes over once a week," Scott admitted.
"Wow," Stephen said, as the two women were now sucking the cock together... their lips pressed together in unison as best they could.
"Want to fuck him?" Cynthia asked.
Allison turned to her husband and asked, perhaps a little too late after devouring the BBC, "Can I, Honey?"
"Sure," Stephen nodded, a growing part of him wanting to see her get fucked by a BBC and make her fantasy come true.
"You sure?" Allison questioned, looking at her husband with lust and yet concern, an odd mix while continuing to stroke the amazing dick she was already imagining pounding her pussy and destroying her ass.
"Yes, you have fantasized about this for a long time," Stephen said.
"Fuck us both," Cynthia said, as she got onto the oversized ottoman on all fours, her sad excuse of a skirt revealing she was no longer wearing the panties she'd had on when they'd arrived. "Get up here beside me, Ally."
Allison did as instructed, always liking being told what to do, even though Stephen wasn't that good at it.
"Come blacken our BBC virgin, Godfrey," Cynthia said, as the two white asses were bent over and ready for dick.
"Let's sit down and watch," Scott suggested.
"All right," Stephen said, as he watched this well-hung black man move behind his wife's big, fat ass.
"Just slam that big dick in my pussy," Allison said, desperate to feel the big, fat cock fill her desperate pussy.
"Yeah, give the poor bitch what she wants," Cynthia added, as she watched the black stud move his dick towards Allison's pussy.
"Here it comes," Godfrey said, as he slid it inside the big bootied white woman. There was just something special about being a white woman's first BBC.
"Oh, fuck," Allison moaned loudly as the long, thick dick filled her and reached new depths inside her pussy while also stretching her lips wider than she had ever experienced.
"Oh yeah, give her all that black cock," Cynthia encouraged, loving seeing her swap buddy finally get the black cock she had fantasized about for so long.



"Oh God, so full," Allison moaned, as Godfrey rested against her ass letting her know all ten inches were buried in her pussy.
"Yeah, he goes so deep," Cynthia said, already looking forward to her turn. She hadn't had that black dick in her pussy for a couple of weeks since he couldn't make it for last week's regular fuck session and she'd been craving it badly the past few days.
"You want it?" Godfrey asked, remaining deep in the chubby chick's pussy. Loving to make a woman beg to get fucked by his dick, he pulled out, knowing that would drive her wild with desperation.
"Nooooooooo, shove that black dick back in my cunt, I want it so bad," Allison moaned in utter lustful desperation. "Blacken me right in front of my husband."
"Beg," Godfrey ordered, already knowing he could push this big-bootied woman to get nasty.
"Slam that big fucking black dick in me and destroy both my holes with your black hammer," Allison desperately begged, as he rubbed his fat cock head between her excessively wet pussy lips.
"Fuck her, stud, blacken her white cunt," Cynthia wickedly said, so turned on just from watching her friend beg for it.
Stephen knew his wife could get verbally nasty, but seeing her with such lust and desperation was wickedly hot as he felt his own dick ache with need.
Scott's dick was also raging as he could hardly wait for his turn in Allison's asshole. He just hoped Godfrey's massive cock didn't fuck it first and gape her too much; her tight asshole had always milked his cock in a way a mouth or pussy never could.
"Fuuuuuuuuck, yes!" Allison screamed as Godfrey slammed back into her and this time didn't stop but gave her hard, deep back shots. "Yes, fuck me, fuck my white cunt with that massive black cock."
"Yeah, hammer her," Cynthia encouraged, her hand going to her needy pussy.
Godfrey wasn't much of a talker, but he enjoyed the nasty mouths of white women, especially married white women, as he pounded this newest blackened bitch from behind.
"I've never been fucked so good," Allison moaned, an orgasm rising rapidly inside her. She was, usually a long burn orgasm girl but the pot and the fantasy coming true had things accelerating rapidly tonight.
"My turn," Cynthia suddenly declared, no longer able to wait any longer to have that black monster in her... a dick she had become completely addicted to.
"Noooooo," Allison whined like a child having their toy taken away as the big dick left her pussy.
"We have to share," Cynthia said, as Godfrey moved behind her and slid right inside her pussy.
"Fine," Allison sighed and then said, looking back at her husband, "Come eat me while I wait my turn to be blackened some more, Stephanie."
Stephen was surprised, although he shouldn't have been, after declaring himself to be Stephanie for the night. In their regular sex life, he was an avid pussy eater and more than once in the past ten years, he had used his mouth to get his wife's pussy wet and ready for Scott's thick cock. But he'd never gone down on her immediately after their friend had been fucking her. But Cynthia had, and if tonight he was one of the girls... "Okay," he said, a little sheepishly, fearing it made him look like a cuckold... a term he hated. He supported his wife getting pleasure from another man and making her fantasies come true, as long as he was involved and getting his own share of strange pussy. To him, it was the sharing on equal grounds that made for a strong marriage despite the swinging. But he was the one who'd put on the wig and nylons and if his wife wanted him to be her fluffer, so be it.
"Oh, yes, fuck my cunt," Cynthia moaned. Her petite frame had always had trouble keeping up with the desires of her dirty mind and so she'd always been happy with her husband's dick, and really enjoyed pushing herself with the yearly treat of Stephen's slightly longer cock. But ever since they'd taken the step with Godfrey, her desire for and rapturous enjoyment of his ten-inch snake had brought her to a whole other level of sexual fulfillment that her body now craved. The black mamba brought instant rapture to her and made her come as fast as a teenage boy.
As her husband began licking her from behind, Allison moaned, "Yes, keep my pussy all wet and ready for that big, black dick."
"Yes, Honey," Stephen responded as he licked the excessively wet pussy.
"Harder, fuck me harder," Cynthia pleaded, her orgasm imminent a minute or so later.
Godfrey loved driving these women crazy and knowing exactly when to pull out to delay the orgasm, withdrew his cock and got ready to move back to Allison.
"Nooooooo," Cynthia whined, just as Allison had earlier.
"My turn," Allison said triumphantly. Then, as Stephen knowingly backed away, she ordered, "Stay and watch."
Stephen did, as Godfrey moved behind his wife and slid his huge dick back into his wife's pussy.
"Oh yes, fuck me, give me all that dick," Allison moaned, instant euphoria cascading through her as soon as she was full of cock.
"Yeah, fuck my wife," Stephen encouraged. His dick remained hard in his panties as he watched his wife get fucked hard by this good-looking black man.
"Thor, come fuck me until it's my turn," Cynthia ordered her husband, needing her own dick fluffer now.
"Yes, your Witchiness," Scott obeyed, getting off the couch and moving to his bent over wife even as he watched Allison's amazing ass cheeks shaking with each hard thrust from Godfrey.
Scott slid into his wife as Stephen continued to watch his own wife get fucked.
"Oh God, don't stop, don't stop fucking me, I'm so close," Allison pleaded, her orgasm about to burst.
"Yeah, make her come," Stephen encouraged, always loving the facial expressions and primal screams his wife made when she came.
Godfrey generously obliged as he really fucked her hard and rough and it wasn't even a dozen deeper strokes before Allison bellowed, "Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!"
"Now me," Cynthia demanded, her husband's cock fine, but no longer able to completely fulfill her like Godfrey could. "Move, Scott."
Stephen thought the woman's order was a bit harsh, but Scott was grinning at her wanton hunger as he pulled out of his wife and Godfrey pulled out of the quaking Allison.
Cynthia ordered, "On the floor, I want to go all Cowgirl on this dick."
The Black Panther moved to the floor and the Scarlet Witch quickly straddled and engulfed that big cock as Stephen swiftly dove back in behind his wife and lapped up her deliciousness.
"Oh yes, fuck," Cynthia moaned, loving bouncing on this massive cock.
"Yeah, ride that cock, honey," Scott encouraged, loving watching his wife's body and facial expressions as she rode Godfrey's dick.
Perhaps two minutes later, it was clear Cynthia was near an apocalyptic eruption and Stephen stood up from eating his wife's drenched pussy to watch the hot Cynthia's big tits bounce as she rode the black stallion to the finish.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, yes, yes, fuuuuuuuck!" Cynthia screamed. As always, the orgasm she experienced from Godfrey's dick was intense, and exploded inside her like fireworks, making every inch of her body burn with pleasurable sensation.
Godfrey, close to load dump number one, demonstrated his impressive strength by somehow getting to his feet from the floor and taking the quivering, big-tittied, white woman with him, still on his cock. Lifting her up and down, he fucked her like a Raggedy Ann doll as she wrapped her arms and legs around him to hold on for dear life.
"Shit," Stephen said, knowing there was no way he could possibly duplicate this position.
"Come in me, stud, fill my fucking cunt with your load," Cynthia demanded, her orgasm still in full throttle inside her but the rough manhandling was intensifying her pure euphoria.
"You want my load, slut?" Godfrey asked, usually only getting verbal when he was about to nut.
"I want it so bad," Cynthia moaned wildly. "Give me every ounce of that fucking cum in your big, black balls."
"Yeah, fill her up," Scott encouraged, having begun eating cream pies soon after the Godfrey visits had become regular. Not something he wanted to share with the world, but the delicious tasting mixture of masculine and feminine cum was addicting and the act of submission turned him on for reasons he didn't understand. Before Godfrey he didn't have even one bi-curious bone in his body... but now he regularly sucked Godfrey's cock, had swallowed his load a couple of times, eaten the black bull's creampies, and finally been sodomized by the man. And then by his wife last week, with a strap-on dick, when Godfrey had had to miss their regular rendezvous.
"Yeah, I want to eat that creampie," Allison drooled, watching her friend get absolutely demolished in the hottest fucking way possible.
Scott secretly sighed as he also wanted that creampie, although he wasn't sure he would have done it in front of his two friends, swingers or not. So, perhaps Allison was saving him.
"Get ready, slut," Godfrey grunted, beginning to sweat from this workout, before he dumped a massive load in the hot bitch.
"Yeeeeeeeees," Cynthia moaned, as a second orgasm was rising in her as the first began to fade away.
Once his load was delivered, the black cop squatted his powerful thighs and placed Cynthia back on the couch. The second the huge cock pulled out, Allison quickly moved between her friend's nylon-clad legs and buried her face in the leaking, cum-filled pussy.
"Oh yeah, eat my cunt, get all that cum out," Cynthia moaned, Allison's tongue frantically licking her.
"My turn," Scott said, no longer able to wait any longer as he admired Allison's huge back door. He lubed up his dick and moved behind her and positioned his cock at her puckered asshole.
"Slam that cock up her ass, baby," Cynthia ordered, her hand going to the back of Allison's head. While she didn't like anal sex, she loved watching her man fuck Allison's ass and seeing the way her freaky friend took it and loved it.
"Your wife takes it in the ass?" Godfrey asked even as he recalled her saying he could fuck both her holes.
"Yeah, she loves it in the ass," Stephen said, wondering if that was an opening for this black man to destroy her asshole with his massive dick.
"Interesting," Godfrey said, as Scott slid his dick into Allison's big rump.
Allison moaned into Cynthia's pussy as her face was plastered against it, her tongue probing the leaking hole as best she could. As Scott filled her asshole she wondered if she could actually take all of Godfrey's fat, ten-inch hammer up her butt. It was a curiosity she planned to solve before the night ended.
"Oh, yeah, baby, fuck that big ass, I know you've been counting down the days to pound it," Cynthia said, which was definitely true. Scott sure wished his wife could learn to enjoy anal love, but if a man had to wait for a once-a-year ass fuck, he couldn't do better than Allison's big, fleshy butt with its tight, hot hole.
"Yeah, slam that dick up my shit hole," Allison responded, although it was muffled by her face being planted in a pussy. In the heat of the moment, she could be as nasty as any porn star both in what she was willing to do and what she was willing to say.
Scott knew he wasn't going to last long in this amazingly tight asshole, especially after watching the way Godfrey had just fucked both these women... but he wanted to hold back as long as possible.
Godfrey was impressed by the nastiness of the big-assed woman as he watched her take Scott's dick in her asshole... already looking forward to having his turn in it.
The moment Cynthia let go of Allison's head, the butt-slut raised it up and demanded, "Fuck my asshole harder and drop your big load up my ass."
"Yeah, use her asshole as your cum dump, baby," Cynthia said, loving watching her man fuck Allison. She wouldn't want to share him with just anybody, but she and Allison had become kindred sexual spirits.
"Yeah, pound my sexy bride," Stephen encouraged, knowing from his wife's increasing moans she was reaching orgasm number two soon. He was always amazed at how her anal orgasms seemed to supersede her vaginal ones.
"Yeah, don't stop until you've dumped that entire load up my shit hole," Allison demanded, as she began to bounce back on his cock, eagerly meeting his deep thrusts.
"Shit," Godfrey said, getting turned on at how nasty this white bitch was.
"You like this white slut?" Cynthia asked, seeing Godfrey's wide eyes.
"She is something," he answered.
"I knew you would love her," Cynthia said, happy to please her black partner.
"Oh fuck, fuck, yes, fuck!" Allison screamed, as her second orgasm erupted through her just as Scott unleashed his massive load in her gaped asshole.
"Fuck," Scott grunted, his orgasms when in Allison's tight ass always seeming more intense than any others.
A couple of minutes later, as Allison recovered from her multiple orgasms, cum still slowly oozing out of her ass, she saw her husband's dick straining to stay in the panties, and said, "You look horny, slut."
Music had been playing throughout the orgy and at the moment it was Cardi B's 'Wet Ass Pussy,' that had begun playing.
Godfrey said, as he looked at the surprisingly feminine body of Stephen, with its amazing bubble butt that he suddenly wanted to fuck as much as he did the wife's, "Turn that shit up! Why don't you show us your moves, Black Widow?"
Before Stephen had time to respond, surprised by such a request by Godfrey, Cynthia said, "Yes, shake that ass, slut."
"Yeah, Stephanie," Allison added with encouragement, "let's see what you've got, girl."
"Fine," Stephen sighed, although he would be lying if he said he didn't actually want to do it. The booze coursing through his body, the pot gummies doing their thing, and his raging boner guiding him, he hopped onto the ottoman and started gyrating his hips.
Allison turned up the volume on the music and signaled for Stephen to come to her. "Bring that ass over here, babe."
Stephanie sauntered over in her black, thigh high stockings, trying to find her true feminine stride even as Stephen's cock stretched her lace panties.
He did a little dance before his wife and Cynthia before Cynthia demanded, like she would a stripper, "Take 'em off!"
Stephen tried to be as sexy as he could as he slowly slithered out of his panties, happy to let his cock out.
"Oh yeah, the slut has a big cock to go with that cute butt," Cynthia purred.
"Bring it here," Allison said.
Stephen, brimming with confidence, strutted himself over to the two women, grabbed his dick and slapped both of their pretty faces.
He then continued to strut his stuff and shake his booty before Godfrey who had called for the show in the first place. "Damn, that's one fine ass you have, Miss Stephanie," the black stud growled.
"Uh, thanks," he said both flattered and a little nervous by the compliment.
Scott stood up, feeling a little brazen himself from the pot, having really admired Stephen's ass and thinking he wouldn't mind fucking it. "You do have an amazing ass, Stephanie. Do you mind?" he asked, reaching out and squeezing Stephen's bubble booty.
"Go with it, slut," Allison ordered firmly as Stephen processed having another man's hand on his ass. Though he didn't have much time to process this sudden situation as Godfrey stood up too.
"Damn, that's hot! Let's take him over to the ottoman," Godfrey said. One of the key reasons the big man, who could get all the women he wanted, identified as bi, was it meant he never had to turn down any tight asshole offered to him. Although, when it was a straight man's first time, it made the butt fuck really mind blowing.
Stephen was stunned when Godfrey scooped him up easily and carried him to the ottoman. He was laid on his back and before he even had time to process his predicament, Cynthia straddled his face, trapping him.
Whether he was Stephen or Stephanie, a pussy in his face automatically triggered his lick reflex and he went to town. He soon registered just how swollen the petite woman's normally delicate pussy petals were and thought about how Godfrey had hammered her with his giant cock... just as he'd done to Stephen's wife. Then the cross-dressing Black Widow remembered how the Black Panther had blasted his Wakandian seed into this swollen pussy just minutes before. But then, Stephen's wife had already gone after that creampie so selfishly, that there was probably nothing left for Stephanie to accidently encounter... but still, was he still technically eating another guy's creampie... and was it gay?
That concern was shoved aside when he suddenly felt something he never had before. Hands pulled his ass cheeks apart and he felt a tongue probing his virginal asshole. He was in automatic awe from the sweet sensation of having his asshole eaten.
A moment later, while the wonderfully nasty ass licking continued, he felt a pair of lips wrap around his raging hard-on and his eyes went wide. He assumed his wife was eating his ass, although it was not something she had done before, so, with Cynthia on his face, who was on his cock? His surprise turned to utter shock when his wife spoke, revealing that neither the lips around his cock nor the tongue probing his asshole were hers. "That's right, suck my husband's big cock, Scott."
Even as he continued mindlessly licking Cynthia's abused pussy, Allison's revelation put his reality into a whole new light. Scott was sucking his dick, which left only the black stud Godfrey to be eating his asshole.
A couple of minutes later, Stephen was no longer able to hide the pleasure in his moans as two men made oral love to his cock and his asshole. Then the lips at his taint were making words.
"You say he's straight?" asked Godfrey's deep voice.
"At least until today," his wife giggled from her position hovering over the 3-man action.
"Then get me some lube," the bi-alpha ordered. "I'm fucking this virgin asshole."
"I'll get it," Allison responded, her voice giddy with excitement. For some reason, the idea of seeing her man get railed was a real turn-on and she couldn't wait to see Stephen get fucked by the same massive cock that had fucked her.
Stephen was shocked by the sudden turn of events and by his wife's excited response to them.
He was equally shocked when he felt his ankles lifted straight up and lube plastered on his anal entrance.
Scott said, taking his mouth off of his friend's cock, and recalling the first time he had this big black dick in his ass, "You're going to love this."
"I'll keep her preoccupied," Cynthia said, beginning to grind her pussy on the about-to-be sodomized Stephanie's pretty face.
"Keep sucking his cock, Scott," Allison ordered as she pressed lube up inside her husband's anus with eager fingers. "You look so hot with my husband's dick in your mouth."
Scott was both flattered and troubled by the compliment as it tugged at his remaining manhood, but he wordlessly took Stephen's long dick back in his mouth.
"Put it in his ass, Captain Marveslut," Godfrey ordered.
"Yes, my African King," Allison said, as she grabbed the giant, lubed-up dick and aimed it for her husband's virgin ass.
"Just shove it in," Cynthia said.
Stephen's body tensed at the wild slut's words, his ass wasn't an experienced fuck hole like his wife's anus or Cynthia's cunt, and he feared the pain he was sure would burn inside him if Godfrey took her at her word and simply ravaged him - lube or no.
But Godfrey was no neophyte at breaking in both white and black guys who'd fallen under his spell. He rubbed his fat head gently up and down across the untested anal entrance. "Just relax, Stephanie," he soothed. "I can see your cute little butthole starting to wink for me. Your body wants this, just let it happen." He rubbed in tight circles, pressing a little harder, a little harder...



Now Stephen began to fear the imminent invasion in another way. Not that the pain would put him off ever trying anything like this again, but that the pleasure would hook him the way Cynthia was apparently hooked and that he would become a complete faggot for this big, black cock. While some diminishing corner of his mind processed his insecurities, his body, his sphincter, did just what Godfrey had predicted and suddenly relaxed enough to allow the big dick to penetrate him. "Oh, fuck," he groaned.
"Oh yeah, baby, you're going to get blacked too," Allison said, as she watched with excitement as the big black dick disappeared in her husband's hairy asshole. Hmm, that was something she would have to deal with later.
"Yeah, he's taking it just like you did, Scott," Cynthia said. Looking down on the anal cherry pop from her throne on the virgin's face, she pressed her husband's head slightly to the side, so it didn't block her view of the reaming, plus it also gave her a better view of her muscular stud sucking away at the slender cross-dresser's cock.
Her words made Scott's cheeks burn red.
"You like it in the ass too?" Allison asked, as she watched the entire black shaft disappear inside her husband.
"Yeah, he loves sucking dick and getting his ass pounded," Cynthia spoke for him.
Scott's shame burned inside him and made him want to squeeze his eyes closed. But his new, degenerate passions made him keep them open so he could watch Godfrey's amazing dick split his friend open, even as he continued to pull Stephen's own wonderful cock to the side and suckle the engorged head.
"Oooooh, fuck," Stephen moaned into Cynthia's pussy, as his ass burned and felt so full, so gay... even as his cock throbbed and felt so manly, gender of the mouth it was in be damned.
"Fuck him, fuck my husband and blacken his ass," Allison encouraged, her left hand going to her pussy and her right hand, still lubed from getting her husband ready, reaching between Scott's butt cheeks and tickling his starfish.
"Yeah, pound our new butt slut," Cynthia added, really grinding on Stephen's face, the gay act before her really turning her on.
"Yeah, hammer my slut's virgin hole," Allison added, looking up at Cynthia and giving her a wink as she shoved a finger deep in her other swing partner's asshole.
"It won't be virgin anymore," Godfrey said, his hands around Stephanie's nylon clad legs, semi spread so Scott could keep sucking Stephen's dick as he pounded the tight-as-fuck hole beneath the whiteboy's surprisingly long tool.
"Yeah, destroy her shit hole," Cynthia encouraged, really using Stephanie's face.
"Oh fuck," Stephen groaned in awe of the utter humiliation of what was transpiring mixed with the fact he had never been more turned on in his life. The cock pounding his asshole was creating a wicked mixture of pleasure and pain enhanced by Scott continuing to bob on his dick.
"Yeah, she's loving it," Cynthia said.
"He wants to dress like a girl, then she gets used like a girl," Allison said, as she added a third finger to her pussy and a second to Scott's ass.
"Ohhhh, God," Stephen moaned a couple of minutes later, as with each deep thrust in his asshole the pleasure increased and the pain faded.
"He's going to come," Allison said, knowing that sound.
"Yeah, fill my husband's mouth with your load," Cynthia ordered, just as her own orgasm hit and she coated Stephen's face with her creamy treat.
Stephen mindlessly licked it up the best he could as he tried to hold back his orgasm as long as he could... his ass fucking now completely consuming him in a way he had never experienced.
"I'm going to dump my load in his asshole," Godfrey declared as he continued his furious assault on the no longer virgin asshole.
Cynthia rolled off Stephen's face and the overwhelmed man gasped, finally able to draw in full breath again. He was also able to get up on his elbows and for the first time see his white cock pushing into Scott's mouth, and Godfrey's black cock pushing into his own misused asshole.
"Fuuuuuuuuck!" Stephen wailed as the sight made him shoot his load into Scott's eager mouth in awe of being the centerpiece of a three-man gay act.
"Oh, shit!" grunted Godfrey as the formerly straight whiteboy's rectum squeezed his cock in orgasm, setting off his own powerful climax and sending his seed pulsing into the virgin's bowels.
"You made each other come!" Allison gasped, her own pussy burning with desire from this wicked scene.
With a wordless moan, Stephen collapsed back down as the feeling of a man's semen hosing down his insides sent him into a complete euphoric faze as he dropped a load while receiving one simultaneously... the sensation unlike anything else he had ever experienced.
After giving Scott's ass a few, quick parting plunges, Allison withdrew her fingers from him and herself and climbed up on her hands and knees on the ottoman alongside her panting husband. She leaned down and kissed him gently. Then, drawing back just far enough where they could see each other's eyes, hers glinting, his dilated, she grinned and said, "I guess you liked that, huh, baby?"
"So good," Stephen admitted, as Godfrey was still pumping his dick, albeit slower, in his well-fucked hole.
"You look so hot getting fucked," Allison said, even as she felt hands on her hips.
"I need to come now," Scott said, sliding inside Allison's ass again.
Allison continued staring wildly into her husband's eyes. "Oh, baby, I'm going to get a big load dumped in my asshole too. We're both just fucking cum dumps for these assfuckers."
"You're so hot when you talk nasty and get fucked," Stephen said, pushing himself back up on his elbows so he could watch his beautiful bride take it in the ass just like he had.
"Oh yes, hammer my shit hole," Allison moaned back to Scott, obliging to her husband's words.
Godfrey finally pulled out of Stephanie's deflowered anus and Cynthia, who'd taken up position alongside the ottoman to see the buttfucking up close, said, "Shit, you really destroyed that ass."
"It's what I do," he said with a wink, also enjoying the sight of his spunk dribbling from the huge, gaped hole, even as Stephen was feeling oddly empty without a dick in his ass... knowing he was no longer just straight. He couldn't be, not wanting more cock in his ass in the future as much as he did.
"And you're still fucking hard," Cynthia moaned in wonder at the still turgid black pole and for the first time ever, considered going ass-to-mouth. "I mean, I know you're a beast, but wow!"
The black stud laughed. "I'm gonna be honest, I cheated. After you described what a hottie Allison is, I popped one of Daddy's little blue helpers just before getting out of my car. Hell, if you'd told me I'd be popping a whiteboy's cherry I would have taken two."
Hearing this exchange, Allison twisted to look back and saw that it was indeed true, the ten inches of black wildebeest was showing hardly any droop. Well, she knew exactly how to get it back to full strength, by putting it right up her butt where it could destroy her ass the way it had evidently destroyed her husband's.
"Since I'm apparently the only one of us who hasn't had a load of your cum inside of them," she said in a voice that signaled she was taking control, "why don't you come and shove that black dick in my shit hole so my husband and I can both have our first loads of black cum in our asses. And Scott, if Stephanie's going to be such a big Halloween slut, she should take both of the available cocks here into her newly opened fuck hole."
"God damn, I wish I had a recording of your dirty mouth," said Godfrey. "Now that's some natural Viagra." He stepped behind Scott and tapped the man's left hip, like he was cutting in on the dance floor.
The muscular white man pulled his thick cock out of the shared wife's juicy ass and side stepped until it was pointing at her slim husband's bubble butt. "You okay with me fucking you?" Scott asked, even though he wasn't sure a 'no' would actually stop him at this point. He needn't have worried.
"Yeah, give me that dick," Stephen said, excited to have his ass full again... the idea of being an ass slut like his wife a major turn-on now that he had discovered the joys of being a bottom and having a prostate orgasm.
"Get on all fours," Scott ordered.
Stephen rolled over, got on all fours and offered his ass to his friend, then suddenly feared he might not be tight enough to please his next lover after the reaming he'd just taken from Godfrey. It wouldn't occur to him until much later to wonder at how he'd gone from worrying about being considered gay, to wondering if the next cock to invade his ass would be pleased with him. But again, there was nothing to worry about.
Scott's cock was thick and Stephen's virgin ass was recovering quickly, so when friend slid into his friend, both men felt instant pleasure. As for Allison of the experienced ass, Godfrey didn't have to be as gentle with her as he had been with her husband, and soon they too were both in bliss. Although, with three additional inches of Black Panther in her rectum, Captain Marvel was feeling extra marvelous.
Everyone's pleasure was enhanced by the Scarlet Witch who kept casting spells on the entwined lovers. Squeezing in between the two assfuckers so she could watch them simultaneously sodomize her long-time sex partners, Cynthia put a hand on each man's ass to help push their fat cocks into the increasingly gaping holes. Other times she would reach underneath to stroke Allison's pussy and Stephen's cock. All the time she had one black and one white hand molesting her big, sensitive tits.
Allison placed her hand over Stephen's as they balanced side-by-side on their hands and knees. Their hips were apart to grant Cynthia access, but their shoulders touched, and the married couple leaned their heads together and randomly kissed or touched tongues as they enjoyed getting their assholes absolutely reamed for the next ten minutes.
Ten minutes was as long as Scott could hold out before he had to dump his load deep in Stephen's ass. Stephen's own cock twitched and the constant penis massage of his prostate had the precum oozing freely from its tip. Then he was feeling suddenly empty again when Cynthia pulled her husband out of his ass so she could put Scott to work eating her pussy which was desperate for its next orgasm.
Godfrey having already come twice was in for a marathon fuck and he pounded Allison's hungry ass from a variety of positions before he finally unloaded inside her bowels while she bounced on his dick like he was a human trampoline.
This time even Godfrey needed some recovery time, as did the white men, but that was no problem for the girls. Yes, Cynthia had just come all over her husband's face, soon after coming all over Stephen's face, but she was more than happy to come all over girlfriend's face too. Since she and Allison had moved into a 69, her friend was equally happy to squirt her love juices all over Cynthia's face in a show that greatly speeded up the men's recovery.
Allison put the recharged dicks to work in living out yet another fantasy she'd never dreamed could become real. She sat on Godfrey's magnificent pole, while Stephen ran his more slender weapon up her backside. Scott finished off Ally's triple penetration by jamming his seven thick inches into her throat. The degenerate wife was in heaven from the beginning, and when the three cocksmen found their rhythm, she quickly disintegrated in an explosive orgasm.
The men immediately moved in on the other woman. Godfrey filled her pussy just the way she'd come to crave, while Stephen wiped his cock clean with a hot washcloth Cynthia had prepared before choking her with it in a spit-roast. She still didn't want to try anal for the airtight, but Allison's body had collapsed in such a way that Scott could get his cock into her ass again and all three men fucked their designated holes until they filled them with cum, giving Cynthia two orgasms along the way.
While Allison and Stephen would be staying over as they did most years, Godfrey had had to take off and now the four long-time lovers relaxed and toasted their ten years together and congratulated each other on finally getting completely depraved with a big black cock fucking all four of them, even though Scott hadn't had a chance to take on Godfrey tonight.
Realizing that, Cynthia smirked a little and said, "That really isn't fair, is it? I mean, I think you like having a big dick up your ass as much as Stephanie does." While it was undeniably true, in that quiet moment, both men squirmed uncomfortably as they worried about how far their emasculation was going to go. They soon found out when Cynthia directed everyone back to their bedroom, opened up a drawer in a dresser and pulled out two strap-ons. Handing one to Allison, she said, "Here, let's fuck our new bottom bitches."
"Shit yeah," Allison said, as she straightened out the harness. She noticed her husband was using the moment in front of the dresser mirror to straighten out his wig, which had unsurprisingly gone askew during all the madness in the front room. With his narrow shoulders, slender frame, and cute little bubble butt, he really did look womanly from behind. It made her pussy tingle the way it did when she thought about being with Cynthia. "How do you like being Stephanie?" she asked her/him.
"It was amazing," Stephen said, his tender ass still feeling quite gaped as he realized what was about to transpire and craved it.
"Well, good," Allison said, as she began to put on the strap-on harness, "because I plan to fuck this sexy ass all the time now."
Still horny, and eager for more dick in his ass, he said, "You better."
"You cock hungry slut," Allison chided, as she finished making sure the butt end of her dick pressed against her clit.
Stephen saw that Scott was already up on the bed on all fours, with Cynthia replacing her lubed-up finger with her lubed-up cock in his ass. Stephanie took up the same position alongside the couple and looked back over her shoulder at her big-dicked wife. "Just come and fuck me," she said, pooching out her butt.
Allison shook her head playfully as she finished tightening the harness around her hips and spread a layer of lube over her faux penis. "Oh, you pretty slut, I am going to fuck you so good."
For the next 15 minutes or so, Scott and Stephen took it like men, as their wives gave it to them like men, regularly swapping spouses until both male assholes were thoroughly gaped. When it came time to score everyone's final orgasm for the night, it was proved to truly be a bewitched night when, without words, they went into two side-by-side 69s on the big bed, only man-on-man and woman-on-woman. Stephen quickly discovered that he liked a dick in his mouth as much as he did a dick in his ass, and that Scott apparently felt the same way, because he was absolutely devouring his friend's cock. He also discovered a taste for cum when Scott coated his tonsils with man-cream. He shared his discovery with his wife as each husband made out with his own spouse with his mouth full of another man's semen and her mouth full of another woman's pussy juice.
Their usual annual procedure was for Scott to go with Allison to the guestroom while Stephen stayed with Cynthia in the master bedroom to sleep together and fuck again in the morning before the visiting couple headed back home.
Now, as all four sat up against the headboard of the California King in the master, just relaxing and idly stroking whatever was near before breaking up for the night, Cynthia said, "Instead of going back tomorrow morning, do you want to stay for the whole weekend?"
"Fuck, yeah," Allison said, not bothering to consult her husband.
"Should I invite Godfrey to come back over?" asked Cynthia.
"Fuck yeah!" Allison repeated with even more fervor.
While that was Cynthia's feeling as well, she was just sated enough to realize the boys might still have some limits, they had been pushed pretty far tonight. While Stephen still wore his stockings, torn in places, he'd removed his wig and might not be feeling oh, so Stephanie.
"What do you say, guys?" she asked.
Scott and Stephen were sat on the outsides of the foursome, and they looked at each other across their wives' naked bodies, glorious in sweat, dried cum, love bites, and random bruises.
Stephen nodded and Scott said, "Sure, if he's up for it and not already booked."
"Let's find out right now," said Cynthia. "Stephanie, will you please hand me my phone?"
Stephanie saw the phone in a charger on the nightstand next to her and handed it over to her hostess. After Cyn took it, Stephen thought about how that had felt to think of himself as 'she'. The first thing that came to mind was that she wished she had tits so she could play with them right now. He settled for gently stroking and squeezing Allison's small, but cute breasts.
Cynthia's thumbs quickly entered the invitation and hit Send. She then reached for her husband's cock, thinking they might need to pass some time before Godfrey could get back to them, but Scott wasn't even fully hard again before her phone sounded with the ping of an incoming text. Before she could exchange cock for phone, a second ping sounded. As she opened up the first message, a third arrived. She laughed.
"He's one of those people who likes to send each sentence as a text instead of typing out one long message." It was proved true by another quick ping.
"So, what does he say?" urged a clearly excited Allison.
Cynthia read: Love to on a few conditions
She opened the next message: Will Stephanie's bubble butt and Ally's juicy ass both be there?
When she opened the next text she didn't read it out loud, but just chuckled. "Inside joke," was all she said.
But upon reading the next message she changed her mind. "Okay," she said. "In the previous message he asked if we could help Stephanie shave around her asshole, which I thought I'd find another way of suggesting more privately. But he followed that up by saying, So I can get my tongue deeper into her. And I figured you'd want to hear that."
After all the pussy and ass pounding Godfrey had ended up doing, they'd almost forgotten he'd started the whole gay thing with an act they would have expected from a bottom, not a dominant top. He further confused their expectations and set a whole new buzz for the days ahead with his next text.
And I get my fair share of white cum in my belly and my butt
The four lovers looked at each other in surprise, then in excited pleasure as it looked like All Saints' Day might get even wilder than Halloween.
Cynthia spoke out loud as she typed: Yes to all conditions. All buttholes will be clean, shaved, and open. She looked at her gang for confirmation before hitting Send.
"Oh, hell yeah," declared Allison.
"You guys are going to help me with shaving back there, right?" asked Stephen.
"I was already planning on it," said his wife, with an evil wiggle of her eyebrows.
"Okay, I'm in," Stephanie said, wondering if she'd be able to borrow some fresh lingerie from the other ladies tomorrow.
"All buttholes?" asked Scott, noticing the words of his anal virgin wife. Was there any possibility of her breaking her exit only hole philosophy?
The anally shy Cynthia gulped. Had she meant, all? She took a deep breath and replied, "Yep...all."
Scott quickly jumped on the hesitation, determined to stop it cold. "That black cock is going to look and feel so good in your ass, baby. But I'm laying husband's claim to first buggery, we've got to work you up to it."
"It did feel so good," assured Allison. "And how fun that you join Stephanie and Scott in giving up your ass for our tenth anniversary... it will be our assiversary."



Cynthia reached down and grasped her husband's buggery tool. It was only right that he get her first after all these years of patience and it obviously would be a lot better for her to take the smaller cocks first before surrendering to Godfrey. Oh, God, surrendering to Godfrey. "I'm in," she said, and pressed Send.
Handing the phone back to Stephen, Cynthia spread her arms and legs open. She said, "Oh, God, I need fucked and I need it now!"
Of course, her partners obliged... dragging her petite frame out flat on the bed, Allison fucked her friend's pretty face with her juiced up pussy, Stephen made out with his wife while fucking Cynthia's big tits with his long dick, and her husband finger-fucked Stephanie's slutty ass while feeding his wife's hungry pussy with his thick cock, until the bed shook under a four-way orgasm.
The end....
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Glory Hole Gal
There is something utterly exhilarating about glory holes.
I can't explain it, but as much as I love sucking cock in general, it's just so much sexier sucking through a glory hole... with the barrier blocking the man, his body, his face - leaving only the most essential elements - cock and cum.
Same thing for getting fucked. Sometimes I'm just not into feeling a sweaty body against me or dealing with someone's desired intimacy and 'meaningful' eye contact... just let me bend over and put my ass up against a wall while a cock takes me through that impersonal hole - reducing me to my most essential elements - cunt and cream.
I love the anonymity and mystery of not knowing whose dick is in my mouth, whose cum is spewing in my mouth, whose manhood is pounding my pussy or whose balls are depositing their load in me. It is just utterly liberating.
It could be an 18-year-old virgin and I'm his first mouth or pussy.
It could be an 80-year-old man with great-great-grandchildren and I'm his last mouth or pussy.
It could be a married man, or it could be a teacher, or a construction worker, or a businessman, or a church minister, or someone who'd know me if they saw my face.
It could be a white, black, Asian or any other race. This is also true about the cocks themselves. Ah, those wonderful cocks.
They could be small, medium, large, or mammoth, each is the right size for this Goldilocks.
They could be skinny or thick, bent or straight, they all fit just right.
Every cock that pops through that glorious glory hole is a surprise... and for me it's like a never-ending Christmas morning. Gift after gift... every one different and yet every one giving me the same desired end result, although the taste, texture and amount vary.
It's exhilarating to take load after load after load in my mouth and occasionally on my face or on my tits.
I recall the first time I took a load on my tits. I was sucking a guy in a hotel room in Budapest, my friends were still at a club, when he growled with authority in a sexy Yul Brynner accent, "I want to finish on your titties."
I would rather have felt his dick erupt in my mouth, but was feeling rather submissive and I obeyed. As I felt his final warning throb, I pulled my mouth off and replaced it with my hand, stroking him to completion while I thrust my chest out to put my 34C boobies front and center.
The warmth when it struck me was exhilarating, but not as exhilarating as when his hand began smearing his cream all over my chest.
"You are not allowed to clean that off before tomorrow morning," he stated in a voice that automatically had me saying, "Yes, sir, I understand."
God, just recalling that dominant man who was twice my age telling me what to do makes my pussy burn.
But of course, if I want to feel a real burn in the pussy, it's a huge rush to have a stranger fuck me and erupt a load in my lovebox, which makes me come way harder than being with a man skin on skin.
Another thing I prefer about glory holes is the contradictory nature of vulnerability. On the one hand, I'm giving myself up to nameless strangers; you could hardly be more vulnerable than that. But on the other hand, they aren't seeing my facial expressions as I relish the fucking or even more so when I come... so while my body is vulnerable, my spirit isn't.
How such a young woman with relatively little sexual experience, at least in terms of time, came to such insights and desires is certainly an understandable question. The answer is on a tourist bus excursion across Europe.
It was the summer after high school graduation, and I was enjoying a gift from my grandparents. I was eighteen and while not a virgin, my experience was both limited and tame. I had only been with three men, two who were boyfriends and one that was a drunken one-night stand.
You could say I was fortunate, or you could say I was targeted, but right at the start of the trip I was taken under the wing of two older college girls who were taking this trip before starting their senior years. One was from California and the other Wisconsin, and they were both sexually liberated (read: wild). I found out how wild when very early on in the trip we got stuck in a hotel room due to a massive storm. Honestly, I must have been subconsciously up for it, because after listening to some of their college adventure stories while drinking sweet wine, I ended up tasting my first two pussies in a fun lesbian threesome.
After that I joined the two girls in a six-person orgy with three hot, hung, older men in Italy, and then went on to fuck four different guys on my own in four different countries.
And then we made it to Amsterdam and my life really changed. Of course, I'd heard the tales about Red Light districts and the like, but these girls were like divining rods for the real action and before I knew it, I was watching them on their knees, eagerly accepting random cocks that came poking through holes in the walls. Of course, I joined them. I ended up pleasuring eight different dicks and swallowing the loads from three of them. My travel companions ended up fucking some of the dicks and taking a load each in their pussies, but that was too wild for me. At least then. Yet that one eye-opening encounter had awakened my sexual libido and I wasn't saying never.
It was an amazing summer, and when college started, I continued my sexual exploration. In my first couple of weeks of school I fucked three guys, was eaten out by an older woman in a club bathroom while two other women watched (that was the last time I got that drunk or high at a club), and even had a 69 with a lesbian friend of my roommate.
Yet, none of these encounters came close to the sexual high I had that one day in Amsterdam. I just couldn't get the thrill of the glory hole out of my mind or my fantasies... it constantly popped into my head.
So, one night, while doing anything I could to avoid the essay I should have been writing, I googled glory holes near me.
I scrolled through them and many seemed sketchy, taking place in motel bathrooms or outdoor parks, but one intrigued me. It was an adult video and sex store where the action appeared to take place in the porn-viewing booths and women commenters said they felt safe there (sure, they could have been men, but the writing struck me as authentic). That was exactly how the place in Amsterdam was and it made me curious.
On top of that, it was only a ten-minute walk from my dorm, and I desperately wanted to go there.
But... I didn't.
I didn't have the courage.
There was no way I would have been brave enough go to that Dutch glory hole if it wasn't for my two wild travel partners and there was no way I could go to one on my own here.
For a week, I pondered going.
For a week, I told myself to go.
For a week, I fucked myself with a toy imagining being in a glory hole... sucking anonymous dick... swallowing mystery cum.
Then, eventually, I walked to the adult video store.
It looked rundown, teetering on seedy.
I pondered going in... but I didn't.
I returned the next day and the next and the next. I watched people from all slices of life, of all ages going in. Mostly men, sometimes women, and more often than I would have imagined, couples. Most of the time the single guys went in and came out in ten or so minutes, although occasionally a man or a woman or even a couple would be in there for a much longer time.
The temptation to walk into the store grew... a fire burning inside of me... yet I just couldn't walk in.
Instead, I watched glory hole porn online, fucking myself to multiple orgasms as I watched women of all ages enjoy strangers' cocks through a small hole and then got frustrated by my weakness and my envy.
The obsession continued to grow and grow.
Finally, after two excruciating weeks, where I had sucked two more guys, fucked one more at a party and got finger banged by a butch lesbian as her friend ate my asshole in a stall at a club (this time sober enough to make sure we were in a stall and not with people watching), I couldn't resist any more. I had tried to fuck my way out of my glory hole fantasy, but all these encounters did was make me want to go to a glory hole more... although the butch lesbian really had me a muddled mess... especially when she called me a slut... alas, none squelched the burning fire in my loins or the growing vivid fantasies of the glory hole.
So, I finally went into the store.
I skulked around like a burglar casing the joint for a break-in.
I had never been in an adult shop except that one time in Amsterdam and I don't remotely remember anything about that store before being in the room with the holes and lesbian porn playing.
This local store had videos, of course, but also sex toys galore for men and women, kinky bondage stuff, couple's items, lube, lingerie and costumes.
It also had an open hallway at the back that had a sign that said: Get coins from the front.
I wanted to go back there, my pussy burned and my mouth watered, but I chickened out.
Instead, I bought a new vibrator, my current one only having two patterns and speeds. I'd bought it on Amazon and had it sent to my friend's house back in high school for my eighteenth birthday. It had been a wonderful first toy, but my urges had outpaced its abilities.
This new one was two inches longer at eight inches, had ten speeds and ten patterns. As I paid, I saw a good-looking man in a suit walk to the open hallway.
Again, I wanted to follow.
Again, my mouth watered with possibility.
Again, I chickened out.
For the next three days, I returned.
Each day, I looked at the hallway.
Each day, I was tempted to the back.
Yet, each day, I chickened out.
I did see three more men go into the mysterious hallway, one dressed in jeans and work boots, the other two honestly looking pretty feminine and I easily imagined what each kind of person would be doing on their side of the hole in the wall. I also saw one chubby woman my mother's age stride confidently into the corridor, letting me know that there was indeed a place for women there; but I just couldn't do it.
I did end up buying lube, a vibrating egg, and a set of three anal dildos, feeling I had to buy something to justify my lingering visits.
I fucked myself to more orgasms, blew a guy at a party who pulled out and came all over my face, and tried the small dildo in my ass which was okay, but it just sat there. I even went to school on Wednesday wearing the vibrating egg in my pussy which led to me getting myself off in a school bathroom.
Yet, all these encounters, all these orgasms, didn't stop my desire to go into a glory hole cabin.
Then the right opportunity suddenly popped up and said boo.
Halloween.
I was already planning on attending at least one party and probably more and I realized my Halloween costume would be perfect for a clandestine visit to the back of the adult store. I had put together a Catwoman outfit with a black bustier over a short skirt that barely hid my black panties. On my legs were thigh-high black stockings coming out of 3-inch heels (I would have gone higher but planned to walk the ten minutes to the sex shop). Like my legs, my arms would also be mostly covered by long gloves in a breathable mesh. And the part of the costume that was really going to help, a feline mask that covered my whole upper face.
I liked the anonymity of a glory hole and I figured the cat mask would provide me some of that same anonymity as I made my way there. I'd realized that the fear of meeting someone I knew, although unlikely, had been one of my reasons to not walk down that hallway. But just like in the comics, I hoped that having my identity disguised would allow me to live out my secret life without having it come back to bite me in my 'real' life's ass.
I got a lot of looks on my walk to the adult store and a couple of whistles from cars, which only added to my confidence, confidence that was going to carry me all the way down the back hallway... tonight was the night.
I entered the store, a few men were there, as well as a couple who were also in costume, so I felt better about not standing out. I walked right to the hall entrance and stopped. It was like there was an invisible barrier preventing me from entering.
I sighed.
I walked back a few feet, not wanting the few people there seeing me in my dilemma.
I was startled when the man who had worked almost every day I had been there, a middle-aged man of middle eastern descent, walked over to me and said, as he moved his hand to mine, "Here are some coins, go back and take a look."
"Um, I don't know if I...." I began, even as I opened my hand and took the coins, a big handful of them.
"It's obvious you are curious," he said, with a warm smile. "If you don't like it or are uncomfortable you can leave out the back door. Either way, whether you go back there or not, don't feel like you have to buy anything."
"Um, okay, thanks, I'll think about it," I responded, appreciating his kindness.
"Trust me, until you walk in and satisfy your curiosity you will keep coming back and wondering," he said.
"You're right," I nodded, that being the cycle I had been experiencing for weeks.
"Go," he said, before he turned and walked away.
The coins in my hand and the odd knowledge that this man knew why I was really here, had me moving to the entrance of the hallway. I stopped before it, hesitated, but when the bell rang alerting the worker and me someone was entering the store I rushed in... breaking past the invisible barrier that had been keeping me from making my fantasy come true.
There were six doors... three on the left and three on the right. Two were closed with green lights on above them that I assumed meant they were occupied.
Neither of the center rooms had its warning light illuminated so I randomly chose the one on the left. The door was unlocked and when I peeked in, I found it unoccupied as I expected. I stepped inside and closed the door behind me. When I reached for the lock, I noticed a lighted panel to the side of the door. It consisted of a series of colored buttons, each with a stick figure pictogram of a person, like on a restroom door.
At top left was a man facing a wall with his stick penis poking through. It was green. Aha, I thought, the green lights I'd seen outside meant there were two guys hoping for blowjobs.
Next came a red button with a stick lady on her knees sucking a cock, although the rest of the man's body on the other side of the wall wasn't shown. I guess that makes me red.
Third in the top row was a pink button. It had the same pictogram as the red button, only the kneeling figure had a dangling penis rather than protruding breasts. Okay, truth in advertising, although I suspected the guys who pushed the green buttons really didn't care what the gender of the mouth on the other side of the wall was.
The bottom row of buttons began with a woman bent over to take the stick dick in her mouth, while a male figure railed her from behind in the same room. Hmm, blue apparently meant couples. Now, that would be a kinky date indeed.
Button five was yellow and showed a male figure looking at a screen and stroking himself. So, you could just come and watch movies if you wanted to.
The last button on the bottom right of the grid had no label. I wondered if I could come up with a special kink that would deserve its own button.
I pressed the red button, double-checked the door lock, then turned to scope out the small room.
There was a small screen on one wall with a coin slot right beside it.
On a shelf underneath the screen was a roll of toilet paper, for post-orgasm clean up I guessed. A wire mesh trashcan sat on the floor with a wad of paper in it, which explained the smell of cum that I'd unconsciously registered. However, I was also picking up the lemony scent of a spray cleaner. So, at least there was some hygiene going on - points to the proprietor.
In front of the screen was a chair that had seen better days and on the left and right walls were glory holes. The setup wasn't up to the standards of the Amsterdam joint, but it certainly looked fit for my purposes.
I put my generous handful of coins in a pile on the shelf, then slid one into the coin slot. A touchscreen like on an airplane came to life, just several times larger. There were four choices available. I selected the image of a woman in lingerie on all fours getting spit-roasted, a position I'd never really considered in my many fantasies.
I looked at the distance from one glory hole to the other and wondered if I could get spit-roasted right here... the answer I deduced? Not possible in the least. Even as tall as I was, 5'11, I couldn't reach both holes at once.
I sat down on the chair and looked at the hole to my left. Because of the exterior light I thought the room was occupied, but the hole was currently vacant.
I turned my attention back to the screen and watched the woman really get fucked. Hmm, even if I didn't get to suck a cock, it could still be fun to get myself off under these sketchy circumstances. Then the image froze. I laughed, "It is a business after all." Well, I had a pile of free tokens and I popped in four of them.
The cock in her mouth slipped out and she begged, "Harder, fuck me harder."
"Yeah, you're such a slut, Teach," the guy banging her from behind said, as I realized the scene was taking place in a classroom.
The guy slid his dick back in her mouth and the spit-roast continued.
I had never tried sucking while getting fucked and wondered if it was as easy as she made it look. Somehow, I doubted it, yet it was definitely a hot position.
As I continued watching, I thought that with my coordination and athleticism (that plus my height had earned me a spot our college basketball team... although, as a freshman, I didn't play much), that maybe I could take two dicks at once like this woman was currently doing. I was definitely adding it to my bucket list.
I looked at the hole again. Still empty.
How did you let the guy know you were here and willing to suck his dick?
Was there a code?
Was there a signal? He wouldn't see the red light over my door unless he stuck his head outside.
In Amsterdam, dicks just kept showing up... and we kept sucking or fucking.
Now actually in the room, with the hole right beside me, I was so hungry for cock that I wanted to just ask the guy if I could suck his dick, but I couldn't get up the nerve.
I heard the sound of money dropping as he must have added more time and a minute later his hard cock popped through the hole. Ah, the power of positive thinking.
My eyes went wide and my mouth instantly watered with hunger. With my pussy also burning I didn't hesitate to drop to my knees, but as I went down I realized that expensive thigh highs had likely not been the best choice for my costume; who knew what was on this floor or how rough it was. Fortunately, I found myself on smooth linoleum that actually gave a bit under my weight, indicating there was some cushioning underneath. More points to the store. And the question of whether I was kneeling in the last visitor's cum began to matter less as I took the six-inch white cock in my hand and mouth.
"Oooooh," he groaned, as I began to suck his dick slowly.
I had been craving this exact situation for months and I planned on enjoying it. I was going to worship this stranger's cock... I was going to give him the best blow job I could. I was going to make him shoot his cum into my mouth, but not before I'd taken my full pleasure from his flesh.



I slowly stroked and bobbed as I took half the cock in my mouth, already anticipating the pulsations before he erupted in my mouth.
"Take it all," he moaned, after a couple of minutes of smooth sucking.
I'd been slowly discovering that the submissive streak I'd first displayed in Europe was turning out to be my truest nature; I liked to please and I liked to obey. His words of command sent a charge through me, and I moved my hand out of the way and thrust my face at the glory hole, taking all his dick in my mouth as requested.
"Oh yeah, that's it," he moaned, which added to my own excitement, knowing how much he was enjoying it.
It was a couple of minutes more of deep-throat cock sucking before he warned, "I'm about to come."
I continued bobbing, wordlessly letting him know he could come in my mouth. For reasons I could never understand, some women didn't like to swallow. I couldn't fathom why since the salty, creamy seed was so delicious, warmed my body, and sent a gush of wetness into my panties. For me, cum could be part of my daily diet.
It was only a couple of bobs later, that he grunted softly and I felt his load rocket into my mouth and smoothly glide down my throat. And yes, some wetness leaked into my panties as I was so fucking horny.
Once he had finished unloading in my mouth, he pulled his dick out. I savoured the sweet aftertaste for a moment before I heard a voice say from behind me, "Over here."
His voice indicated he was not a young man and when I looked around, I saw a flaccid cock in the other hole. I spun my body around and moved the small distance to take his soft dick in my mouth. Mmm, definitely an older man. Having had a few in Europe and two more around the college, I was starting to gain a real appreciation for old-man cock. For one, they lasted a good, long time. For two, when they came, they usually oozed their loads in my mouth so I could catch and savour their cum. For three, they usually really appreciated getting a blow job and were especially grateful for the extraction and complimentary about my cock-sucking skills.
As I worked on this older man, I also registered that I'd been happy that he started off soft because there was something uniquely exciting about feeling a cock harden in my mouth. Knowing it was my lips, my saliva and my tongue creating the rush of blood to his cock.
I swirled my tongue around his dick while swishing saliva all around my mouth to create a whirlwind of pleasure and harden his small, but thick cock.
Slowly, his dick hardened in my mouth as I bathed it with excessive saliva. He groaned, "That's it, sweetie. You do that so well."
I kept up the saliva and tongue double assault until his small penis was fully hard before I began bobbing.
He made soft moans throughout the next ten-plus minutes as I bobbed slowly at first, then accelerated my pace in need of that second load.
Finally, taking much longer than cock one, I suddenly felt his cum ooze into my mouth as I caught it all but didn't swallow.
Once he had finished coming, I backed away and swished his cum in my mouth enjoying the taste like it was an expensive French wine.
He said, "Thanks, sweetie, that was amazing," as I finally allowed his gooey deliciousness to fill my belly.
I replied, "You're welcome."
"By the way that is one sexy costume," he complimented. I wondered how he knew that and then realized he'd likely peeked in the hole while I was working on cock one.
"Thank you," I replied.
I sat on the chair, realizing I hadn't put a coin in for some time. Clearly, having turned on the red light above my door meant I wasn't likely to get kicked out for not paying for my time in the booth. I plugged in a token and watched as the same woman from before was now being double penetrated.
I had never taken a real dick in the ass. I'd had my butt fingered, had it eaten, and even used a small dildo on myself when especially horny, but I couldn't say it was something I fantasized about. Yet, she sure seemed to be enjoying it as her foul mouth begged, "Yes, hammer my shit hole, destroy my ass with your big dicks if you want an A in this class."
Fuck, that was hot.
Horny, and unsure if I wanted to leave or wait for more, I had no idea how busy this place was, I moved my hands to my crotch and began to rub my pussy through my quite wet panties.
"Yes, Teach, get ready to take a load up your asshole, you nasty cum slut," the student said, as he pulled her hair and really pounded her from behind.
"Hey Bat-slut," a deep voice said from the first hole I'd knelt before, "come get this bat."
Bat-slut? This guy couldn't tell the difference between Batgirl and Catwoman? I didn't have a yellow bat on my chest, or a cape, or Barbara Gordon's red hair. Okay, so I'm a bit of Comic Con nerd, but still, one has to have some kind of standards, right? I turned, fully expecting to tell this Neanderthal he was out of luck when my eyes were filled with the sight of a huge, ten-inch cock begging for my attention. He may have confused my costume, but he'd certainly been honest about swinging a bat.
No way I could not worship this massive dick.
I moved over to it, returned to my submissive position on my knees, and took the major league dick in my hand.
"This is one impressive specimen," I said, as I stroked it.
"Yeah, the sluts love it," he said, clearly his big dick had given him confidence.
"I bet so," I said, as I licked his cock head.
"So, are you a slut?" he asked.
"I am for a big cock like this," I responded, knowing I would do almost anything to work this cock over... and the name calling was enhancing the thrill of the submission.
"Yeah, you look like you're dressed for dick," he said, as I swirled my tongue around his curved cock head.
"It's Halloween," I pointed out, "I have to compete with all the other cock sluts."
"Well, you're off to a good start," he laughed, as I slithered my tongue down his thick shaft.
"Such a great cock," I complimented, wanting him to know how enamoured I was with his massive fuck stick.
"Yeah, now show me how good a slut you are," he said. "Suck my big cock."
"Yes, sir," I said, even though I had no idea how much older he was then me. I slithered my tongue back up his shaft and took his dick in my mouth.
"You're a submissive slut," he said, but not as a question.
"Mmmmmm," I responded, as I took the first couple of inches in my mouth.
"Tell me what you want," he ordered.
"I want this big dick in my mouth," I said, reluctantly taking his cock out of my mouth to answer the question.
"You want to be my slut?" he asked, as I took his cock back inside.
"Yes," I responded, again taking his dick out just far enough to answer the question.
"Yes what?" he said, pulling his dick not only out of my mouth, but all the way back through the hole in the wall.
"Yes, I want to be your slut," I quickly replied with some desperation to have that cock back in my eyesight ...and back in my mouth.
"You'll do as you're told?" he asked, sliding his dick back into my view.
"Yes, sir, I'll obey you," I answered, as I admired his glorious cock and stroked it.
"Good, slut," he approved. "Now, what I want is for you to take off your shoes and move your nylon-clad feet to my dick."
"You do?" I asked, that not something I was expecting.
"Yes, slut," he said. "Don't ask stupid questions, just do as you're told."
"Sorry, sir," I replied, as I took off my shoes, then moved the chair directly in front of him. I took a seat and moved my feet to his dick.
"That's it, slut," he groaned, as I awkwardly began to move my stocking-clad feet up and down his hard-as-a-rock shaft.
"You like this, stud?" I asked, playing along with his fetish.
"Yeah, those are some silky stockings," he said.
I didn't wear nylons often but had bought a few pairs while in Europe that were just so silky sheer that they really showcased my legs and felt so nice.
"They're from France," I said, "do you like them?"
"Very nice," he said, as I continued to somewhat smoothly stroke his cock.
"I've never done this before," I said.
"Well, you just may be a natural-born foot slut," he said.
"Thanks," I said, that a new one. But honestly, even though I found that I enjoyed doing this, I'd still much rather have that huge hammer in my mouth or perhaps even my pussy... which was on fire.
"I don't see many cum sluts here in nylons," he groaned softly. I smiled and thrilled inside at adding foot-slut and cum-slut to my list of honours.
"I usually don't wear them," I admitted, "it just went well with the slutty outfit."
"Well, it definitely does that," he concurred, "but you should wear them more with all your outfits. They are sexy, they showcase your legs amazingly, and since so many of your generation go bare-legged you will stand out."
"Good to know," I said, now assuming he was in his late thirties or early fourties.
"I'd notice you over other girls just because you are in nylons," he said.
"I'm not sure boys my age care," I said.
"Give them a chance and they will."
"I'll test your theory," I responded, meaning it. I was actually curious if it was true.
"Now, do you want this dick back in that cock-sucking mouth of yours?"
"I'd love that," I said, as I rolled the sole of my stocking-clad foot over his cock head.
"Oh, that felt good," he said.
"I hope this does too," I responded, as I got off the chair, moved back onto my knees and took the big dick back in my mouth... this time bobbing faster, taking in almost half his ten-inch python.
"You're really cock hungry," he moaned, as I bobbed with lustful eagerness.
"Mmmmmmm," I responded, letting him know I agreed with his assessment, but also not wanting to stop worshipping his dick.
"So, are you just a cock sucker or do you take dick in that young, ripe pussy of yours?" he asked a couple of minutes later.
I pondered this.
I was horny as fuck.
His dick would easily be the biggest I had ever taken in my pussy. Too big?
But I needed to come and why settle for my fingers when I had this beast handy?
I answered him with perhaps the most submissive thing I had ever said. After months of contemplation, I'd come to realize that I really regretted not taking a cock in my pussy that wild night in Amsterdam. The fact that I'd since pleasured myself many times imagining bending my ass over and taking a stranger's dick in my pussy just amplified that regret. Well, not tonight, tonight was Halloween and time to get wicked.
"My pussy and mouth are both yours to use as you wish," I declared as I peeled off my panties.
"Shit, you are a special sexy slut," he said. "No wonder you're a creature of the night, Bat-slut."
Bat-slut again? Once more I almost launched into an explanation of the differences between Batgirl and Catwoman, but then it hit me, I wasn't really either. No, I was a whole different Superslut, I was Glory Hole Gal. And one of Glory Hole Gal's powers was her mastery of anonymity and disguise; I could be whoever I needed to be to get what I wanted. Cock and cum.
"So, are you sliding that big bat of yours in Batgirl's mouth or her neglected pussy?" I asked, as I stroked his dick and licked the shaft.
"Bend over, Bat-slut," he ordered, as the answer to my question.
"Yes, sir," I said, licking his dick one last time, before I spun around, bent over, and pushed my ass against the wall. It was a little awkward as my height made my pussy too high, which I realized when his dick rubbed the inside of my thigh. So I pulled the chair closer to put my hands on for balance, bent my knees a little, and kept moving my ass as I tried to get his dick in my very wet pussy.
"Just a little lower," he instructed, just as I felt his dickhead between my pussy lips.
I paused for a second, making sure I didn't lose his dick, before slowly backing up and feeling the fat, round head of his Louisville Slugger press inside me.
"Oooooooooh," I moaned, as his long shaft followed the head and went deep inside me as my ass rested against the slightly cold wall.
"Oh yeah, such a wet, sloppy cunt," he said, as I took all his dick in me... never being so full in my life and knowing I would have to buy a ten-inch or bigger toy for when I was horny and at home alone.
"Fuck me," I requested, "fuck this bat-slut with your huge hammer."
"Beg, slut," he ordered, as his dick rested deep inside me... driving me wild with need.
"Please, sir, slam that huge dick in my sloppy wet cunt," I pleaded. "I need to be fucked like some cheap slut."
"Call me Daddy, slut," he said, as he gave me three quick, deep pokes.
That was so kinky and I immediately obeyed. "Oh yes, Daddy, slam that huge fucking cock in your baby girl's pussy."
"Oh yeah, baby girl," he moaned, as he started sliding his dick in and out of my fevered snatch. "You like Daddy's dick?"
"I love Daddy's big fucking dick," I responded, getting into this kinky role play, his big cock filling me so good.
"I know you do, baby girl," he said, as he kept taking smooth, hard strokes in my pussy.
"Harder, Daddy, your slutty girl needs it harder," I moaned, my orgasm rising inside me.
"You want to come on Daddy's dick?" he asked, obliging my request as he slammed into my pussy.
"Ooooooh, yes, I want to come all over Daddy's big dick," I moaned, my entire body burning with lust... this strong-willed, dominant older man driving me wild... the kinky incestuous talk somehow enhancing the thrill even though I had no interest in incest in reality... actually had never even considered it.
"Ride Daddy's dick," he ordered. "Ride it until you come all over it like a dirty Daddy's girl."
"Yes, Daddy," I moaned, moving my hands a little on the chair and beginning to bounce back on his huge dick.
"Oh yes, slut, ride Daddy's cock," he moaned.
"Ohhhhhh, Daddy," I moaned back, as I really bounced hard on the massive dick, knowing I wasn't going to last much longer.
"Come on my dick, baby girl," he ordered.
"Yes, Daddy, oh yes," I moaned, so fucking close.
"Now, my nasty slut," he ordered.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, Daaaaaaaaaddy!" I screamed, as my orgasm hit me like a ton of bricks. I collapsed back against the wall and quaked with his dick lodged deep in me...although at a unique angle.
"That's it, baby girl," he moaned, as he resumed fucking me, this new angle feeling fucking good. "Do you want Daddy's cum in your slutty box, in your mouth, or all over your face?"
"Wherever you want to dump your load, Daddy," I weakly answered, the orgasm continuing to cascade through me, as he pumped his dick deep into me.
"Oh, such a nasty slut," he said, continuing to hammer my hole.
"Yes, Daddy," I agreed, as I rested against the wall and just allowed a stranger to use my pussy for his personal gratification.
"Beg for Daddy's load," he ordered, a couple dozen deep thrusts later.
"Oh, Daddy," I moaned, "can your baby girl have your big creamy load?"
"In your pussy?" he asked.
"Yes, Daddy, fill your baby girl's pussy with a huge load," I said, looking forward to feeling him unload in me.
"Get ready, slut," he warned.
"Fill me up," I encouraged, as yet another orgasm was beginning to rise in me. Alas, it was likely he wouldn't hammer me long enough to get me off twice.
"Fuck," he grunted a few seconds later, before unloading inside me.
"Yes, Daddy," I moaned, as he filled me up... making a rush of adrenaline quiver down my back.
"Take it all," he said, continuing to pump his load in me.
"Yes, Daddy," I repeated, the kinky role play adding to the wildness of the encounter.
He slowed down and a minute later pulled out of me... and I felt his cum gush out of me.
"Thank you, Daddy," I said, having thoroughly enjoyed the good hard fucking and kinky daddy play.
"Yeah, that was hot," he said, a change in his voice telling me he was stepping out of his Daddy role.
"So hot," I agreed as I stepped away from the wall on wobbly legs.
"I hope to see you here again some time."
"I think I'm going to become a regular," I said, as I stepped back into my panties. Grabbing some toilet paper, I wiped up his load from my thighs to keep it from filling my shoes. One nice blob was left behind and I wiped it up with a finger and brought it to my mouth. Yummy.
He didn't say anything else, and when I turned to look, I saw another cock, smaller and flaccid, pop through the hole. I saw that Bat-dick and I had left a lot of goo on the wall below the glory hole and this new cock flopped right into it. It was so damned raunchy that my pussy pulsed.
'Cock marinated in cock sauce; how can I pass that up?' I thought to myself and moved back to the wall, returned to my knees and took the dirty treat in my mouth. Happy Halloween indeed.
Unlike the last stranger's verbal domination and humiliation, from this one I got the silent treatment. His dick took some time to harden in my mouth and I could see some gray in the pubes, so I assumed it was another older man. It was time for Glory Hole Gal to do another good deed for a respected elder.
Once I had Grandpa hard, I bobbed, taking his entire almost six-inch dick in my mouth. This time I focused on a ferocious attack, devouring the entire cock with aggressive deep throating. If this was a younger guy he would have busted a nut in a couple of minutes, but I was giving him a marathon saliva-bath blow job and he was not unloading. In the end, I abused that elder cock for over ten minutes before he finally groaned softly and oozed a smallish and very salty gooey load in my mouth.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, letting him know I enjoyed his creamy cum as I let it linger in my mouth before allowing it to glide down my throat.
He pulled out and without a word he was gone.
"Meow, aren't you just the cutest little pussycat," a female voice said from behind me.
My first reaction was to look over at the entry door. Yes, the red button was still lit up, supposedly indicating that a woman looking for cocks was inside. So why would another woman go into one of the connected rooms? Hmm, could there be a couple on the other side of the wall? Was my flatterer a woman wanting to get a look at the girl she was going to watch suck her boyfriend or husband? That thought made my pussy go all melty.
I turned my gaze to the glory hole and saw an artfully made-up eye peeking through. "I'm glad you a-pprrrroove," I replied to her compliment, with an Eartha Kitt purr. "And what brings such lovely eyes to look at such a dirty scene?"
Her lilting voice held humour and confidence. "I came in for some Halloween Dick and Treat myself, then heard all the buzz about a new girl. One old gent looked like he might just go ahead and die happy right now, so of course I had to see for myself."
I found myself suddenly bashful and blushing and said something facile to cover. "Will I see you in costume if I put my eye to your peephole?"
"Your basic slutty nurse," she answered.
"A classic," I approved, as I stood up and stretched.
"How many so far?" she asked.
"Four," I answered.
"Not bad," she replied.
"You come here often?" I asked.
"When the craving hits me."
I certainly understood about cravings. And somehow I found this conversation oddly relaxing... talking to another woman who did what I did... another kindred spirit.
"What's the most you've serviced?" I asked.
"Twelve."
Twelve! I suddenly thought of the two highly experienced college girls from my European bus tour and how they had introduced me to slutdom. Could Glory Hole Gal have found a new mentor, could I be the Robin to her Batman?
"That's impressive. I bet your jaw was sore," I added with a laugh, trying to sound cool.
"Yeah, but it's the knees that really get you."
"I can believe it." The floor here had felt fairly cushioned when I started, but not so much now.



"Do you eat pussy, pussy?" she asked, catching me by surprise.
"Well, I cannot lie, I have dined on the feminine delicacy from time to time," I replied, coyly.
"Want to dine on one now?" she asked.
So, here I was thinking Glory Hole Gal might have found an ally to increase her safety in this undeniably dangerous new world and it turns out she's yet another pervert looking to take advantage of a submissive slut. I was so happy I came here tonight.
"I think I would really enjoy some fresh fish after so many tube steaks," I said as I moved over to her.
"Well, come and get it, kitty," she purred.
"Meow," I playfully responded, as I dropped back onto my weary knees. I'm not sure how I could possibly do twelve dicks in this position. Then I forgot my knees when I saw her pretty pussy before me.
Unfortunately, the hole made this a difficult task, it was clearly not intended for servicing women. I could lick and part her pussy lips, but the wall, despite being thin, definitely prevented me from probing deep into her hole with my tongue. Although my pussy eating experience was limited, I did enjoy getting right in there when I did.
She did taste good though. She moaned, after a couple of minutes of haphazard licking, "I know it's not as easy as having my legs spread, but what's a girl to do?"
"Not easy, but worth the work," I responded, as I moved a finger and slid it into her pussy.
"Mmmmmm, adapting to the circumstances," she moaned. "I like that."
"I've always been one to get the job done," I said, as I focused on finger fucking her and working over her clit.
"Oh yes, that's it, right there," she moaned, as I double attacked her inside and out.
It was a couple more minutes of increased moaning before she wailed loudly, "Happy Halloween, you glory hole slut. Here's your treat!"
When she began squirting around my finger, I pulled it out and lapped up as much of her pussy juice as I could, such a sweet taste to savor after three loads of strong male cum.
"Oh, God, so good," she moaned, as I continued licking her sweet treat.
"This is my kind of Halloween candy," I said.
Just seconds later, as I was still enjoying her cum, a male voice from behind said, "Trick or treat, sexy."
I turned around to see a fat, already hard cock in the other hole.
"Definitely treat," I said, before turning back to the sweet pussy, saying, "Thanks, that was fun."
To my surprise, she handed me a piece of paper. "My cell number if you ever want to have some fun together at my dorm room or perhaps we can come here and double team some dicks."
"Um, oh, okay," I said, as I took the paper.
"I'm serious, I want to taste your pussy soon," she said. Then added, "And maybe show you my collection of toys."
"I'll be in touch," I replied, unsure I would be, as I processed that her 'dorm room' comment meant she was obviously going to the same college as me.
"I expect you to contact me," she said with a determined tone that grabbed my attention.
"I will," I said more firmly Her giving me an order turning me on and making me more likely to actually text this number.
"Come get this treat," the man said.
"Coming," I replied.
"See you soon," the girl said. "By the way my name is Savannah."
Savannah, damn her name sounded sexy. But I decided to maintain Glory Hole Gal's secret identity for now and simply said, "Bye, Savannah," before stepping across the room to dick number five. "Sorry for the delay," I told the cock, "I was eating some coed pussy."
The cock twitched and its owner said, "That is so hot, I wish I could have seen it."
"Yeah, it was a nice, sweet snack in between all this meat," I said, stroking his hard-on.
"I bet. But now that you've cleansed your palate are you ready for more meat?"
"I'm always ready for a nice slab of beef like this," I said, as I kissed the head of his fat cock.
"Yeah, not very long, but it will spread those pretty lips," he said, confident with the lack of length, but impressive girth... which impressed me.
"It's the perfect size," I said, licking his shaft.
"You think so?"
"Oh yeah, perfect. A dick like this was meant to be worshipped," I said, wrapping my lips around the fat cock as it stretched my mouth. He didn't need to know I felt that way about almost all penises, regardless of size... well, okay, a fat one like this did deserve more worship.
"Appreciated."
"Mmmmm," I responded with a moan, as I adjusted to its girth and began bobbing, taking all six-ish inches in my mouth.
"Oh, that feels great," he moaned, as I slowly sucked his cock, getting used to the stretching of my mouth.
"Mmmmmm," I repeated, really enjoying this cock. I liked length... but somehow this dick was the perfect sucking size. Easy to deep throat, but stretching my mouth which I enjoyed. Not really a challenge, yet also a challenge.
"Fuck, I haven't had a blow job like this ever," he said, two or three minutes later as I shifted from languidly worshipping his cock to working to get his cannon to blast.
"Mmmmmmm," I again responded, not willing to take his fat dick out of my mouth until he had dumped his load.
"I'm getting close," he generously warned like a gentleman.
I kept sucking and after a few more deep throat bobs, he grunted, "I'm coming."
I swallowed my fourth load, getting a rush at satisfying yet another stranger.
I slowed down and milked his cock until every last drop was in my belly.
"Thanks, that was amazing," he said.
"Your cock is amazing," I responded, licking his cock head.
"Thanks," he said again, before he pulled his cock out.
No cock in the other hole, my knees a little sore, I decided it was time to leave.
I stepped out of the room and at first turned toward the store. Glory Hole Gal was the kind of heroine who would hold her head up high while doing a slut walk. But then I thought that I wanted all the cocks to remain anonymous to me and maybe Mr. Fat Cock and some others might be hanging out. So, I turned around and exited by the back door.
Still, I sashayed proudly as I strolled away from the porn emporium where Glory Hole Gal had subdued each stiff prick that had tried to stand against her. I'd used my own submission to get inside each one's defenses and make him surrender his liquid treasure, which now warmed my belly, coated my tongue, and dripped into my black panties.
As I got closer to the school and the Halloween party, I tried to put away Glory Hole Gal and ease back into regular Catwoman mode. But it was going to take a long time to come down from the massive rush at the fact I had sucked five cocks, swallowed four loads, took another in my pussy and even ate a pussy... and already I was thinking of when I would be going back there.
Tonight had indeed been all treat....
Happy Halloween
This is the beginning of a series of Glory Hole tales and other kinky adventures from our cock hungry heroine... they will be short salacious tales of this sweet girl having adventure after adventure as she continues to discover and enjoy her unique sexuality and boundless passion.
Already written adventures include:
Glory Hole Gal in the other half of her Halloween escapades, where she goes from a cock-filled sex shop to a pussy-filled dorm room.
And Glory Hole Gal's returns to the glory holes where she experiences the thrill of her first BBC and the unique pleasure of being made to serve a married couple.
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Pillow Princess Club Ch. 17
Summary: Cock 2/Pussy 27: MILF fucks next door brother and sister.
Note: This is dedicated to Stephen, who requested the series.
Note 2: Thanks to Small_Island for editing this chapter of this wicked series and Shuj for proof-reading.
Note 3: This is Chapter Seventeen of an ongoing series.
In Chapter One, Meredith, a housewife in her mid-forties, is spending a lot of time at home alone with her eight-month-old baby daughter while her husband is constantly away and neglecting her sexual needs. She sees from her bedroom window her 18-year-old female neighbour getting sexually pleasured by another woman, then another, and then even more. This brings her growing curiosity to explore her same sex desires burning to the surface. She discovers a secret Pillow Princess Club, where older women sign up and are then regularly summoned by younger women to pleasure them sexually. She signs up out of lust and curiosity, and is instantly summoned by her beautiful next door neighbour Bianca, whereupon she services her, which begins her journey into submissive lesbianism.
In Chapter Two, Meredith is spied in her short walk of shame home and directed across the street to Miranda Bellencourt's house to service her stocking-clad feet, eat her pussy, and get her own pussy fucked for the first time in a year and a half.
In Chapter Three, Meredith goes to her former high school bully's house, where she is greeted by a naked Miranda, who is being punished for using her before the other, apparently more important, younger Pillow Princesses... her punishment includes being spanked, and being required to fuck herself in the ass with a cucumber. Meredith services her third pussy, her high school bully's daughter, when said bully walks in and ends up fucking her pussy... although sadly not long enough to get her off... before she heads out for her scheduled pussy number four.
In Chapter Four, Meredith drives to a stranger's house... a cute Swedish young lady... where she discovers the joys of face sitting.
In Chapter Five, a phone call from her mother gives her more time to explore her newfound submissive love for pussy, when her mom offers to take her daughter home for the weekend. Meredith drives to the next address and learns it's a yoga establishment. After a brief hesitation, she goes into the business and hides under a desk, where she services a young girl while she continues working and interacting with people.
In Chapter Six, Meredith continues her pussy pleasing tour when she is ordered to go to a house where she services two young women and discovers the orgasmic bliss of being fisted.
In Chapter Seven, Meredith goes to meet a girl to eat her first ass, and she discovers her best friend is already there. Together, they worship the teen's pussy and ass. She also learns her best friend has had sex with Meredith's eighteen-year-old daughter. With all her tasks completed, she drives to a Hooters to go pee, and...
In Chapter Eight, Meredith gets two wild adventures. An under the table foot job from a Hooters waitress who gifts her a pair of her soiled Hooters pantyhose and a promise to give her a night of unlimited coed pussy at her sorority and her first tribbing encounter with a very cute Japanese girl. Up next: Big Rosie.
In Chapter Nine, Meredith goes to a black woman's house where she pleases not one, but two black women and discovers the joy of chocolate cunt.
In Chapter Ten, Meredith goes to meet a girl and her friend and discovers that one is a transwoman with a six-inch cock and discovers the joys of pot lube which leads to a wild threesome... some pussy and getting fucked to five orgasms.
In the pivotal Chapter Eleven, Meredith returns to Hooters to get a fresh pair of cum-coated pantyhose, where she ends up in a bathroom eating Carla's pussy through the pantyhose and coming on Carla's pantyhose-covered knee. Things get serious when they both share their feelings with each other and Meredith agrees to go on a date with the coed tomorrow night. Meredith then goes to a slumber party where she dines on five teenage pussies and has a few more orgasms herself in a wild Mommy play scene.
In Chapter Twelve, Meredith visits a coed who has been using her daughter for some time. She worships the girl's stocking-clad sweaty feet, learns more about her daughter, pleases pussy number nineteen, and reaches her own orgasm when she humps herself on the coed's leg.
In Chapter Thirteen, Meredith is shocked to find her mother-in-law in her home with the babysitter between her legs. This leads to more revelations for the first day Pillow Princess Pet and two more pussies: her mother-in-law and the babysitter... and another fucking from a big strap-on cock on the hips of said mother-in-law.
In Chapter Fourteen, Meredith gets some more pot lube, pays for the delivery by eating a sweet young pussy and then gets the surprise of her life when while pleasuring herself on the washing machine she is caught by her daughter and ends up crossing the line and having a wild sexual encounter with the eighteen-year-old Catherine.
In Chapter Fifteen, Meredith discovers the joys of sodomy... enhanced by pot lube in both her pussy and ass by a young British girl. The afternoon gets wilder when Catherine shows up and she watches her equally slutty daughter also take it in the ass before concluding with the horny MILF taking nine inches of big strap-on cock in her no longer virgin asshole (or arse hole in the words of the British twenty-year-old Olivia). In a wild ending to this visit, she also dines on the girl's grandmother's pussy.
In Chapter Sixteen, Meredith discovers the joys of toys... anal beads, a sybian and a double penetration toy all bring her exhilarating pleasure.
And now, continuing straight on from Chapter 16....
Chapter 17
I arrived home to find my daughter sitting naked with legs spread on the living room sofa, Miranda Bellencourt, the bitch from across the street, kneeling between them, licking away. Catherine welcomed me home with, "You look like you just got gangbanged."
"First, how do you know how someone looks after being gangbanged?" I asked with a playful smile.
"I plead the fifth," she smiled back with a soft moan.
"Second, I wasn't gangbanged, but I did get my holes filled pretty good by a variety of toys," I said, thinking it was nice I could share this with someone... especially my daughter.
"That sounds hot," she said, as her hand went to Miranda's head.
"So, you are just going to bring other women home to eat your pussy when you have a willing, eager, submissive Mommy right here?" I asked... letting Miranda know I had committed incest... wanting to shock her.
"I wasn't sure when you would be home and watching you take it in the ass was fucking hot," my daughter wickedly said.
"Well, I have since taken anal beads and some double hole toy up my ass," I said, not at all ashamed of my new slut persona in front of my daughter.
"I plan to pound your ass later before I go back to school," she said.
"You better," I said, with a yawn wondering how much longer she would be staying, but deciding to ask later.
"You finally have a break?" my daughter asked.
"Yeah," I said, rather hesitantly.
"Yeah, what?" she asked, catching onto my tone.
"Well, I have a date tonight with a woman, although your father thinks I'm going to a ladies' night with friends, and I told him he was watching Hannah instead of trying to saddle you with babysitting again. But I just bumped into Bianca and apparently I'm supposed to meet her brother Lorenzo in his garage at six," I explained.
"You lucky bitch," Miranda said, her head coming up from between my daughter's legs.
"Yeah, Mom, I hear he has a huge cock," Catherine said, as she snapped her fingers and Miranda resumed licking... damn, watching the old bitch be subservient to my daughter was quite the turn-on.
"I'm just a little concerned that this is crossing the line into cheating," I said. "I mean I know eating twenty-plus pussies, including my daughter and my husband's mother, is already pretty extreme cheating, but I rationalized that they were all pussies, minus the one trans cock, and as such it wasn't really cheating."
"If Dad hasn't been sexually satisfying you then you should go," Catherine said, giving her mother permission to cheat.
"You think?" I asked.
"Yes, plus if Mistress Bianca ordered you to, you really have no choice," she pointed out. "You are bottom bitch and must obey every Pillow Princess and other pussy pets."
"Even being with other men?" I asked.
"Rarely," my daughter moaned, as she lifted her ass up to press her pretty pussy against Miranda's face. "But it does happen."
"Okay," I said, yawning again.
"Go take a nap," she sweetly offered, "I'll watch Hannah if she wakes."
"Thanks," I smiled. "Nice seeing you again, Mrs. Bellencourt."
"You too, bottom slut," she responded, without missing a lick.
"I'll wake you up at 5 so you can get ready for Italian cock," my daughter called out as I headed to my bedroom, somehow making my cheeks burn red.
I woke up to a soft tapping, and then Catherine was poking her head around the door. "Rise and shine, Mommy slut," she smiled at me. I knew I was changed when my automatic reaction was to smile back and feel my pussy come to life. She left to go back to Hannah, and I got out of bed. In the bathroom I caught sight of myself in the mirror and saw an obvious slut or whore or incestuous pervert and wasn't sure how I could look at my husband after all I had done... and was about to do. But a few minutes under the hot water not only washed the stink of illicit sex off of me, but also the guilt... it was replaced by the calm acknowledgement that this was who I was now. There was no going back. I loved pussy. I loved serving Pillow Princesses. I loved being used as a slut. No way I could go back to my hum-drum existence after the past day. No fucking way.
I was enjoying my lengthy shower, mentally reliving my adventures, and so was startled when my husband said, "I'm home," from right outside the shower cabin.
"Hey," I said, as I continued to allow the water to wash over me.
"Catherine says you have to leave pretty soon," he said.
"Yeah, ladies' night is starting a little earlier than I told you on the phone," I responded.
"That's okay," he said, "I'm happy you're getting out."
"You are?" I asked as I shut the water off. Jack had surprised me again with this sudden attention and consideration.
As I opened the shower screen and he handed me a towel, he said, "Yes, I had time to think and you are right. You need time to go out. Time to be with your friends. And I need to do more around here."
"That is so good to hear," I said, as I dried myself off.
"Yeah, I have been a bit of an asshole," he admitted.
"Yes, you have," I agreed, but with just the slightest of a smile.
"I took you for granted," he continued, letting his guilt out, which made my guilt increase.
"Yes, you did," I nodded, wrapping the towel around me before getting out of the shower.
"I'm sorry," he said.
"Thank you," I replied, stepping out of the shower, using his hand for balance.
Once I was standing on the floor in front of him, Jack kissed me.
I kissed him back and felt... disappointed. While I used to love the sweet intimacy of a kiss from my husband, what I felt now didn't come close to the sensual, soft lips of the many women I had kissed... especially Carla. Carla, who I was going on a date with tonight. I really thought about that for a moment: I was leaving my husband at home to take care of our baby so I could go on a date with a woman.
That frank assessment should have generated intense guilt in me, but his uninspiring kiss had instead squelched that guilt as it seemed to confirm my need for a woman's touch.
"I need to get ready," I said, as Hannah, somehow working for me, began to cry, so I didn't have to be unnecessarily cruel in stopping my husband's advances.
"I'll go check on Hannah," he said.
"Thank you," I said, as he left. In the bedroom I quickly slid on a pair of Hooters' pantyhose, without panties, the way Carla wore them. Then I slipped on a fun sundress that could be flipped up to provide easy viewing of my charms. Suddenly, something grabbed control of me, and I impetuously ripped open a hole at the crotch of the pantyhose. Fuck easy viewing, I wanted to provide easy access.
Then I remembered that the first person who would be enjoying that easy access wasn't going to be Carla, but a man, Lorenzo. I'd justified stepping out on my husband because I needed the touch of a woman, but now my pussy was burning with the upcoming promise of a big, young, virile dick. Well, Hubby couldn't give me that anymore than he could offer me a wet pussy to eat, so I guess I was still justified. God, I was getting wicked.
I also packed a bag for date night that was different from the outfit for my quickie and pre-lubed both my holes with the pot lube so I could really enjoy the orgasms and would be ready if the boy-next-door chose to pound my ass.
Jack came in as I was putting perfume on.
"You look great," he said.
"Thank you," I said, looking at him through the mirror.
"I mean, really beautiful," he continued.
"So I can still clean up nice?" I asked, turning around.
"I didn't mean that," he said.
"I know, I'm just teasing," I said. "It's been a long time since I got dressed up." Then I remembered my cover story. "I mean, I know it's a bit much for a bunch of other ladies, but I just felt like making the most of the opportunity."
"I'll make up for that," he promised as I went to the closet to pick some fuck me pumps.
"That would be nice," I said, although truth was, I was way more excited for my date with Carla than any five-star restaurant my husband would take me to.
I came back, sat on the edge of the bed and put my heels on.
It was obvious that Jack was turned on, that he was staring at me with real desire, and just over twenty-four hours ago this reaction would have thrilled me, and I would have spread my legs and let him fuck me. Now, it did nothing. I knew, in my heart, I would have to have a serious conversation with him about the new me. This, however, wasn't the time.
I had to be in Lorenzo's garage in fifteen minutes.
I gave him a kiss in the cheek, then gave Hannah, who was in his arms, a kiss on the top of her sweet, downy head, and headed out, thankful he didn't ask about the bag.
"Have fun, Mom," my daughter said, sitting in the living room with Barbara and watching television... even as I imagined those two in a 69... or perhaps my daughter dominating her best friend.
"Yeah, have fun," Barbara added, her tone implying she knew exactly what I was about to do.
"You two don't do anything I wouldn't do," I replied playfully even as I lifted up my dress and showcased my ready-made hole for easy access to my pussy.
"Not sure that leaves much that would be forbidden," Catherine wickedly said, just as her father entered the room and I dropped my dress back down just in time.
I grabbed my purse and keys to the car, as I had to look like I was driving and not simply sauntering next door for some twenty-one-year-old cock. I headed out, drove a block, parked around the corner, and walked back to the Riccis' house... being cautious not to be in window view of my house.
The garage door was up and I saw Lorenzo inside leaning against a car and texting on his phone... he looked like a GQ underwear model, though I actually hoped he wasn't wearing any. I walked in and pressed the button to close the door behind me.
"Bene, you made it," he said, in his sexy Italian accent as he looked up and took me all in.
"I wasn't sure I should," I said, as I stood there a bundle of nerves. While I first had my doubts upon seeing my husband cradling our baby, now I was probably more worried about being able to finish playing with this magnificent beast quick enough to get to my real date on time.
"Oh, but deep down you knew you would be coming over, didn't you?" He said, with a suave confidence far beyond his years as he put his phone on the car hood and walked to me.
"Yes," I whispered, feeling giddy like I was a teenager again... my pussy tingling with anticipation.
"Yes, what?" He asked, as he stood before me... a good foot taller than me and that was in my four-inch heels.
"Yes, I knew I had to come over," I admitted, as he moved a hand slowly down my arm, making my entire body shiver. I was captivated by his blue eyes... they were so intoxicating.
" Sei così bella," he said, as he moved his lips to my ear and tugged on it... his hot breath making me tremble yet again.
While I'd told myself I didn't have any guilt about what I was doing, I found myself a little uncomfortable with this tenderness, it made this more than just a sexual act. My unconscious defense was to respond bluntly. "And you are utterly hot as fuck."
He laughed, "Not sure I have ever had someone say it quite like that."
"And this," I said, moving my hand to his crotch, "is just so fucking big and hard."
"Right at it," he said.
"Yeah, you okay with that?" I asked, not waiting for a response as I gave his hard dick a firm squeeze and lowered myself before him...knowing this had to be a fuck and go, a dump and run.
"Actually, it's refreshing," he said, as he looked down at me as I moved to undo his button.
"I've wanted this dick since I saw you in your backyard," I said, pulling his fly open and then his jeans down to his knees in one movement that was pretty impressively smooth until his hard cock flopped out and almost poked me in the eye.
"I knew you were watching," he said, as I wrapped my hand around his long, thick cock, already imagining what it would feel like inside me.
"Did you imagine using me as one of your neighborhood fuck toys?" I asked, as I leaned forward and licked down the entire shaft.
"It had crossed my mind," he said.
I moved my mouth to his hairless balls, which I have to say I appreciated, and sucked one big juicy ball in my mouth.
"So, you want to be one of my cum dump sluts?" He wickedly asked.
Being called a 'slut' was one thing, but being called a 'cum dump' was a whole other level of humiliation. Old me, like just over twenty-four hours ago, would have been disgusted by such a derogatory description. Yet, as I found his other ball, and my submissive nature again took over even after my rather aggressive start, I found myself saying, "I want to be your next door cum dump."
"Bello," he said, as I sucked on his ball and slathered his nut sac with wetness. He then said, "There is nothing hotter than married women who will do anything for my cazzo."
"You better fuck me as hard with this cazzo as the other sluts I've watched you bang," I said, as I slithered my tongue back up this thick, hard, very Italian shaft.
"Oh, I'll give it to you good," he assured, oozing with a confidence I found utterly hot.
As I swirled his thick cock head, I said, "Show me what you got, fuck boy."
He grabbed my hand, led me around the car, and I gasped, "You have an actual bed in your garage?"
" Sì," he said, "pretty convenient, no?" But then he flipped my dress up and bent me over the hood of the car. Apparently, I had to earn my way to the comfortable spot.
"So is what I'm wearing," I smiled, as he caressed my pantyhose clad ass and discovered the slut rip.
"Well, this is indeed wonderfully convenient," he agreed, as he admired the hole already there for easy access to my pussy.
"Since we're both fans of convenience," I said, looking back at this handsome young man and feeling my pussy burn with excitement, "how should we make use of these particular conveniences?" The additional pot lube I'd placed in my pussy before leaving home was beginning to kick in and I really hoped he had the right answer to my question. He did.



"I want to fuck this wet pussy," he said. As he moved his fingers to me, I spread my legs further to give as easy access as I could.
"Ooooh," I moaned at the very first contact from his fingers. "Slide that big dick in me. I need it right now."
"Such a horny slut," he said, as he moved his fingers away and moved his dick to my wanton hole.
"Yes, I'm a slut for big, hard, young cock," I said. At this moment, all I wanted was dick... to be fucked... to feel his dick slam into me.
"I'm going to come twice in you," he said, as he slid his cock in me.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, excited by a marathon fuck from this young stud, and not really putting any worry into the risk of getting knocked up or the fact I had a 6:30 date that I was going to be cutting it close getting to on time even with just one fuck.
"Yeah, you want me to fill this married pussy with my load?" he asked, as he began fucking me.
"Well, I am your cum dump," I responded, not at all worried about consequences... but rather being guided by my fevered pussy and my lustful, submissive persona.
"Sí, you are one nasty bitch," he said, as he began fucking me hard.
"Then treat me like one," I responded, wanting to be fucked hard and dominated in a way my husband didn't understand.
He slapped my ass, hard, as he pulled out and then slammed back in.
"Oh yes, give me that cock," I moaned.
"Tell me what you want," he said, as he pounded me hard from behind.
"I want you to fuck the shit out of me, use me as your fuck toy and dump your load in my married, unprotected cunt," I wickedly responded, although it didn't come out so smoothly through a variety of moans and deep thrusts.
"Cazzo," he said, laughing a little at my wicked words. And while I couldn't directly translate his occasional Italian words, I could decipher their meaning enough to know he was pleased my mouth was so dirty.
"Now, hammer my hole," I demanded, my pussy burning with lust, "give me all that big, fat cock."
"So nasty," he said, but sounded impressed by that nastiness.
For a couple of minutes, he pounded me hard, his body slamming into mine with each deep forward thrust and I was moaning wildly. My orgasm was imminent, and my wicked words made that clear. "Oh yes, don't stop... fuck me, fuck me... give me all that dick... pound my pussy... oh fuck, yes!" I screamed, as I came from the furious fucking and his extra length and girth in comparison to my husband.
"Oh, yeah, come on my big dick," he said, and he didn't slow down at all as my orgasm washed through me like a tidal wave.
"Oh fuck," I moaned, as the euphoria consumed me even as he continued hammering me from behind.
"Yes, get ready for my load," he said, as my orgasm continued its lengthy journey through my liquified body.
"Yes, fill me up," I willingly agreed, wanting to feel his cock erupt inside me.
"Oh yeah, here it comes, my next door cum dump," he grunted, as he spewed his load deep inside my pussy.
"Fuuuuuuuuck!" I screamed, always loving the sensation of a load of cum filling me up... yet another thing my husband wasn't giving me.
"Oh yeah, I love my new pussy," he said, as he didn't slow down at all as he unloaded inside me.
"Yours," I mumbled in mindless agreement, just enjoying the sensations of a good hard fuck.
"I will be using this pussy often when I need to drop a load," he continued, as his hand went to my hair and he tugged it gently.
"Yes, anytime," I agreed. The hard fucking, the load inside me, the nasty talk and the fact he was still fucking me were making another climax begin to rise inside me. All of it together had me in full submissive mode willing to agree to almost anything.
"Bella, puta," he said, pulling out, spinning me around, and even as his cum leaked out of me, grabbing my hand and leading me to the bed. "Because we're just getting started."
"Works for me," I said, my puttana still burning and more than ready for more dick.
"Come clean me up," he said, as he got onto the bed and lay down.
"Gladly," I agreed, always enjoying my taste on a cock. I got on the bed, knelt beside him and took his still very hard cock into my mouth... god, I loved the stamina of a young stud.
I slowly worshipped and savoured this big, hard cock, extracting all my juices. I cupped his balls, I swirled my tongue around his thick cock head, I deep throated his dick.
I don't know how many minutes I had his dick in my mouth, four, perhaps five, before he ordered, "Come ride me."
"My pleasure," I replied, meaning it as I straddled his dick and lowered my pot-lubed, burning pussy eagerly onto his missile. "Oh fuck," I moaned, as I easily took it all.
"Oh yeah," he moaned, reaching up and cupping my tits as I began to ride his cock. "Ride me, slut."
"Oh fuck," I moaned, leaning on my tits in his strong hands for balance as I really began to bounce on his dick like he was a fuck trampoline.
"Fuck yeah, that's it," he said, manhandling my tits as I rode his cock like he was one of those mechanical bull machines.
After a few minutes of this position, he said, "My turn," as he lifted me up and off of him like I was a leaf, moved me onto my side and slid his dick back into me as he reached around to cup my tit.
"Oh yeah, fuck me, stud," I moaned, always liking this position.
"My parents are going to love you," he said, as his chest rested against my back as he pumped his dick in me fast and furious.
"What?" I moaned, hearing his words but not easily processing their meaning.
"Sì, Mamma has had her eyes on you since we moved in," he continued in a surprising revelation.
"She has?" I asked.
"Yeah, and my dad loves American sluts," he added. "They are almost as obedient as his Asian pets."
"Jesus," I said, both because his frantic fucking had me near orgasm two and the thought of him comparing me to Asian women in my submissive nature was a surprise to me.
"Yeah, they will be impressed with me and Bianca's quick seduction of you."
"Please don't tell them," I responded, for some reason this seeming more scandalous than my plethora of cheating acts with tons of young ladies, a trans woman and now this young stud.
"I'm sure my sister already has," he said, as he pulled out, rolled me onto my back, spread my legs wide and slammed back into me.
"Oh fuck," I moaned loudly, as the new angle caused waves of sensation through me.
"My mom and her share everything," he said, pounding my pussy hard.
I wondered if 'everything' could possibly mean incest, something I would have never even remotely considered before my sexually submissive awakening. But now that I had had sex with my mother-in-law and my daughter? (Okay, only one was technically legally incest, but still pretty damned taboo... she was still a Mommy)
As my Italian Stallion continued his hard hammering, bringing me ever closer to orgasm two, the fog in my head grew thicker with these incestuous thoughts and I suddenly envisioned thrusting my head between Catherine's young legs as Pam fucked me from behind. Over the next sixty seconds my orgasmic emotion rose to the exploding point as I babbled to my real world cock, "Yes, harder, fuck me, pound your MILF slut, destroy her pussy, breed her hole, make her your best cum duuuuuump!"
"Oh, fuck!" he grunted, sweat coming off his brow as he continued his workout in my hole. "Fucking neighbour pet!"
I trembled wildly from both his words and actions but a long, drawn out groan was all I could muster after multiple orgasms.
Grabbing my ankles, he pulled my legs together and pumped his dick in my pussy from a new angle and I could already feel orgasm three rising while orgasm two still pulsated inside of me.
"Yeah, married sluts can never get enough of my cock," he confidently said, as this marathon fuck continued at the pace of a sprint.
"I can see whyyyyyyy," I moaned, this reckless assault in my pussy with such stamina as well as furious pace had me a muddled mess. No man had ever fucked me this good... ever.
"What are you?" He asked.
"Your slut," I mindlessly responded.
"More," he said.
"Your fuck toy, your cum dump, your three-hole, bimbo slave," I listed off.
"Oh, you take it in the ass?" he asked, stopping buried deep in me.
"I'll take your cock in any hole at any time," I said, meaning it. I knew this was cheating at a whole other level, I knew this could end my marriage, but the lengthy neglect and Pillow Princess initiation had awakened a side of me that overrode any marital obligations.
"Well, let's test that right now," he said, pulling out and flipping me onto all fours. God, I loved the way he roughly handled me... this was a man.
Once he had me where he wanted me, he dragged his big cockhead through my pussy, pulling out some of my excessive wetness and using it to lubricate my asshole.
"Just slam that big, fat cock in my shit hole," I wickedly said. "I need that entire dick deep in my ass."
"Fuck, yeah," he said, sounding even a little surprised by my wicked words.
"Oh fuck!" I screamed, as he filled my asshole with his huge cock, the instant pleasure and pain principle coming alive inside me.
"Oh yeah, what a tight fucking ass," he groaned, as he completely filled me.
"Such a big fucking cock," I responded, trying to deal with the sudden invasion of my ass by his massive dick.
He then began slowly fucking my ass... taking his time and enjoying, I assumed, the different nature of the warmth in my taboo hole.
Meanwhile, I focused on breathing and dealing with the pain and pleasure that was battling for control. Of course, as my asshole was fucked the pain slowly dissipated and the pleasure took over. After only a couple of minutes, I wanted it harder, rougher and I begged, "Pound my asshole, stud, destroy it with your fat cock."
"As... you... wish!" he said, each word punctuated by a hard, deep thrust.
"Yeeeeeeeees," I moaned, at the sudden intensity of the rough anal hammering.
"Fuck, I can't believe how nasty a slut you are," Lorenzo said, as he really rammed his rod in my ass.
"Pound my shit hole with that big fat dick," I demanded, wanting to turn him on and show him just how nasty I could be.
"Fuck," he said, clearly amazed by my excessive nastiness.
After a couple of dozen strokes, I heard a door open and as my eyes went wide, I heard Bianca Ricci say, "Task accomplished."
"Hey, Sis," Lorenzo greeted, not slowing down at all as he sodomized me.
"I see you're enjoying my slut," the head Pillow Princess said.
"She's our slut now," Lorenzo corrected.
"Shit, are you fucking her ass?" the young Italian beauty asked, as she walked to us.
"Just like she begged me to," he said.
"Nice," she replied as she moved to join us on the bed.
I looked up to see her in a sundress and mocha nylons. "Hello, Mistress," I greeted, even as her brother kept pounding my back door.
"I see you're enjoying my brother's hospitality," she said, as she sat down and spread her legs, showing that she was commando as usual... and wet, apparently also as usual. "Well, you'll be glad to know I bring a solution to your problem."
"That I'm craving pussy?" I asked playfully. Squinting between her firm thighs, I added, "Yes, that looks like the perfect solution."
She laughed, "So insatiable," and moved her shaved snatch towards my watering mouth.
"Always," I moaned, as I could feel orgasm three take a big leap toward its explosion.
"No, I mean I have solved your cheating situation for you," she said, as her inviting pussy was now in reach.
I'd been automatically craning my neck toward my prize, but now hesitated, perplexed by her words. "What?" I asked.
"While it's obvious you have been enjoying your adventures," she said while pressing her vertical lips against my horizontal ones, "with cock as well as cunt," she added as a wicked aside to my current situation, "I've still sensed some guilt on your part for cheating on your husband. Well, I've solved your guilt problem."
She paused and while I was desperate to hear more, the way she was pressing her pussy against my mouth made it clear that this pet should not interrupt her servicing of her mistress. I returned to licking... God, this girl tasted so good.
Finally, Bianca continued. "Not long ago, I had Catherine take your baby out for a walk. I then went over to your house to borrow some batteries for this." She pulled her pussy away so I could see she was holding an eight-inch vibrator.
"Oh," I said in curiosity, then gave out a moan from the back door delight her brother continued to deliver.
"After your flustered, but eminently helpful husband got me the batteries, I immediately inserted them to make sure they were good and to answer his clearly implied question about how my toy worked. I then thanked him with a blow job," she casually said.
"No way," I replied, shocked that my husband would cheat on me. I understood the hypocrisy of the shock, since I imagine he would certainly be even more shocked by my own outrageous and excessive infidelity... but still that was my initial reaction.
"He resisted, even protested briefly, but I am quite determined... and irresistible," she said.
"I certainly know that's true," I said, "but I still have trouble believing it of Jack."
"He only lasted like two minutes," she said.
I responded with a slightly harsh laugh. "He resisted you for two minutes or he only lasted two minutes after giving in to your overwhelming charms?"
"Both," she laughed in reply. "But the important thing is that he showed that he agrees with you that it's both natural and acceptable to embrace your sexuality and yet still remain within the bounds of your wedding vows, just as my parents do."
Bianca really was offering me a way out of feeling guilt for all I had done and knew I would continue to do. I mean I did love Jack, and I didn't want to get a divorce, but he would never be able to sexually satisfy me the way the variety of Pillow Princesses and other women, including my own daughter had. Not to mention the dicks I'd taken from the trans beauty and was currently still taking from the stud who has about to give me three orgasms in a row.
"He felt so bad after he was done," she said, probably thinking I'd like to know my husband wasn't a total asshole.
Honestly, though, if he felt guilty about giving in to Bianca after her shocking display with her vibrator, it meant he still felt that extramarital sex was outside the bounds of our vows, and I was back on the hook for my actions. "I should feel bad too," I said.
"But?"
"But I don't," I said, giving a little shoulder shrug from my prone position. "Eating pussy and getting fucked by strap-ons, a trans girl and your brother's ass-splitting dick has forever awakened a side of me I can't ignore."
"Good," she said, "because once you become a Pillow Princess pet there is no going back." Holding the vibrator in front of me, she theatrically turned it on. "Now fuck and eat my pussy while my brother reams your ass."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, taking the buzzing toy and sliding it inside her pussy as I bent down and licked her swollen clit.
As Lorenzo kept fucking me, adjusting slightly as I myself adjusted to reach Bianca's pussy, he said, "If my sister is Mistress, then I am Master."
"Yes, Master," I said, between licks. "Now fuck me as hard as you can and dump a load in my asshole."
"Fuck, you're hot," he said, really giving it to me.
"The hottest slut we have," Bianca added, as I fucked her with the toy while eating her pussy... both a bit of a challenge as my face kept bouncing off her pussy from the hard ass pounding.
For two or three minutes I got fucked hard; I ate pussy; I fucked her.
All of our moans increased.
All of our orgasms were imminent.
Mistress Bianca came first. As soon as she did, I pulled the toy out and lapped up the luxury of feminine cum, even as I could feel the burning lust in my rectum that meant I was about to live the reality of an anal orgasm.
"Come, my slut, and you'll get my load up your ass," Master Lorenzo ordered.
"Come in my ass and I'll come like the ass whore I am," I countered, knowing feeling his dick pulsate and come in my ass would be the last straw that would make this orgasm cascade through me like crazy.
"Ass whore," he repeated with a growl, clearly mesmerized by how outrageous my words were even among his stable of sluts and cum dumps. After just a few more hard, deep strokes I felt him slam into me, then his dick pulsated and spewed a load deep inside my asshole.
"Fuuuuuuuck!" I screamed, keeping my ass whore promise and erupting in orgasm the moment I felt him unleash his load.
Completely spent, I collapsed forward, pulling free from the boy's cock and planting my face in the girl's lap.
I just lay there, breathing in Bianca's heady scent and feeling Lorenzo's cum oozing out of my ass and basically just wallowing in my slut nature.
A minute later, Bianca pulled me up and kissed me.
I kissed her back.
When she broke the kiss, as orgasm three began to fade, I asked, "Did you really blow my husband?"
"I did," she nodded, "I hope you don't mind."
"No, no, I just can't believe it," I said, as I rolled onto my back, freeing her legs.
She stretched out next to me and brought her face close to mine and I almost felt like I was cuddling up with a real girlfriend. Until I heard her words. "Think he would believe that you have become a submissive lesbian pet to over a dozen young girls?"
"No," I chuckled, "he would likely pass out in shock."
Apparently reacting to my laugh, she gave me a wicked smile and said, "I hope you appreciate that I blew him for you. I mean, your husband's no troll, but still..."
I had to laugh again. Jack was still a good-looking man, but he was no hard-bodied, big-dicked stud like Lorenzo. I raised my eyes to take in the young man's beauty only to discover he'd taken off without a word... literally using me as a come-and-go cum dump.
"Yeah, he isn't one to stick around and chat," Bianca said, noticing the look of disappointment on my face.
I shrugged. "Well, I came here to get fucked and be his cum dump."
"Fuck, you are one hot Mommy," she smiled, helping me up and taking me into her arms. "I did it for you," she said. "So you could let go of any guilt you may have for becoming a lesbian sex slave. Maybe you could even let him know that you know what he did and use that to admit to what you've done and become."
For a moment I couldn't decide if I was listening to a Pillow Princess cunning beyond her years or a very sexy, but still very young girl spouting teenage reasoning about a deeply emotional subject. I decided to trust that my mistress wanted her pet to be happy. I wasn't sure I was ready to tell Jack about my total submission to slutdom, but since we'd both succumbed to Bianca's charms, perhaps we could find a way to forgive each other that transgression and go on from there to save our marriage, albeit in a much more open form.
"Mistress, I appreciate all you've done for me," I said. "Your bringing me into the Pillow Princess Club has forever made me a new person."
"You're welcome," she smiled, giving me a tongue-twisting, soul-stirring kiss.
"Wow," I breathed when she finally released me. Then she stepped away.
"I'll be beckoning you soon," she said, "but I have to go get ready for my date."
"Yes, of course," I nodded, remembering I too had a date tonight, a date I was definitely going to be late for.
I headed out, back to my car, glancing over to my house in awe of the fact that both my husband and I had been corrupted by the same girl.
As I slid into the driver's seat, I gave thanks that it was vinyl, because I was going to soon be sitting in a pool of Lorenzo's cum as it dripped out of my fuck holes. Looking ahead to my date with Carla, my first date based on more than just raw sex, I still felt pretty confident that she would excuse my tardiness in exchange for the tale of my adventure with the Ricci siblings and the return of her pantyhose absolutely soaked in Italian man-cream and American lady-juice. While there was definitely something emotional developing between us, the sex was still raw, raunchy, and oh, so good.



The end
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Trans School: A Teacher Seduced
Summary: A teacher is oblivious to the sex secrets of her new school.
FOR STORY 700, I THOUGHT IT WOULD BE FUN TO DO A MASSIVE ILUSTRTAED STORY (In the end, we ended up doing two). A lengthy next chapter of BIG FAT COCK with fun possibilities for future chapters (released later this year) and a refresh of the original 'Shemale School: A teacher Seduced' story that is slightly more politically correct. This new version adds new plots, characters and we got so ambitious we have decided to make this a 20-plus-chapter series (PS we are already on Part 5 as we send this in). The first 5 chapters will be illustrated and at the end of this refresh of the original story is visual teases for the rest of the epic that will likely run into 2026.
DEDICATION: This story is dedicated to my long-term editor and illustrator, TEX BEETHOVEN, for this and many other stories who recently just past away.
Note 1 [Written in 2013]: I was asked by a fan if I would ever write a she-male story a couple of years ago. At the time I didn't put much thought into the idea as I focused on my lesbian, gay and incest stories and truthfully knew very little about transgendered people. Yet another fan sent me pictures of cartoon Dickgirls and it stimulated an idea and made me curious. I began reading transgender cartoons and stories and researching the different terms like transgender, trans woman, trans man, dickgirl, t-girl, she-male, intersex, and hermaphrodite. The more I read, the more intrigued I became, and soon a story idea was forming. The story was supposed to be a simple one about a bi-curious teacher who is seduced by a she-male, completely unaware of the student's uniqueness, thinking she is being seduced by a girl for a lesbian encounter. But, like many of my stories, the story took on a mind of its own. In the end, the story became a novella of sorts that refused to end, and I hope you enjoy. (PS: A decade plus later I've decided that a better term is 'trans', instead of the sometimes offensive 'she-male')
Note 2 [Written in 2013]: Deciding to have some fun with this story, I also made the narrator ME! (2024: I have done this quite a few times since LOL; but back in 2013 this was a novel new idea... ish). This version of me is pretty accurate (except I am still happily married... 2024: although I am just now going through empty nest syndrome) and I refer to many of my earlier stories. It is not necessary to have read any of my earlier works, but the references are fun winks at my writing past, and they do reveal some clues to the real me.
Note 3: Tex wants to thank Pawngame, a graphics artist from RenderHub, for her invaluable assistance in posing our trans students in this series.
Thank You's: As always thanks to MAB7991 for editing the original version of this story; I hope you are still doing well. Thanks to Tex Beethoven for his recent editing, and for his illustrations and rejuvenation of this story (parts 2 and 3 are already written). Lastly, thanks to Shuj and David for a last-minute edit.
PS: When I first wrote this over a decade ago I imagined it illustrated as it was inspired by the Innocent Dickgirls comics... now finally that vision has come true.
PSS: While this is a rewrite of the original story called Shemale School: A Teacher Seduced there is one fun new scene staring me and secretary Amanda.
...
...
...

1. A PROLOGUE
After more than fifteen years of teaching in public school systems in Canada, I was offered a job at a reclusive private school in southern California. I was in desperate need of a change in my teaching career, having been no more than just existing in an exhausting and mind-numbing routine. I was sick of all the pressure just to pass everybody, regardless. I was sick of the entitlement issues of today's students, and truth be told, I was sick of the six months of winter (it really is depressing when there's already snow on the ground by mid-October).
At first I didn't even consider the job offer, but when the California school's Headmistress committed to paying all my relocation costs, and offered me a salary that was double my current one in Canada, I couldn't resist. Not to mention, southern California doesn't ever get snow, unless you go looking for it high in the Sierra-Nevada Mountains.
When the Headmistress of the school actually called me up about the job, I was quite surprised, since I'd never even applied, and I remember the phone call vividly:
"Hello, is this Ms. Jasmine Winston?" asked a friendly female voice.
"Yes it is," I answered, having just gotten home from work a few minutes earlier, after a rather exhausting day that had really taxed my patience.
"I'm Headmistress Alexis Carlton, and I run an all-girls' school in southern California," she introduced herself.
I assumed I was about to be invited to come and speak to her school staff, delivering one of my keynote presentations. Although I'm not an expert, I've written about teaching approaches that work, and have also spoken about bringing learning to people's lives. Last year, I won a teaching excellence award in Canada as one of the most innovative teachers in the country.
She continued, "After hearing you speak a few weeks ago, I found myself wishing I had someone just like you on my staff. You have such enthusiasm and passion for teaching! I went back to my school quite rejuvenated by your lecture. Then a couple of days ago while I was planning for next year's' school year, a thought popped into my head. If I want someone like you, why shouldn't I just reach out and recruit... you?"
I was listening only vaguely, tired from my long day, even though her flattery was cheering me up noticeably. And then her most recent sentence snagged me right into the conversation. "Pardon?"
"I'm calling to interview you for a position at my school, although I'm already confident I want to hire you," she informed me.
I was flattered and surprised. "Really?" I asked, still a bit dumbfounded by the call.
"I must have you," she said, her voice communicating her determination even over the phone.
We spent ten minutes on her questions and my answers and vise versa, before I agreed to get back to her in a couple of days to tell her whether I was interested in setting up a Skype interview for her to record and show to her associates.
Over the next couple of days I mused at length upon this opportunity. My youngest son was in grade twelve, and he'd already been accepted by a university on a football scholarship several hours away; my daughter was in her second year at a university in Toronto, over 30 hours away, and I'd already been worrying about empty nest syndrome. A new school with a new start would be a great distraction from being home alone without any kids anymore.
In addition, since I'd divorced my husband after he cheated on me with his secretary a couple of years ago... how cliché is that?... I'd already decided I wanted to start over somewhere else, and I'd been applying for jobs in other provinces... although California was in an entirely different country.
So if I hadn't been fed up with my current job and its lack of a strong educational system, or if my children were younger, or if my husband hadn't been a cheating bastard, I probably never would have even considered such an extreme move, but the stars were all aligned, and I decided what the fuck... why not?
Of course, I did my due diligence first, and researched the school extensively.
The school, called Chateau Johnson for Girls, was an invitation-only school for gifted girls. Located in rural southern California, the school was plonked in the middle of nowhere, so all the girls lived in the dorm at the school. The teachers also lived on campus, and besides our teaching duties, we'd also be expected to serve as dorm mothers. The more I read about the school, the more mixed my feelings became about this unique opportunity.
Whenever I'm considering an important decision, I like to write down my thoughts in lists. So here goes:
Reasons to take the job:
1. The idea of teaching only academically gifted girls, young women all, was really exciting, but all those teenage hormones would likely be exhausting.
2. I loved the idea of living in the fresh air of the southern California countryside, but I wasn't so keen on living in the vast emptiness where the school was located. The nearest town with any stores was forty minutes away.
3. The idea of being a dorm mother was quite interesting; in public school I'd taught more than 200 students in a year, and frankly, I only managed to achieve meaningful teacher-student relationships with a few of them. I spent so much time working with the kids who were failing, skipping classes, and so forth, that making any real connections with my students was rare. Contrarily, at Chateau Johnson for Girls the class size was capped at 18 (at my current school the cap was 28, but that was only a suggestion, and 35 students crammed into a room designed for a maximum of 30 was all too common).
4. I was thrilled that during any given year I'd be teaching the same group of girls all the subjects I love the most: English, World History, Creative Writing, and Drama. And I'd finally get the chance to teach creative writing. I'd always wanted to, but the Creative Writing teacher at every school I'd ever worked at was already entrenched in the position (and trust me, teaching staffs are just like high school society... full of cliques and impossible to change).
5. Free housing was included as part of my salary, thus saving me a ton of money on rent.
6. I was entitled to six free round-trip flights a year (with no restrictions on my destinations).
7. I also had 20% prep time for my classes (20% more than at my current school),
8. I'd be in charge of the drama club, the graduation ceremony, and would be the faculty advisor for the student council. I was excited about my additional duties as a dorm mother. It would give me lots of opportunities to interact with the students outside of the classroom.
9. Also, I was in awe of the many famous alumnae this small school had groomed. Politicians, lawyers, celebrities, doctors, and every other high profile job imaginable were present in the school's small but very elite alumnae.
10. Lastly, I was in awe of the Dress Code at the school. In every school I'd ever worked for, any dress code (if they even had one) was only a suggestion. If I had a dollar for every time I'd seen a girl's thong or a boy's underwear, I'd be rich. If I had another dollar for every skirt that was too short, or cleavage too obvious, I could feed a third-world country. Yet at this elite school, there wasn't a standard school uniform, but they had very clear rules the girls must follow:
-they must wear a blouse (only the top button could be undone) and/or a sweater
-they must wear one of three skirt choices (supplied to them by the school)
-they must wear pantyhose (also provided by the school)

I was fascinated that pantyhose were mandatory. (I'd never seen that before; some schools required tights or leggings if someone's skirt was too short, but even that had seldom been enforced.) If I saw a dozen girls wearing pantyhose in an entire school year, that would be a lot at my school... unlike in the eighties when I was in high school, and most girls wore them every day. I myself had been wearing pantyhose or thigh highs ever since college when my boyfriend at the time said I looked sexy in them. I've always loved the feel of silky nylon on my legs and felt they accentuate my strongest asset perfectly. I have small breasts, 34b, and a decent ass, but my legs are easily my best asset. Conversely, I've always noticed women in pantyhose and although I'm straight in practice, I often fantasize about being with a woman.
I'm a published writer with a few plays published, a book of poetry, and a few of my articles have been included in educational journals. But my most prolific writing has been under the pseudonym of Jasmine Walker. I love writing porn. I've posted almost 700 stories on a website called Literotica in a variety of genres and themes.
My themes are almost always about submission, seduction, humiliation, and (especially) stockings. My genres are varied, but my most common ones are lesbian, incest, group sex and gay. This was my dirty little secret in real life, I lived vicariously through my writing. My real life was a lot less riveting and exciting compared to my fictional world, so this career move would be a chance to rekindle the adventurous side of me that had never taken the risks my fictional characters did.
I wanted to be like my characters, and every story I write always contains pieces of the real me, but I'm much more conservative in real life (although I'm not a complete innocent either), although like many of my characters, I was just one temptation away from breaking free from the invisible chains society had shackled me with. Although, no one who knows me knew this, it was the naughty side of me simmering just below the surface... bubbling like a volcano long dormant, but like all volcanoes, they eventually erupt.
In the end, I decided the offer was too good to refuse, both financially and professionally, and after two Skype interviews, I was officially offered the job. I accepted, but due to an already-planned trip with a couple of girlfriends, I couldn't arrive till the day before school started. Not ideal, but the reality.
2. THE FIRST DAY
I arrived disheveled, exhausted and PMS-ing after a five-day drive (which should have taken four) that was one disaster after another, causing me to arrive a full day later than I'd anticipated.
Headmistress Alexis (she refused to allow anyone to call her by her last name... and I quickly learned that all the teachers allowed their students to call them by their first names as well), was so sweet and helpful when I arrived. She wasn't fazed at all when I phoned her enroute about my travel problems, and after I finally did arrive, she assigned some students to help me get settled in. I arrived just after 3:30 on the first day of school; I finally met Headmistress Alexis in person in her office, curious to see whether she was as commanding in person as she was on the phone and Skype.
Her secretary, a very pretty young woman who introduced herself as Amanda, welcomed me and said, "Headmistress Alexis will be with you in a moment, ma'am."
I smiled, "Please call me Jasmine."
"Of course, Ms. Jasmine" the blonde smiled back, before disappearing behind a door.
I waited a couple minutes before I finally came face to face with the woman who'd recently changed my life, and would soon change it even more drastically.
She strode directly up to me and surprised me by embracing me in a warm hug the moment we met. Breaking the hug, which seemed longer than usual non-family ones, she said cordially, "Jasmine, I'm so happy you made it here!"

"Sorry I'm late," I repeated my apology from a couple of my phone calls.
"No problem. I'm just happy you've agreed to become part of our family," she said, squeezing my arm with apparent affection... stressing the phrase 'our family'.
I'd thought she was very pretty during our Skype interview, but the Internet didn't do her justice. She was a black-haired beauty (like the ones you only see in fashion magazines or movies), dressed in a professional business suit, black pantyhose, and five-inch heels that had me feeling overwhelmed. She oozed a mixture of power and sex, something I'd always wished I had; I was instantly intimidated by her, even though she was soft-spoken, caring, and excessively touchy-feely. I felt even more inferior, since I was dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, perfect for driving, but not for meeting my well-dressed boss for the first time.
"I'm thrilled that you're offering me this opportunity," I replied, as she sat on her desk and crossed her pantyhose-clad legs. Her legs captivated my eyes briefly, the pantyhose seeming to literally be shining.
Embarrassingly, she noticed me looking and smiled, as if she knew about my secret fascination for pantyhose and my secret fantasies of submitting to a woman. "They're Wolfords."
"What are?" I asked, confused.
"My pantyhose," she said. Apparently she'd noticed my staring at her legs.
"Okay," I said blushing, but trying to be casual about it.
"Go ahead and feel them," she offered, her voice soft and inviting.
"Pardon?" I asked.
"You need to feel how soft and luxurious they are," she said, her heel dangling from her foot.
"Okay," I said, nervous and yet curious. I came closer to her and touched near her knee. I'd worn silky smooth pantyhose my entire adult life, but I'd never felt anything so outrageously soft and sensual. "Oh my," I murmured. In many ways, this felt like a scene out of one of my stories: female seduction by nylons.
She agreed, "I know. They're what all our students wear too. I believe that for our school to be the very best, we must be the best in everything. We recruit the best students, we hire the best teachers, we have the best technology, and we dress the best as well."
"Wow," I gasped. I'd been so used to making do with outdated laptops, worn-out textbooks, and fellow teachers who hated their jobs.
She continued, "The skirts the girls wear are Ralph Lauren and the pantyhose Wolford, I considered making the tops all uniform too, but I wanted the students to have it all."
"How so?" I asked, impressed and curious.
"Well, the skirt and pantyhose promote conformity, family... because we consider ourselves one... and team spirit," she explained, "but choosing their own blouse or sweater gives them a chance to display their individuality."
"Wow! You're giving them the semblance of choice while still controlling everything," I assessed... impressed.
"That's right, it's a mirage," she smiled back.
"Ahhhh, and you're the puppet master," I joked.
Her smile widened. "I control everything that happens here, Jasmine."
"So it seems," I replied, amazed by how manipulative and yet brilliant this Headmistress was.
She pressed her intercom and said, "Amanda, please bring in Jasmine's pantyhose."
"I've always believed that if one dresses well, it commands a certain respect that's almost never questioned," she explained, her shoe slipping from her foot and dropping silently to the plushily carpeted floor.
I noticed her toenails were ruby red, and the pantyhose were sandalfoot, the same style I always wore... toes showing through nylons are perhaps the sexiest part of a feminine body.
"I totally agree," I said, before adding, "I would have preferred to meet you in person dressed more professionally than I am today."
She laughed. "I don't always dress like this either."



Amanda entered, and I noticed she was wearing the same shiny style of pantyhose, although hers were a mocha color, the kind I liked the best (it made my pale legs look like they had a tan). "Here you are, Headmistress."
"Thank you Amanda," the Headmistress said, accepting a large, well-stuffed plastic bag.
I watched as Amanda silently knelt down, picked up Alexis's shoe, and slipped it back onto her foot.
"Good girl," Alexis cooed, as if she was speaking to a child. Amanda left the room without another word.
I must have looked as perplexed as I felt, since the Headmistress explained, "Amanda used to be quite a handful, but through constant discipline, she's learned to be very obedient and malleable."
In retrospect, this was the second oddity that should have set off alarms in my head (the first was inviting me to touch her leg), but at the time I was so in awe of her confidence and inexplicable allure, I missed the clues completely.
I nodded, extremely impressed by this woman's strength and candor, so different from my lackluster principals back home. "I wish the students at my prior schools were so obedient."
"She was a student here, but when she graduated she'd grown so fond of me, she asked if she could stay and be my secretary. But it's true that here you'll find the students very well-behaved," she said, although her tone implied she only meant during schooltime. Again in retrospect, there were several clues to what lay beneath the surface (pun intended), but I was so impressed with her confidence, beauty and intelligence, that it never occurred to me that I was being enticed into a web of sin, and was being groomed for a position far different from what I was allegedly being hired to do.
"I think I'm really going to like it here," I smiled. "I've never felt I had the support of my administration at any of my prior schools. Oh sure, they talked the talk well enough, but they always stumbled whenever they tried to walk."
She laughed appreciatively, but then her tone got serious, "That's funny. But you'll soon learn that here, I back up everything I promise."
I stammered, not wishing to seem that I was questioning her, "I-I-I didn't mean to imply that I was doubting your word."
"I know, dear," she smiled warmly. Her calling me 'dear' was odd, since I was no doubt a few years older than she was. She handed me the bag and said, "Here are a dozen pairs of Wolford pantyhose for you, in a variety of colors."
Accepting the bag, I replied, my face showing my surprise at such an extravagant yet odd gift, "Thank you so much!"
"You're most welcome, Ms. Walker," she replied, using a term that not once had ever been directed to me face-to-face, but only in emails from total strangers.
My face went beet red. No one knew my secret erotica identity. Absolutely no one.
But she instantly corrected herself, "I mean Ms. Winston. Sorry, I was just on the phone with a Mrs. Walker about a possible coaching opportunity at our school."
I let out a sigh of relief, feeling my secret identity was still safe, completely oblivious to the reality that she hadn't made an error at all, and that a labyrinth of innuendo and seduction was already underway.
Again, in retrospect, it should have been so obvious...
"Go take a shower and dress up spiffy, Jasmine. We're having a faculty supper we delayed for a day, so you could get acquainted with the rest of the staff," she instructed.
Happy to have a shower and present myself respectably, I didn't notice her phrasing was an order, not a suggestion. "Ok, I could definitely use a long, hot shower."
"I'll have Amanda come to escort you at ten to seven," Alexis said.
"Sounds good. I don't think I'd be able to find anything around here on my own," I joked.
Alexis smiled. "Don't worry, my dear. We'll look after you very well here."
An hour later I'd been shown to my fully furnished apartment (it was nearly as luxurious as the Penthouse Suite in a 5-star hotel), I'd unpacked a few dresses and clean undergarments, and had taken a nice, long, hot shower. Deciding to try to impress the immaculate Headmistress and whomever else, I chose a dress that was rather over-glamorous for a faculty supper, a rose-coloured one that I'd only worn once to a wedding, and I pulled out a pair of mocha pantyhose, identical to the ones Amanda had worn earlier, and put them on. As I slid them onto my legs, I felt rich and decadent. It was like the time in an airplane when I was upgraded to first class, and they treated me like royalty. The nylon was so soft and sensual, I got myself slightly damp from touching my own legs. I resisted the temptation to masturbate, even though I hadn't had an orgasm for a few days (the long days of driving had exhausted me past the urge for my usual daily self-exploration, and I was just finishing my period). Instead, I did my makeup and hair, trying to look my best.
A knock on my door at exactly ten to seven startled me, as did Amanda's outfit. She was dressed in a skin-tight red dress with horizontal slashes in the fabric to show lots of cleavage, five-inch heels, and black pantyhose that shimmered and shined. She was easily one of the prettiest young things I'd ever seen in person, and I knew the temptation to misbehave with her was going to be very difficult to resist. The apple was right in front of me, and she seemed to be encouraging me to take a bite.
"You look beautiful, Ms. Winston," she complimented.
"As do you," I returned the compliment.
"Are you ready to go?" she asked.
"Almost," I said. "I just need to slip into my heels."
"Let me help you with those," she offered, entering my room.
"It's okay," I replied, but she was already on her knees grasping my foot.
"No, I insist, Ms. Winston," she countered. As I looked down at her, my pussy experienced an irresistible tingle.
I raised my foot, and she slipped my first heel on, then did the same to the other. Once done, she stood back up and smiled, "There. Is there anything else I can do for you, Ms. Winston?"
Her tone was so sweet, sincere, and she seemed to be implying I could ask her for just about anything. I was so distracted by her beauty, her eagerness and unspoken implications. I stammered, "N-n-no, I think that will be all, thanks."
"Yes ma'am," she shrugged, "Then are you ready to go?"
"As ready as I'll ever be," I said, nervous that I was about to meet all my new colleagues.

She offered me her arm, which was strange, but I took it, and she began leading me through endless hallways with my arm hooked in hers, feeling a little lightheaded from her touch, no matter how innocent it might be. A slight wetness formed in my panties as I pondered the normally taboo possibilities with this young beauty.
Thankfully before I got too wet, we arrived at the dining hall, which was quite extravagant, just like everything else at this school so far. Amanda and I were the last ones to arrive, and as soon as we did, I was thankful I'd taken the trouble to look my best. Each member of the faculty was dressed in an elegant dress, and they were all wearing similar glistening pantyhose. Although we were all dressed to impress, I was a bit surprised to notice that my apparel was more conservative than anyone else's, especially in the cleavage department.

I was introduced to the rest of the small staff, each woman seeming as sweet and genuine as the next. They all offered their assistance in whatever I might need. I learned that everyone else on the staff had been here for at least five years, and the woman I was replacing had resigned only because she was offered a job on U.S. Senator Erica Smith's staff, who was an alumna of the school.
We had a great evening of getting to know each other and socializing. The dinner was delicious, and I was surprised when three hours had passed so quickly. But when I realized the time, my body suddenly hit the wall, so I said to Alexis, "Thanks for the wonderful welcome party, but I'm completely beat."
"You're very welcome," she smiled, squeezing my hand. "I'll just text Nicole and check that they're finished in your room."
"Finished doing what?" I asked.
"Unpacking you of course," she replied, as if it was obvious.
I instantly panicked. What if they'd opened my box of toys? Being single for a while now, I'd purchased a few self-help toys. Although it wasn't a massive collection, it definitely fell into the category of things the students didn't need to know about me.
"They're just finishing up," Alexis said. "You'll have a chance to meet some of your seniors before you officially meet them in class tomorrow."
The thought of meeting some of my students was exciting, but the thought of any of my students inspecting my dildo, vibrator, rabbit, or butt plug (I'd bought the latter out of curiosity, but hadn't actually tried it yet, always chickening out at the last moment) was mortifying! I said my goodbyes trying to look casual about it, and then rushed back to my room.
After all the surprises of the day, I received another one when I entered my room, and four girls were breaking down boxes.
A petite and pretty blonde saw me first, and said, her accent heavily British, "Welcome to Chateau Johnson. I'm Lisa."
"And I'm Priya," added a dark-skinned beauty whose breasts were barely contained inside her skimpy blouse, held together only by a knot in the middle. "Wow, you're a knockout!" she added.
I blushed at receiving such a compliment from a student, but before I could respond, a redheaded beauty with green eyes who was clearly the leader of the group, sauntered over to me, extended her hand, and greeted, "Hi, Ms. Jasmine, I'm Nicole, President of the Class of 2013."
"Hi Lisa, Priya and Nicole," I replied, trying to be inconspicuous about scanning the room for the box I'd stored my toys in.
"Don't forget me," called a girl with a very clear Aussie accent from the upper level of my split room. Peeking across at us, a shorthaired brunette greeted, "Hi! I'm Christine." In spite of her accent, her features were unmistakeably Asian.
Apparently the Dress Code I'd found so impressive wasn't in force 24/7, since they were all wearing shorts instead of skirts, and their tops were designed more for comfort than propriety. Also, those pantyhose I'd thought were going to be ubiquitous at the school were nowhere to be seen; but they all were wearing stockings, which I found very sexy, and I tried not to stare. But none of their outfits could be called indecent, except perhaps for Nicole's, whose outfit showed noticeably more skin than the others.
"Well, it's extremely nice to meet you all," I smiled, "but I hope there won't be a name test tomorrow. I'm way too exhausted tonight to promise I'll remember."

Lisa joked, "I thought you were supposed to give all the tests!"
I chuckled, "Good. We're on the same wavelength."
"We'll let you get some rest before you're fed to the lions tomorrow," Nicole grinned a bit cheekily but not excessively, her teasing eyes drawing me in.
"Thanks, ladies. You've saved me hours of work," I said.
"At Chateau Johnson, we're all one big happy family," Priya said with another friendly smile.
"Well, thanks again," I said.
"I left my cell number on the table, in case you can't find anything," Nicole added, before leaning close to my ear and whispering, "I hid your box of toys under the bed."
My face flushed, and I stammered, "T-t-thanks."
"No worries, Ms. Jasmine, we all have our skeletons," the redhead added, her tone ominous.
The girls said goodnight and left me alone. I was a bit rattled, and worried that the whole school might end up knowing about my box of toys. Luckily, I was so overtired, I got undressed and collapsed into bed, oblivious to the many subtle clues that hinted at some crazy events in my near future.
3. DRIPPING WITH INNUENDO
The first couple of days flew by, and I was in awe of how different this school was from all the ones I'd taught at before. It was like I'd been beamed up by a UFO and transported to an alternative universe, where all the students respected their teachers, used good manners, and cared about earning their grades.
During the school week the curfew was 10:30, while it was midnight on the weekends (Friday and Saturday nights), except for special events, the first of which was Homecoming in three weeks.
The school had quite a variety of activities for the girls after school. There were a lot of clubs to join: debate, drama, cosmetology, fashion, culture club, cooking, United Nations, student council among others, that all held meetings Tuesdays and Thursdays after classes. On Mondays and Wednesdays the student council presented fun activities. For example, on my first Wednesday at the school, they did a massive scavenger hunt. Sports teams practiced after dinner, which they ate in a large dining hall with the entire student body and staff partaking, followed by free time for the students to do homework. It was a fully packed schedule, based on the theory that busy students were good students, since they didn't have much time to get into trouble. The theory seemed to be working brilliantly, since every last student was involved in clubs or sports, and most of them both.
The evenings were fun, but they allowed for very little downtime. I coached drama on Tuesdays, advised the student council on Thursdays, and helped run other events on Mondays and Wednesdays. I didn't coach sports, so I did get some downtime, which I used by taking a nice bubble bath, reading a novel, preparing lesson plans, or secretly writing one of my erotic stories in my room. Not surprisingly, the first new story I began writing was a lesbian story about a submissive teacher being seduced by her headmistress. Although the plot was rather vague so far, I was basing my characters on Alexis and myself.

My seniors were like a world UN, a multicultural smorgasbord of myriad races and nationalities.
My English class included students from Australia, Canada, China, England, France, Germany, India, Italy, Japan, Mexico, Peru, Russia, South Africa and the United States.
My other classes were equally diverse, and overall there were over forty different countries represented at the school (and over eighty in the history of the school), which the school was very proud of and celebrated.
The rest of my first week was amazing, truthfully the very best week of my entire teaching career. I loved the diversity. I loved how each and every girl was motivated to excel and be academically strong. I loved how most girls eagerly offered their opinions, and I was just in love with the positive learning environment.
The only oddity during the first week was the daily interruption of my senior English class by Headmistress Alexis. Each day she would send Amanda into my classroom to extract a girl to go see Headmistress Alexis for almost the remainder of the class, which ended right before lunch.
In theory, it wouldn't be out of the ordinary, since she consistently made it clear she was a hands-on leader, and she wanted to remain current about what each student's goals were for their senior year and beyond. It was actually a very proactive approach that I greatly supported when she explained it to me that first day.
But each day the girl who was summoned from my class returned looking completely flustered (her face red, looking slightly sweaty, and her clothing slightly askew). I noticed it the first day when Lisa was called into the Headmistress's office, but didn't think much of it, and again the second day when my student from Japan, named Reiko, returned looking similarly disheveled.
On the third day (which was Thursday, because I'd missed Monday), I watched intently out of curiosity for the return of the dark-skinned Priya; unfortunately, although I thought she too looked a trifle flushed, I couldn't tell for sure because of her dark skin, but her dark brown ponytail, which was messy and uncontrollable at the best of times, had now been completely unstyled. Then on Friday, when the very shy Kala returned looking flushed and was unable to make eye contact with anyone, I was flummoxed.
My preparation period was after lunch, so I decided to go and inform Alexis that her daily meetings had all the girls returning to class appearing rather flustered and out of sorts.
Amanda wasn't back from lunch yet, so I knocked on the door and Alexis called, "Come on in."
I entered, and was surprised to see how she was seated. Her black-pantyhose-covered legs were on top of her desk with her heels off, as she reclined back in her chair. I asked, distracted by her legs, "D-d-do you have a moment to speak with me?"
"I always have time for my staff," she smiled graciously.
"Thank you," I said, pulling my eyes away from her pantyhose-clad legs.
"Please sit down, Jasmine," she offered.
I sat down on a chair, and was only a few feet away from her feet. Nylon-clad legs and feet are my fetish... my weakness... the one thing that always turned me on, even though I'd never crossed the line from straight to... well... less straight... I just wrote about it.
"I hope you don't mind my being comfortable. I'm attempting to accustom myself to five-inch heels, and so far it's been a problematic transition," she explained, stretching a leg straight up in the air. "My feet are killing me."
I laughed. "No problem at all. I can barely wear two-inch heels without wanting to end my life before the day is over. Balancing isn't one of my strengths."
"Then we'll have to work on that," she said, although she didn't clarify whether she meant my balance, or wearing heels.
After a brief moment, she asked, "What can I do for you, Jasmine?"
I couldn't take my eyes off the soles of her feet as I stammered, "U-u-um, I'm curious about what you discuss with the girls when you see them. They all came back to class looking flushed and, well, disoriented."
"I imagine they would," Alexis smiled mysteriously.
"I just thought I'd let you know that once they come back from seeing you, they're pretty much useless for the rest of the class," I explained, forcing my eyes away from her perfect feet, and instead staring into her just as alluring eyes.
"That's very flattering," she said, her answers no more than cryptic riddles that only kept me mystified, intrigued, frustrated and concerned.
"Um," I began, not sure what to say.
"Do you know the principal reason I hired you, Jasmine?" she asked, lifting her left leg and repositioning both legs so the right was now crossing the left.
"I think you said it was because you just had to have me," I replied smiling, paraphrasing the words that had flattered me so much and started the ball rolling in my dramatic move to another country, not realizing the meaning of those same words could be construed in a completely different manner.
"Exactly," she said, smiling wide, her voice playful.
When she said nothing more, I continued, "And because you saw something in me that impressed you, and you thought I was perfect for this position."
"Again, exactly," she agreed, then added some more cryptic words, "you'll be perfect here in many POSITIONS."



"Okaaay," I agreed, dragging out the word, showing her my confusion about her stressing the word 'positions'.
"I take a very keen interest in every student in this school. The individual meetings are for me to get to know each of them INSIDE and OUT," she said, her stressing 'inside and out' confusing me even more.
"Oh... oh... okaaay," I stammered, completely overwhelmed by this powerful Headmistress, my eyes unable to stop sneaking quick peeks at her legs and feet.
"I give every student and teacher here exactly what they need, but it's only through my understanding each and every one of their needs, that I can keep all of them completely SATISFIED," she explained, still without saying anything that made any sense to me.
Although it was hard to confirm or even to pinpoint, it seemed like each of the final words of her recent utterances were dripping with sexual innuendos. I replied, "Well, that's very commendable of you. I've never before had a principal who seemed to actually care about their staff or their students. They've always been too busy playing some education game or other."
Her tone shifted slightly, hinting at annoyance. "I'm not a principal, Jasmine, I'm a Headmistress, and the distinction is important. I'm not subject to a bureaucracy, I'm only accountable to MY students and MY staff, and I take my job very seriously."
I stammered, not wanting in any way to imply I was questioning her dedication or her leadership abilities. "I-I-I'm s-s-sorry if you misinterpreted my words. I simply meant that your educational philosophy is actually why I came here... to serve under someone who's more than just some paper pusher or career climber." I noticed after I'd used the word 'serve', which was an odd word for me to choose (except that her stocking-clad legs were a real distraction, and after having touched them once on that first day, ever so briefly, I wanted to do it again). So many of my fantasies... especially after the betrayal of that bastard who will remain nameless... were about being seduced by women (sometimes younger ones, like in my stories Pet Teacher, Deconstructing the Professor and the cute Lesbian MILF Seductress series, and sometimes older ones, like Training Teacher or Turning Teacher Black). My fetish for stockings always figured into the seductions, since that was always what I first noticed in a woman (well, that and her eyes, which made Alexis two for two). But living in Canada, where it snows six months of the year, very few girls or women wear stockings or pantyhose... tights are more the logical fashion. (Although tights can look sexy, they never feel sexy.)
She smiled, her brief annoyance gone as quickly as it had surfaced. "Sorry. I get a little defensive whenever I'm associated with the pencil pushers of the public school systems."
Wishing to compliment her, I replied, "As far as I can tell, you're the exact opposite of all the administrators I've previously worked under."
Again I noticed... this time my own accidental potentially sexual innuendos in my choice of words: first 'serve', and then 'work under'. Was my subconscious desperately screaming to come out and make one of my long-time fantasies into a reality? Alexis was beautiful, she was powerful, and I assumed she was sexually dominant, and she wore pantyhose every day. If ever there was a person worthy of making my fantasy a reality, it was her. But she was my boss, and mixing work and pleasure is seldom a good idea.
Her next statement only enhanced my naughty thoughts when she quipped, her voice sounding very sensual, yet it could have been only my growing libido that made it sound that way. "Oh, I hope you'll be working UNDER me for a long, long time, Jasmine."
My pussy leaked a bit upon hearing those words. They could easily be taken as sexual, but could just as easily just be a matter-of-fact response to my statement. But Alexis's tone, smile and facial expression hinted at the former.
"Now to get back to your concern, Jasmine. I'll be spending a lot of one on one time, and sometimes two or three on one time, with all the senior girls," she said, her words sounding innocent, even though my head led me into the sexual gutter of lesbian orgies. I tried to deny my burgeoning inappropriate thoughts, but they wouldn't stay denied. It didn't help that Alexis's voice was naturally sultry, and that I found her sexy legs and feet constant distractions. I desperately wanted to see her toes in the sheer fabric, but all I could see from my current position were the silky soles of her feet, and tantalising glimpses of her nylon-clad legs... before she seemed to read my mind and move her feet slightly to give me a view of both.

She continued as I struggled to focus on her words, "They need lots of guidance in all aspects of their lives, and with coming to grips with who they are, and what makes them different from everyone else."
Her words were once again cryptic except in hindsight, but at the time, her answers appeared totally logical. I agreed, "Yes, in today's still male-dominated world, it's vital for young women to understand who they are, as they prepare for the ofttimes cruel and unfair working world."
"I couldn't agree more, although our alumnae have a 99% college graduation rate, and almost as impressive professional career record. Here at Chateau Johnson, we prepare our girls to achieve success, no matter what their circumstances might be," Alexis bragged.
"I love how proactive and inspirational you are, Alexis," I agreed. Her philosophy of preparation was very similar to mine.
She smiled, "We make sure they'll always RISE to any challenge, so to speak."
"That's a great philosophy," I concurred, still oblivious to the plethora of hints being thrown at me, that nothing was what it appeared to be on the surface.
She seemed to be stifling a laugh as she added, "Whenever they're in a HARD place, they just ride it out, using their unique gifts to everyone's advantage."
"And I hope I can play a BIG part in the preparation of these girls," I added eagerly, stressing the word 'big' like she had 'rise' and 'hard', once again oblivious to the real nature of the commitment I was making to the advancement of a cause I was still unaware of.
Unable to completely hold back her laughter, she chuckled softly, "Oh, Jasmine. Trust me, you're indeed going to play a very BIG role in fulfilling our students' EVERY need. Although I must warn you that your commitment will often be exhausting."
"I'm here to do whatever it takes to benefit my students," I pledged again, making my commitment much broader and deeper than I knew at the time.
She responded, "Of course you are, Jasmine. That's one of the reasons I recruited you so aggressively... because of your dedication to doing whatever it takes to broaden your students' education. Of course you... and very few other people... understand that true pleasure COMES from complete dedication to your students."
I was captivated by her inspirational words. It was a theme I'd always preached to myself, but had never seen given even lip service in the schools where I'd worked, so I was agreeing completely with her every word, even while I missed all of her all-too-obvious innuendos. I admitted, "I do get a weird tingling sensation of accomplishment whenever one of my students achieves something marvelous."
"Yes, that can be completely FULFILLING in so many unexpected ways," she agreed with a smile, uncrossing her legs. As I watched her, transfixed by the sight, it seemed like her simple repositioning was in slow motion. "Sorry, my leg was falling asleep."
"No problem," I shrugged. "My butt was constantly numb during that long, tedious drive from Canada to here."
"Then I hope that we can keep you hopping here, so that never happens again," Alexis quipped.
"Actually, it's getting numb right now," I said, standing up under the pretense that my butt was getting numb, but really so I could get a better view of her sexy legs and feet.
Standing up, I did have a much better view of her perfect legs, displayed so tantalizingly on top of her desk, and in those shimmering pantyhose.
She seemed to recognise my real intentions, her smile was so knowing, her eyes so smug. (Can eyes be smug?) "Well..." she began, but was interrupted by her intercom.
"Headmistress, your chauffeur is here with the car," Amanda informed her.
"Well, if that isn't perfect timing... not! I was building up the intensity, hoping to present you with a resounding climax," she sighed, using the plot diagram of a short story to symbolize our conversation, before lifting her legs off the desk and standing up.
"I have to do some prep for my next class anyway," I shrugged, even as I wondered what she'd been leading up to with all those odd references.
"We'll continue this conversation later on, Jasmine," she promised.
"Sounds good. Now that I'm here, I'm certainly not going anywhere else soon," I joked, referring to our middle-of-nowhere location.
She smiled, "Good. Because I want to FILL you in to your FULL CAPACITY." After a moment, as she slipped into her high heels, a different pair than the last time I'd seen her, she added, "So I can give you a deeper understanding of your ultimate role in this school."
"I look forward to it," I replied, really wanting to be a team player here. This was my first job where it would be worth running the extra mile!
"I just bet you do," she quipped ominously, sending a chill down my spine. She hugged me, this time with her right hand on my ass and looking into each other's eyes, but not quite kissing. Again it lasted longer than social norms dictated, breast to breast, and she said playfully, "You and I are going to have so much fun together!" (although in my fantasy my hands pulled her in for a kiss).

Another chill tingled through me, and this one went directly down below, as I took various things... her hot breath, soft tone, and our conversation... to mean something lots more than our just being teaching colleagues. I replied, my voice shaky, attempting to just give her a slight and subtle hint that I'd be interested in crossing the line from just colleagues to something deeper and more meaningful, "For a school like this, I'm a team player, Alexis. And I'm willing to do ANYTHING to prove it."
As she turned to leave, she smiled and said, "Glad to hear it. And remember... the word 'anything' has quite a wide scope to it."
Just like back when I'd been intimate with my ex-husband, once my pussy started burning, my emotions shifted from their resting state of shy and full of trepidation, to hungry and eager (except my ex would call it submissive). No longer breaking eye contact from her at all, I agreed, "Yes, it really does. And isn't that wonderful?"
"I can see we're going to get along famously," she replied, obviously not missing my counter-innuendo. She gave my hand a squeeze and said, "We'll continue this conversation soon, my dear."
"Again, I look forward to it," I smiled back.
Once she'd left, I took a deep breath and wondered... just what was I getting myself into? I knew I wanted it, but what on earth was it?!
4. A STRANGE WEEKEND OF INTRIGUE
I returned to my classroom with a few minutes remaining to calm myself down before it was time to teach creative writing. I'd assigned the girls to write poems that each of them would read aloud to the class. The idea I was promoting was that our classroom was a safe and comfortable environment for them to present their offerings. During this first stage, there would be no commentary or discussion from the class, just listening. In future weeks, we'd have different focuses on what I'd expect from them.
Creative Writing was scheduled for the same time slot as Media Studies and Journalism, and thus I taught only some of 'my' senior class, while the rest of the class was augmented by seniors from Ms. Angela's normal herd. This was only my second session of Creative Writing, since it occurred every second day as the final class of the day, while on the other days I taught Drama, which was opposite Home Economics. Thus I was still getting to know the students who weren't members of my home room. Because there were two different classes offered in this time slot for the students to choose between, I only had twelve students for Creative Writing, which made the classroom even more intimate than usual, which was excellent for sharing.
Each student read their poem to the class, and I was in awe of the breadth of talent these girls had. They employed tone, they used metaphors, and they all wrote poems that were honest and raw. I was giddy with excitement about where I could take these gifted girls as the school year progressed!
It was Nicole's poem that intrigued me the most, because even while she told us exactly who her inner self was, I didn't hear a word of her truth, instead I heard the words she wasn't saying.
Ambivalence
Who do you see?
Do you see the real me?
Because...
Perception is deception while the flickering light obscures the truth.
What do you want from me?
Do you appreciate what I flaunt?
Because...
Underneath my exterior is a stunning interior that defies society's conformity.
Who do you see?
Who... and what... do you want me to be?
Because...
I am both man AND woman, a blurred complexity to Adam and Eve's simplicity.
What do you crave?
Are you mistress or slave?
Because...
Behind my power and control lies the submission we all dream to extoll.
Who do you see?
A she or a he?
Because...
Who you see is not always who you get.
You don't know the half of it yet.
Because...
I can give, or I can dissipate into fog, obscuring the gap between what's real and what's fake.
You can't see...
The real me...
I can be man...
Or...
Woman...
Or....
Both at once...
Just like the moon can be all or nothing, but really is always somewhere in between...
And then for half a minute she froze, looking like she was going to say more, but she didn't.
My initial take on it was a cry of hope and defiance from a girl who was questioning her sexuality, when in reality she was playing me like a fiddle, reeling me in with her enticing words that obviously meant more than they said.
After all the girls had presented their works, I asked them to hand in hard copies, so I could analyse their format and style, even though the real reason was so I could read Nicole's poem again, and try to plumb the depths of her heartfelt confession.
I considered asking Nicole if she wanted to talk to someone. I was always available to her or to any of the students, but I realized that making such a specific offer would interfere with the sanctuary aspect of the creative writing classroom. My poets could write, and they could share their innermost thoughts and feelings, and they mustn't ever feel judged.
It was just a poem after all, yet it lingered within me the entire weekend.
.....
The weekend was a blast! It featured silly initiation activities for the freshmen (fresh-girls?) throughout Friday and Saturday evenings. I won't describe all the events, but again in retrospect, I missed so many clues that this wasn't anything like a normal school. A couple of the games were:
On Friday there was a banana relay race, where each freshman had to walk... or waddle would be a better term... from one end of the soccer field to the other, holding a banana between her legs before handing it off to their next teammate. Of course it looked like they had small, curved penises. It was hilarious to watch.
On Saturday was a fashion show, where each of the freshmen dressed up as a guy, and they danced not at all gracefully (because very few men are graceful) and really hammed it up.
In total, there were over a dozen fun team-building activities, and Saturday evening ended with a dance where all the girls were dressed up like princesses. The shift when the same person morphed from a boy to a girl was both stunning and thought-provoking.
After supper and dancing, came the final initiation. All the freshmen were given glasses of non-alcoholic bubbly, just as a large screen lit up, and Headmistress Alexis appeared on it.
Although Alexis couldn't be present, she Skyped from Washington DC, where she was working on some legislation with Senator Smith, to give a speech officially welcoming all the freshmen to the elite school. I noticed that this time Alexis was the one looking quite flushed, but I didn't put much thought into it at the time. In retrospect, her speech should have added even more pieces to my already well-progressed jigsaw puzzle.
Ladies, I'm sorry I can't be with you in person tonight, but I'm in the Capitol with Senator Smith wordsmithing a bill for private school funding. It's not riveting stuff, but not all of what we do can be glamorous. Anyway, without further ado, here's my welcoming speech to our new freshmen:
Young ladies of Chateau Johnson for Girls,
I hope each of you had a fruitful first week and an enjoyable initiation weekend. It is only through constant mingling with your upperclassmen and peers that you will gradually come to accept who and what you are. Here at Chateau Johnson we do not judge. Here we only help each other to hone each of our unique versions of unlimited potential.
At our school being different isn't mocked, it's celebrated. Society has forever labelled people like us as outcasts and inferiors. But the reality is that women like us can have a profound positive influence on this world, and in effect, may come to rule it... which our illustrious alumnae are achieving every day. We and our sisters worldwide allow men to fantasize about their charades of power, but the truth is that they unknowingly bow down to us, and they're literally at our beck and call. I trust that all of you newcomers will soon learn to embrace wholeheartedly that we the students and alumnae of Chateau Johnson are one big family. And ours is a family where we always love and support each other.
You were selected to join us because each and every one of you has the perfect mix of strengths, and you will spend the next four years improving and honing those strengths until you graduate. Then you will become whatever you want to be. A lawyer, a doctor, a teacher, a politician, a fashion designer, an actress, or whatever your fondest dream is to be. Our alumnae are very loyal to this school and to you... you who are our future, just as long as you are loyal to us.
Now where is Ms. Winston? Will you please step forward?
I realized she was speaking to me! I stepped within view of the camera.
Oh, there you are. You are one of us now too, Ms. Winston. So please join the freshmen in reciting our Chateau Johnson Pledge. Repeat after me:



I did as she instructed, feeling honored to be included in such an elite family.
I am now a sister.
A lifelong member of the Chateau Johnson sisterhood.
Sisterhood is family, and family is sisterhood.
I shall always protect my sisters, love my sisters, and respect my sisters.
I shall be proud of who I am and of my differences, and I shall ignore society's ignorant and judgmental attitudes towards me and mine.
I shall always rise to any worthwhile challenge, and overcome any debilitating obstacle.
I shall be an advocate for my sisters, for my school, and for others like us.
I am now a proud sister.
A proud sister of Chateau Johnson.
And all of the above I hereby avow.
Girls, congratulations! You are all now and forever members of one of the most powerful affiliations in the world. If you work hard and play even harder, you can achieve whatever you desire to achieve. There are Chateau Johnson alumnae in every major profession in the world, in over 50 countries, and the most important point is this... Chateau Johnson alumnae ALWAYS look after our fellow alumnae!
Now raise your glasses for a toast... to yourselves. As of this moment, you are forever Chateau Johnson ladies.
After the brief toast, Alexis wrapped up her speech:
Have a lovely rest of the evening, and a rewarding first year here at Chateau Johnson for Girls. And remember... once a Chateau Johnson girl, forever a Chateau Johnson girl!
She smiled and waved, while the large screen faded to black.
Dancing continued for another hour before something caught my attention. My colleague Ms. Angela came out of the communal bathroom red-faced, with her hair a mess. A moment later, Nicole came out similarly red-faced, but her hair was perfectly in place.
A naughty thought popped into my head. Had Ms. Angela, a teacher, just had sex with Nicole, a student? It seemed highly unlikely, especially with so many people around, many of whom would be going in and out of the bathroom. But those red cheeks and mussed hair certainly indicated that something had happened! In case it needs saying, I was appalled! Fantasize? Sure. Write about it? Love to. But never once had I seriously considered actually crossing the line with a student!
Certainly there had been some very sexy girls in my classes in the past and present, but except for some brief thoughts while I was at home alone with my toys, I'd indulged in nothing more than harmless fantasies that affected nobody. Well okay, I also wrote some erotic stories with certain students... both male and female... in mind. But there was no way that anyone could have identified the actual person from any of those stories. But if I'm being totally forthcoming, there was one student... a guy... a couple of years ago, right after I'd gotten rid of my cheating bastard of a husband, who'd been very tempting.
He was sexy, rugged and domineering... all the things that turn me on. He flirted with me shamelessly, and being recently single, I suddenly felt like I was eighteen again. The temptation, like Eve's apple, was very appealing, and I was both hungry and vulnerable, but I successfully resisted the temptation, no matter how appetizing the forbidden fruit appeared to be. After all, if I'd succumbed, I would have had to live with myself afterwards!
But back to the present, I'd been here for less than a week, and already I could feel my pussy begging for attention... the temptation of taking a bite out of a juicy, ripe apple... such as Amanda... was becoming more and more tantalizing. My recent conversation with Alexis had only intensified my hunger because of all those innuendos dripping with temptation.
Of course I'd been obsessed with thoughts of submitting to Alexis sexually, but even though she was my boss, she was far more of a peer than any student could ever be! But if I was being honest with myself, I had to admit to myself that after one fleeting moment of maybe witnessing what might have been a lesbian rendezvous between a teacher and a student, my emotions were reeling. And one curious thing was that Ms. Angela was the one who left the bathroom with her hair mussed, not Nicole. So if they'd done the nasty with cunnilingus, then the student had dominated the teacher, not the other way around! But even if nothing had actually happened, I couldn't help picturing them together... with Ms. Angela eating what I had to believe was an amazing tasting pussy!

During the previous week, I'd spent over three hours a day teaching my students, while being very aware that their legs were clad in the most sensual pantyhose I'd ever seen or felt. The Wolford pantyhose literally shined, having distracted me on numerous occasions already.
Nicole had been sitting in the front row of my English class early last week, when her shoe hit the floor, and like Pavlov's dog, my eyes instantly went to her sexy, stocking-clad foot. (Well okay, not exactly like that dog.... I didn't literally drool!) In fact, over the course of the past week, Nicole had on many occasions intentionally or unintentionally dropped her shoe on the floor, or sometimes she simply slid her feet out of her shoes. And one day she'd worn three-inch heels, another day flats, another day open-toed two-inch heels, but sadly on Friday, just boots. Don't get me wrong, the boots were hot, and they really brought out the best of her sex appeal, but they didn't give me any glimpses of her feet.
For a while I'd thought it was simply happenstance ... that Nicole had no idea what she was doing to me... but right now, after seeing her leaving the bathroom only moments after my disheveled colleague, I began to wonder... was I really Pavlov's dog, and she the sexy, manipulative psychologist?
Curious, I strolled over to Ms. Angela, who was pouring herself a paper cup of punch, which she downed completely in almost a single gulp. "Tell me, are the school's social events always this much fun?" I asked, trying to act casual.
She shrugged, oblivious to what I'd noticed and was thinking. "I guess so. They usually tend to get pretty crazy."
"These girls can just go and go without stopping," I said. "I'm not sure I'd be able to keep up." Again in retrospect, my two comments were greatly ironic, but I didn't know that yet.
She laughed. Not in fun, but with an odd resignation. "If you only knew even half of it."
Looking more closely, I noticed something white spattered here and there on her face, and also some in her hair. Oblivious to what it actually was, since I still wasn't seeing how the puzzle pieces were fitting together, I pointed out, "You've got something all over your face and in your hair."
Her face went flushed again, and she touched her face and hair and sighed. "I should probably go and wash this stuff off," she said, and she dashed off before I could ask any more questions.
I turned to the table, poured myself some punch, and saw Nicole staring at me with a wide smile on her face. She raised her own paper cup to me and gave me a slight nod, then she downed her drink.
The evening ended shortly afterwards, and I went home horny as hell, and slightly dazed.
On Friday evening, after the first couple of initiation activities had run their course, I'd gone home and written some more of my new lesbian submission story about a teacher being seduced by her awesome principal. The story hit a roadblock when I tried to figure out how to make the seduction believable. By then though, I was horny as hell, and I pulled out my We-vibe and got myself off, imagining what might have happened if Alexis hadn't had to leave. I imagined her opening her legs and revealing that her silk pantyhose were crotchless, and her pussy was displayed perfectly. My orgasm came hard and fast as I replayed our conversation, the innuendos, and my own hopeful fantasy.
On Saturday night after everything I'd thought I saw, I once again retired to my room horny, and this time I went directly to my box of toys. I reclined on the bed, stuck the We-vibe in my pussy and opened my laptop, deciding to tease myself while I wrote. After ten minutes of fits and starts on my Alexis story, I gave up and started a new story about a teacher being seduced by a student. This time the story flowed with ease as I created a vivid tale about a divorced teacher being sucked into the wonderful world of lesbian seduction by her student.
Closing my eyes, my story getting me revved up, I imagined being taken on my desk in my classroom, a recurring fantasy I'd never made into a reality for what seemed to be compelling reasons... none of which mattered in a fantasy. I imagined Nicole kneeling under my desk and licking my pussy while I taught from sitting in my chair.

I next imagined her sneaking into my room after curfew, and making me her pet (literally)... which was a more powerful fantasy that encouraged my natural but secret submissiveness to come out.

Lastly, I imagined her sharing me with the other three of my beautiful, young, just barely legal students who'd helped her unpack for me the first night I was here. I came even harder than the previous night, from imagining myself enduring (and thoroughly enjoying) such a naughty and twisted submission.

On Sunday, I spent the day prepping for my next week's classes and had lunch with the other teachers (while I constantly wanted to ask Angela a question I couldn't open my mouth for). I worked out in the gym, took a long bath, watched a movie and relaxed, careful to avoid any writing and thus getting myself all horny again. Like always, once I came, I felt ashamed of my naughty fantasies, and of my very unprofessional thoughts.
I checked my author's email account after supper, which I hadn't checked in a week, and was surprised to find so many emails. My newest lesbian story had been released and was doing pretty well in a lit contest. It wouldn't win, but it had attracted lots of personal responses from women wishing to explore their own lesbian leanings. I answered every email like I usually try to do, giving some of them some advice on how to dress, and answering questions (purely theoretically) about how to tell you're submissive without actually telling them. I also rejected some offers to meet people (of both genders) in person, commented on people's suggestions for future stories, and admitted to someone I didn't plan to write a sequel to a particular story. Lastly, like I occasionally do, I gave some advice to a few women who saw themselves in one or more of my main characters, who were bi-curious and wanted some guidance on coming to grips with their sexuality, or desires for submission. It wasn't until near the end of reading all my emails, just as I was getting tired, that I was suddenly shocked wide awake... as if a bucket of ice water had been poured onto me!
From: MistressA
To: Jasmine Walker
You WOW me Silkstockingslover
Ms. Jasmine
I have read all your stories and had to write to you. Your underlying theme of submission is clearly a cry for help. You write down your fantasies instead of living them.
You need a Mistress! You crave submission, and you need to just let go and allow someone to guide you towards true sexual enlightenment.
Thankfully, your princess in shiny pantyhose has cum (yes, cum not come).
I expect you to respond to my email by replying instantly with three fantasies of yours. I can only help you if I know you inside and out and if you know I do.
Now be a good girl and obey your new Mistress.
Luv
MistressA
P.S.: Don't hesitate, don't consider the pros and cons of my offer... OBEY now!
I stared at the email in disbelief. I've received lots of aggressive or presumptuous emails in my years of writing, but mostly from men. I'd also been asked to be a Mistress to submissive women and to help guide them in their self-discovery. I've even helped a few men to come to grips with their bi-curiosity, but this one was unique. I should have just pressed Delete and moved on, but instead... I had no idea why she was so compelling, although I did later... I clicked on Reply. (Clicked, not tapped... I use a mouse with my laptop.)
From: Jasmine Walker
To: MistressA
Re: You WOW me Silkstockingslover
MissA,
Thank you for the email. Which stories did you enjoy the most?
I don't know why I'm answering, but here are my three biggest fantasies:
1. I recently started a new job, and although I know it's wrong, I've started to fantasize about some of my students... particularly one of them. I imagine her seducing me, or maybe blackmailing me into submitting to her unconditionally... because I've fantasized for years about submitting to a woman, but you're correct... I've never been able to cross that intimidating line between fantasy and reality.
2. I have a new principal, or rather Headmistress, as she prefers to be called. She's easily one of the most beautiful and powerful women I've ever met. I was instantly smitten with her, and have pampered myself with many fantasies about becoming her submissive pet. For instance, I fantasize about being summoned to her office and being required to lick her pussy under her desk while she meets with a student. The idea of doing things no one expects that I'd ever do is a major turn-on, and so is the risk that I might get caught.
3. Being the centerpiece of an orgy. It sounds nasty, and I guess it is, but I've always wanted to take part in a threesome or moresome. Being ravished by cock after cock, or licked by tongue after tongue. Conversely, the idea of servicing a glory hole and sucking cock after cock, or a sorority party where I'd lick pussy after pussy is also a major turn-on.
Anyway, once again, I'm not sure why I am answering this email, but it was nice to share these fantasies with someone who wants to know them.
Jaz
I clicked on Send before I gave myself a chance to reconsider. I then checked the remainder of my emails, and was intrigued by another one requesting I write a trans story. I'd never considered doing a story about a trans, even though I'd written some gay stories and a cross-dressing one.
I responded that I was intrigued by the idea, and asked her for suggestions on what the plot might look like. As I clicked on Send, I noticed the email ID was prettyandhung, which got me even more curious. Was I corresponding with an actual trans, or was this just some gal or guy with a trans fantasy? I considered asking, but figured if she-he(?) was serious, they'd respond to what I'd already written.
I finished the last three emails, including a couple of replies to my earlier replies, before deciding it was time for bed. I brushed my teeth, washed my face and redid my nails, ruby red like Alexis's (a color I usually refrained from using during the school year).
I was about to get into bed, when I decided to see if MistressA had responded to my email yet. I knew I shouldn't care, but I was curious to know her response. Also, writing down those fantasies for her, no matter how briefly, had gotten my pussy begging for some attention. I opened up my laptop, and was excited to see another email from the intriguing stranger.
From: MistressA
To: Jasmine Walker
Re: You WOW me Silkstockingslover
Pet Jaz,
I was disappointed by your response. Do I sound like someone you'd call a Miss? I am a Mistress... and your Mistress.
Also, I know why you responded to my email. I knew you were lost from reading your stories... which screamed out that you're sexually repressed, but you're ready to erupt if given the opportunity.
Since your fantasies are screaming out, to stop torturing yourself, you need to make them into realities. Therefore you need someone who can make that happen. That someone is me.
I will send you a task once a week... every Sunday... and you WILL obey.
Respond immediately to learn your first task.
YOUR MistressA
PS: I particularly loved reading Pet Teacher, Training Teacher, Deconstructing the Professor, and "A Shemale Submission", Big Fat Cock , Shemale Surprise and Spanked to Submission.
I stared at the words...reading them over and over. It was impossible for me to deny that she was right. My stories have, for the most part, also been my fantasies... all of the experiences I wished I had enough of a reckless and carefree attitude to act upon.
So just like with her first email, I felt myself hitting Reply, even while I was still pondering my decision.
From: Jasmine Walker
To: MistressA
Re: You WOW me Silkstockingslover
MistressA
I'm terribly sorry for not addressing you properly. It will not happen again.
I'm curious to know what you have in mind for me, so I look forward to learning about my first task.
Jaz
Instead of going to bed at this point, I just sat in front of my laptop and waited... hoping to learn what my task was, and knowing there was no way I could go to sleep without knowing, even though I wasn't convinced I would actually obey this Mistress.
From: MistressA
To: Jasmine Walker
Re: You WOW me Silkstockingslover
Pet Jaz,
You are such a good girl.
Task 1: Starting tomorrow, you will no longer wear panties... EVER (unless of course Aunt Ruby is visiting).
Is that understood, my pet?
MistressA
I didn't even hesitate to reply, having been completely sucked into this harmless game. But I didn't need to say much.
From: Jasmine Walker
To: MistressA
Re: You WOW me Silkstockingslover
MistressA
I will obey.
Pet Jasmine
Calling myself her 'pet' felt satisfying in a way I couldn't explain. I'd written many stories about someone becoming a submissive pet, but using that word about myself felt very exciting somehow.
I went to bed horny yet again, and this time I pleasured myself while imagining I was someone's pet. I found myself in a fanciful Art Deco dreamscape kneeling between the legs of my Mistress, who was standing, but I didn't know who she was. Then I looked up and saw Headmistress Alexis smiling down at me. She was wearing a see-through cherry red babydoll and matching pantyhose. Then I heard Nicole's voice ordering me, "Lick me, my pet," but I couldn't see her anywhere.




I came moments later, feeling delirious from imagining myself submitting to both Alexis and Nicole simultaneously.
5. PANTYHOSE TEMPTATION
I woke up and considered refusing to obey any orders from some stranger, but then I decided 'What the Hell?' With my pantyhose on, it wasn't going to be much different from normal, and the slight rush I felt from my obedience was kind of exciting. During my first class of the day, it was liberating to know that all my students were seeing was their usual history teacher, oblivious that I was going commando today.
Alexis still wasn't back from her fundraising trip to DC, so for the first time, my English class wasn't interrupted.
By lunchtime I'd gotten used to not wearing any underwear, and the day proceeded like it usually did, until drama.
For drama class, we played a game where they each drew a word or phrase out of a hat, and then had to go in front of the class and extemporize a one-minute monologue about their subject.
The class went as well as I'd hoped, with lots of hilarity, but also some serious pieces.
Maria picked the word 'stars', and she did a humorous sketch about becoming a movie star some day.
Ambra got 'cell phone', and she created a mock eulogy for her recently deceased phone. I laughed so hard I almost peed into my pantyhose.
Estrella drew the word 'pink', so she spent her minute portraying Barbie having a pink breakdown. She finished with, "Why is everything always pink? What about green, or blue, or any other color? Why should society get to decide what I wear and who I am? Why shouldn't I decide to hate pink, play rugby, and find myself a chartreuse girlfriend?"
We exploded with laughter at her over-the-top breakdown Barbie.
Then Lisa shocked us all.
"You know what I love more than anything in the world?
No?
I'll give you a hint. It comes in many different sizes and thicknesses, and it's always so... so... so... juicy! I mean, there really isn't anything as appetizing as a glistening... long... footlong... jumbo... hot dog!
I mean, does anyone ever forget their very first hot dog? All the excitement and anticipation of how good it will taste, and how utterly satisfying it will feel once it's in your mouth?
I mean, I love all hot dogs. Footlongs, wiener dogs, sausages of all kinds, each of them satisfy me in different ways.
Actually, I'm seriously craving a nice... juicy... footlong right now!"
She then stopped talking and looked directly at Nicole.
Nicole quipped, "Thank God it's almost lunchtime, then."
Samantha got stuck with the color 'blue', and she did an entire ordeal about feeling blue because she was blue, but she felt that on the inside she must be red. Her color crisis was tearing her apart as she struggled to liberate her inner reddishness, but her powerful external blueishness kept her true self trapped.
Nicole went last. As if fate was giggling hysterically, she drew the word 'pantyhose'. Her speech dripped with innuendo, and everyone in the class got it but me.
"The greatest inventions of all time include the cell phone, TV, laptop, and, of course, pantyhose," the beautiful girl started. She rested her leg on top of a desk and explained, while rubbing a hand up and down her leg, "You see, pantyhose like these ones have a ton of purposes. They're so soft, smooth and comfortable, I can't imagine not wearing them. They also accentuate my legs, so both men and women fall all over themselves to take second and third looks."
Planting her foot back on the floor, she strolled towards me at the side of the room as she continued her monologue, confidence oozing out of her, "Pantyhose are to women what suits are to men... POWER. They tease and they please."
Arriving next to where I was sitting, she slipped her foot out of her high-heeled shoe, planted it on top of the student desk I was borrowing and asked me point blank, "And don't my blue painted toenails look so sexy and tantalizing in these sheer pantyhose?"
My pussy tingled, and I had to resist the urge to touch her nylon-clad stocking toes, or to do what I loved having done to me... suck her toes through the nylon.

But before I could say or do anything, she placed her foot back on the floor and continued her monologue, her smile appearing so knowledgeable about the impact she and her pantyhose were having on me. "Of course, pantyhose do more than just tease and please... and woo and wow... they also keep everything that's lurking underneath perfectly secure, don't they girls?"
Laughter exploded as Nicole finished her monologue, and I was lost in thought about how hungry I was becoming to make my submission fantasies into a reality. I briefly wondered whether Nicole could see past my strong and confident teacher exterior to the insecure, submissive sexual being I longed to be.
Hiding behind my teacher's façade, I said, "Well, that was very enlightening, Nicole."
"I aim to please," she quipped, going back to her desk and sitting down.
I wanted to stand up at that point, but without any panties on, I was worried that my wetness might leak visibly down my pantyhose-clad leg. But desperate to clean myself up, I stood up anyway, suggested everyone could chat for the last few minutes of class, and headed to the nearest restroom, all of which were shared between the students and staff in the building containing all the classrooms (another inclusion piece Alexis believed in, and that I agreed with her about).
I was sitting on the toilet after wiping myself when the bell rang. A couple of girls entered the restroom, and their conversation stunned me.
"Did you see Ms. Jasmine's face? I thought she was going to bend down and kiss Nicole's foot!" said a voice, which I recognized as Sarah's.
"I did, I did! Nicole is clearly already on the prowl for her newest teacher plaything," another student's voice agreed.
My head was spinning at the perception these girls had of me...had I been that transparent just now? But also... teacher plaything? Was it even possible that Nicole could be that aggressive? But then I thought of Ms. Angela. Maybe she was!
"For sure. Nicole will have her on her knees ready to please her in no time," Sarah predicted.
"Like she did you?" the other voice asked playfully.
"Fuck you, Samantha! As if you refused the first time she called you to her room," Sarah countered.
"At least I played hard to get," Samantha retorted just as playfully.
"For thirty whole seconds, until you got hard," Sarah joked back, as the girls started to leave.
I could barely hear Samantha's reply, except for part of the phrase, "I couldn't believe how big..."
My head was spinning. I'd been completely sucked into that bizarre banter between two of my eighteen-year-old students. Obviously they'd both had sex with Nicole. And who else was part of this... this... harem? And was I really Nicole's next target? My pussy gushed at the thought, and I couldn't help beginning to pleasure myself, my need to come overwhelming any sense of propriety. I closed my eyes and imagined submitting to Nicole, allowing the buildup of the past hour to rush through me. My orgasm hit hard and fast, and I needed to clench my teeth together to contain a scream that was desperate to escape.
Once I'd calmed down somewhat, I shook my head, wiped my pussy clean of my cum, and quickly exited the restroom, with my head spinning.
...
That night, I worked on my story about lesbian submission, which was solidifying more and more in both my mind and body.
Around 10:30 I decided to check my email after deliberately avoiding it all day. There were a few replies from my emails last night, a couple of new fan emails, one comment that my writing sucked, and I should get a day job, and a new one from MistressA.
From: MistressA
To: Jasmine Walker
Did you obey, my pet?
Pet Jaz,
Did you obey my order? If you did like the good girl you are, please tell me how you felt about going to work without panties.
MistressA
I didn't hesitate... I clicked Reply and wrote:
From: Jasmine Walker
To: MistressA
Re: Did you obey, my pet?
MistressA
Yes ma'am, I obeyed your order like a good girl. Going sans panties felt very liberating, although it got a bit intense when I got kind of horny because of a sexy student.
Your pet Jaz
As soon as I clicked Send, I wondered why I felt so good about obeying an order from a complete stranger. Apart from her calling herself a Mistress and being bossy and full of herself, I didn't know anything at all about her. Including whether she was even really a woman, but I was pretty sure she was.
I replied to a couple of emails and was just about to call it a night when there was another email from my online Mistress.
From: MistressA
To: Jasmine Walker
Re: Did you obey my pet?
My pet,
You really are a nasty little slut wannabe, aren't you? I want you to get yourself off pleasuring yourself while you picture yourself submitting to the student you mentioned, and tomorrow I want you to compliment this student at least three times.
Obey me like the good pet you crave to be...
MistressA
Her newest orders triggered a gush of wetness in the crotch of my pantyhose, and I knew I was absolutely going to obey her first order, but the second one felt more challenging. Regardless, I decided to continue obeying her, at least the best I could.
From: Jasmine Walker
To: MistressA
Re: Did you obey, my pet?
MistressA
I will obey every order you give me. Right now I'm going to use my We-vibe to pleasure myself to a nice orgasm, and tomorrow I'll find reasons to compliment my sexy student like you instructed me to.
Good night...
Your eager pet
I hurriedly undressed and slipped beneath my covers. I pleasured myself with my We-vibe while my lesbian submission fantasy shifted from Alexis to Nicole.
I imagined myself doing a final late-night check of the rooms, for some reason wearing nothing but a scandalously revealing red bodysuit. I noticed that Nicole's door was ajar. I clearly heard moans of pleasure coming from inside, so I slowly and silently cracked open the door.
Nicole, seeing the light from the hallway, called out, "Come in, Ms. Jasmine. I've been waiting for you."
I blushed, but obeyed her, and as I entered the room, I saw Samantha between Nicole's legs, eagerly lapping away.
"Did you come here to submit to me, Ms. Jasmine?" Nicole asked, smiling wickedly.
"What? No!" I protested weakly.
"We'll see about that in due course. But for now, come take a closer look, Ms. Jasmine," the teenage seductress ordered, while letting out a slight moan, my potentially imminent submission becoming even more tantalizing.
I obeyed and crept closer, feeling helplessly drawn towards the lesbian act occurring before me.
I watched for a minute, completely forgetting I was supposed to be the adult in charge of stopping such inappropriate behaviour, and instead I just stared.
Nicole finally spoke up again. "Go ahead, Ms. Jasmine, do what you're dying to do, submit to me. Fall to your knees and replace pet Sammy. Since it'll be your first time, she won't mind at all, so long as we let her watch."
I froze. I knew it was wrong, maybe even illegal. I was her teacher. But I was no longer in control of my mind or my body, and I felt myself fall to my knees, just like a leaf falls from a tree...helplessly.
"Good girl," Nicole purred, as Samantha crawled out from between Nicole's pantyhose-clad legs, leaving a path for me to continue my journey into submission.
Without even willing it, as if I were being drawn in by a magnet of submission, I crawled between my teenage student's legs. Her pussy was perfectly framed by her dark mocha pantyhose, a convenient hole in them revealing her trimmed pussy. My mouth watered, since my many years of fantasizing were about to become a reality. I leaned forward, extended my tongue, and licking, continued my journey into submission.

"Shiiiiit!" I screamed, my naughty teen submission fantasy bringing me to a messy, hot climax. My body then quivered for an eternity, since my fantasy of lesbian submission had been so vivid.
Once the orgasm had thoroughly finished its journey through me, I lay in my bed, spent and confused. My temptations were getting harder and harder to resist! But just like always, I convinced myself that fantasy is just that...a healthy and risk-free way to rejuvenate myself. But alas... sometimes the line between fantasy and reality dissolves, and once it does, there's no turning back. (Again, I didn't realize that at the time, but later on I certainly did.)
6. SHADES OF SUBMISSION
I woke up refreshed and determined to resist my growing temptation to submit... to whomever: MistressA, TransNikki, Alexis or Nicole... but then I realized I really did want to obey my online MistressA.
The morning flew by until English class, and I learned Alexis was back when she called for Maria to leave my class for her one-on-one meeting.
Today's class focussed upon each student's all-time favorite book. The assignment I'd given them last week was for each of them to write a brief summary of the best book she'd ever read. The girls' tastes in literature were diverse, so their favourites ranged from Charles Dickens's Great Expectations, to Shakespeare's Hamlet, to Steven King's Shawshank Redemption, to Jane Austen's Sense and Sensibility, to Lord of the Rings by J.R.R. Tolkien, to To Kill a Mockingbird by Harper Lee. A few girls picked more recent literature, like Steven King's 9/22/63, J.K. Rowling's Harry Potter series, John Green's A Fault in Our Stars, and sadly, two of them picked Twilight. (If you're not familiar with it, Twilight is the first book in a series about a 17-year-old girl who moves to a small town in Washington State, and falls in love with a 103-year-old vampire who looks like he's the same age she is. In my opinion, all the other titles I've just mentioned are far superior.)
Not unusually, it was Nicole whose choice surprised me the most. (This morning in the hallway, I'd already complimented her on her hairdo, which looked especially smooth and lustrous today.) She stood up and said, "Although the syntax needs a lot of work, the psychological interplay between Christian and Anastasia in 50 Shades of Grey by E.L. James is masterful."
Her eyes bored into me while she continued her summation of the trashy novel about submission that millions of lonely housewives had read in the past year. "You see, everyone is by nature either submissive or dominant, but most women live in denial of their innate sexuality. They marry men who meet today's shallow ideals of job, marriage and kids, but they never even get close to experiencing the true euphoria and enlightenment that all women could attain if they'd only cast aside society's long-held mainstream beliefs, such as the one asserting that men are innately superior to women, and should therefore rule the roost."
I felt she was peering right into my soul. I felt completely vulnerable, and once again my hunger to submit to this teenage seductress forged another few chain links in my psyche.
"Overall, although the sex scenes are trite and boring, the book's principal theme of psychological manipulation is fascinating," Nicole concluded.
I felt heat in my cheeks as I stood up from behind my desk and walked around to the front of it, sat on top and crossed my legs. I tried to conceal my inner turmoil by joking, "Shakespeare, Dickens, Austen, and James. Hmmmm... like they sing about on Sesame Street, which one of these authors doesn't belong?"
Nicole shrugged and scoffed, "Just because a book is old doesn't make it good. I admit I like Dickens and some Shakespeare, although Hamlet is terrible. Like seriously, what's the message? Indecision is bad? Thanks, Shakespeare, that's really enlightening. And don't get me started on that pretentious crap Austen wrote... all women must get married to be happy? Are you kidding me?"
I played along. "Don't hold back, tell us how you really feel, Nicole."
Nicole laughed appreciatively before asking, "What's your all-time favorite book, Ms. Jasmine?"
I paused a moment to reflect, then said, "Well, it's hard to narrow it down to only one book, but if I had to choose, I'd have to say the book that's stayed with me most consistently for many years is 'To Kill A Mockingbird'."
"Bzzzzzzz," Nicole buzzed, as if I'd given a wrong answer on a game show. "No, no, no, Ms. Contestant, ! I want a non teacher answer."
"You do, do you?" I asked cutely.
Her tone was firm. "Yes I do, Ms. Jasmine."
I thought about it for another moment... all the girls in this school deserved honest answers to their questions... so I admitted, "Well, I love those James Patterson murder mysteries, I enjoy the odd 18th century romance, and whenever I want to laugh, I pick up Dave Barry's 'Big Trouble'."
"I guess if Ms. Jasmine can unwind by reading Dave Barry, then she's a real person," Nicole joked, her typical playful tone back in play.
"Which book have you read most recently?" Samantha asked.
"David Levithan's 'Everyday'," I answered promptly. (The book is a strange one that questions religion, society and sexuality.)
Just then Maria returned to class, her face just as flushed as all the previous students who'd visited Alexis.
The bell rang a moment later, and I gave Nicole her second compliment of the day. "Nicole, I'm very impressed with your oratory skills. You have great potential."
"So do you, Ms. Jasmine," Nicole grinned. She then repeated ominously, "So do you."
She sauntered out of the classroom with a smug confidence that oozed sex, which once again kindled my fire down below. I shook my head, castigating myself, and then tried to focus on the rest of my day.
I gave Nicole another compliment in Drama class, thus completing MistressA's assignment. The rest of the day was uneventful until bedtime. It was my turn for hall supervision duties, and as I was hastening various girls into their rooms at curfew, I saw Emily coming out of Nicole's room. Her face was flushed, her hair a mess, and she had what looked like a guy's cum all over her face. She saw me, her face went ghostly white, and she quickly turned away from me with guilt written all over her face.




Thinking Nicole must have a boy in her room... don't ask me how he'd get there... I barged into her room unannounced, and heard the shower running. (It figured that Nicole would have her own bathroom while all the other girls shared communal ones.) I looked around. The bed was a mess, but there was no evidence of a boy. I went to the window and looked outside, but again saw nothing. I pondered the possibilities. Either there was a boy in the shower with Nicole right now, or he'd somehow snuck out without being caught, or perhaps Nicole was a squirter whose juices had flooded Emily's face. The latter seemed to be the likeliest scenario, but no matter how I spun it, it sure had looked like a guy's cum.
I patiently waited for Nicole to come out of her bathroom, and when she did, wearing a long black robe, she was the surprised one for a change. She quickly recovered, adjusted her robe, and asked, "What can I do for you, Ms. Jasmine?"
"Oh, I was just doing my curfew rounds," I said, strolling casually into the steamy bathroom, which didn't contain any boys.
"You're very thorough, Ms. Jasmine," Nicole commented.
"Well, I take pride in my work," I replied, realizing immediately that I sounded pretentious.
"Hmmmmm, is that so?" she responded playfully, which I could tell was one of her power plays.
"Well, good night," I said, deciding to leave her room before Sarah's earlier prediction about a teacher plaything could happen.
"You can COME visit anytime you want," Nicole purred, not even remotely failing to emphasize her flirtatious innuendo.
Nicole's roommate Lisa walked in and gave me an amused look. "Oh hi, Ms. Jasmine."
"Hi, Lisa. I was just leaving," I replied.
"That's not necessary. I'll be happy to give you two some alone time, if you need to... um... talk... about anything," Lisa grinned cheekily.
My face flushed as I stammered, rattled by all those innuendos, "N-n-no, I was just finishing up my rounds."
"Okay, whatever," Lisa shrugged.
Nicole purred, "Sweet dreams, Ms. Jasmine."
"You too," I replied absurdly, and left.
Fifteen minutes later, I was in my room and checking my email. There wasn't one from MistressA, which was rather disappointing, but there was an intriguing email from a new correspondent.
From: TransNikki
To: silkstockingslover
Literotica: feedback for
Ma'am,
I really enjoy all your stories and your recurring submission theme, particularly older women submitting to younger ones, and even more particularly teachers to students. Your vivid details and character development present me with authentic reading, which makes me wonder about your sexuality in your everyday life. Are you dominant or submissive for example, although I'm pretty sure I know which one.
My real reasons for writing though, are threefold:
1. To tell you how much I enjoy your writing
2. Hopefully to get to know you better
3. Lastly, to ask you to write a story built around a theme you've never written about before.
If you're interested, please get back to me by email, or on Yahoo, with this same username. I'll be online for a while.
TransNikki
Many of my fans request stories, and I write some of them as time permits, and if the subject turns me on. Stories like Deconstructing the Professor, Spanked to Submission, "Oh" Submissive Town, Sorority Submission, Big Fat Cock, Pillow Princess and Hot Tub Fuck Machine all began as requests from fans, to name just a few. Nikki's vague hint had me curious, and I was pretty wired after my brief conversation with Nicole, so I logged into Yahoo and clicked on her username.
Nylon_lover69: Hi Nikki. It's silkstockingslover
TransNikki: Hi...<blush> I wasn't expecting you to reply, but hoping you would. You must get many emails from your fans.
Nylon_lover69: Some days I do, usually on the day a story is released. Your request for a specific kind of story made me curious.
TransNikki: Cool! Are your stories true?
Nylon_lover69: Sadly, mostly not. They're fantasies of mine mostly, although A Night of Unconditional Surrender is mostly true.
TransNikki: So you write instead of doing?
Nylon_lover69: I suppose. I'm a schoolteacher, so making fantasy into reality without starting a scandal is rather difficult.
TransNikki: What do you teach?
Nylon_lover69: High school.
TransNikki: it must be hard to resist the temptations of all those nubile boys and girls
Nylon_lover69: Don't even get me started <blush>
TransNikki: So I don't mean to be rude, but I assume you're submissive.
Nylon_lover69: Mostly, yes. What do u do for a living?
TransNikki: I'm in high school.
Nylon_lover69: Oh god!
TransNikki: Don't worry, I'm 18... 19 in a couple of months
Nylon_lover69: Okay.
TransNikki: So do you ever fantasize about any of your students?
Nylon_lover69: Usually no. Once I get to know them, they become students and nothing more.
TransNikki: Always?
Nylon_lover69: Usually.
TransNikki: Do you always wear nylons?
Nylon_lover69: Usually.
TransNikki: Me too... I think they give me a sense of POWER!
Nylon_lover69: Me too, plus my legs are my best asset, and I like to showcase them, which nylons do.
TransNikki: We think alike. So I have a story idea for you.
Nylon_lover69: Share away.
TransNikki: First, have you ever met a transgendered person?
At first, I thought that was an odd question, but then I realized her username indicated she was almost certainly transgendered herself.
Nylon_lover69: I don't think so.
TransNikki: How would you know?
Nylon_lover69: Good point.
TransNikki: I am transgendered, aka a t-girl or a trans woman, or the cruder term chick with a dick.
Nylon_lover69: That's fine with me. I don't judge.
TransNikki: I could tell. That's exactly why I chose you to ask to write my story idea.
Nylon_lover69: Which is?
TransNikki: A story about a teacher who's seduced and then dommed by her beautiful trans student, completely unaware of the girl's penis.
Nylon_lover69: Interesting.
TransNikki: the teacher is a woman and bicurious, but she's unable to cross that ethical line between her and a student, nor can she bring herself to cross society's expectations line by having a lesbian affair.
It felt like she was describing me!
Nylon_lover69: Sounds like me.
TransNikki: Exactly what I thought from reading your stories. But how about you imagine for our story if you did cross that ethical line, and it turned out the girl had a penis?
Nylon_lover69: Wow!
TransNikki: A big hard penis.
Nylon_lover69: Double wow!
TransNikki: Will you write it?
Nylon_lover69: I can try. Your idea is unique, and it would explore new territory for me.
TransNikki: Exactly. And yet it fits into your overall style of writing.
Nylon_lover69: True.
TransNikki: Can I be the main character?
Nylon_lover69: Sure. You'd need to give me the name you want me to use, and some details about yourself you'd be comfortable about sharing with a large number of strangers. Anonymously of course.
TransNikki: I like it. And can you be the teacher?
Nylon_lover69: I guess.
TransNikki: Yummy!
Nylon_lover69: Then tell me some things about yourself.
TransNikki: I have red hair, green eyes, 36c breasts and a nine-inch member
Nylon_lover69: No?!?!?!
TransNikki: Yes!!!!
Nylon_lover69: And you've used it?
TransNikki: Almost every day for several years.
Nylon_lover69: Wow
TransNikki: So you will write it?
Nylon_lover69: Yes. A few ideas are already forming.
TransNikki: Awesome!
Nylon_lover69: But now I need to hit the hay. It's been a long day.
TransNikki: My day was LONG and HARD.
Nylon_lover69: U R so bad.
TransNikki: if U only knew!
Nylon_lover69: Good night. I'll email U a draft once I write it.
TransNikki: Please do. Good night, and please do me another favor.
Nylon_lover69: Sure.
TransNikki: Masturbate about being seduced by a gorgeous girl with a lovely nine-inch cock.
Nylon_lover69: Given what we've discussed just now, I don't think that will be a problem, sexy.
TransNikki: good night, my pet.
Her calling me her pet surprised me, and started my pussy tingling and needing attention.
Nylon_lover69: Good night Ms. Nikki
I logged out, and saw another email from MistressA.
From: MistressA
To: Jasmine Walker
Cum 4 Me Now!!!
Slut Jasmine
The moment you see this, grab something to fuck your tight little cunt with, it can't be a toy, and come like the submissive little slut you are.
YOUR MISTRESS
I gasped at her aggressive message and task, yet the wetness in my pantyhose absolutely LOVED the assignment.
I hurried to the fridge, opened it up, and pulled out a long, thick cucumber. I scurried downstairs to my couch, my sudden need to obey and to come totally controlling me, and I pulled off my pantyhose and began rubbing the cucumber up and down my wet pussy lips. In one quick swoosh, I slid the thick green vegetable fuck toy inside my wanton pussy. Closing my eyes, I pumped the hard and perfect green cock in and out of me like a hungry slut, and allowed my fantasies to run wild.
Nicole stepped out of the shower in her robe and asked, "What can I do for you, Ms. Jasmine?" My fantasy was very similar to what had actually happened earlier tonight, except that I was once again wearing that scandalous red bodysuit.
"Oh, I was just doing my nightly curfew rounds," I said, strolling casually into the steamy bathroom, which still wasn't hiding any boys.
"You're very thorough, Ms. Jasmine," Nicole said.
"Well, I take pride in doing my work thoroughly," I replied, realizing I sounded pretentious.
"Hmmmmm, is that so?" she responded playfully. She then dropped her robe to the floor and said, "Let's see just how thoroughly you can suck my cock."
I stared down at her nine-inch penis, saluting me from where her vagina should be.
"Y-y-you have a p-penis!" I stammered. I was shocked, but unable to tear my eyes away from the most beautiful penis I'd ever seen!
"It's called a cock, Ms. Jasmine. It's a big hard cock, and it has your mouth watering, doesn't it?" she assessed confidently.
"Well... I... um... I-think-I-should-go-now," I babbled, although my legs refused to budge.
"Or you could stay, get down on your knees, crawl over here, and suck my cock, which we both know you really want to do," she countered, smiling.
She was right. I loved sucking cock, I loved the power I had over a man when his member was in my mouth. I controlled his pleasure. I also loved the feeling of being told what to do. Combine that with the fact I hadn't had sex with anyone but myself in over two years, so I was an easy target. My pussy was on fire, I was drooling, and my submissive nature was dying to break out and be... well, not free, but enslaved. My final weak resistance was, "But I'm your teacher."
"My pet teacher," she purred. "Now crawl over here and worship your Mistress's cock."
Her calling me her pet only enhanced my desire to submit to her, as did the blunt reality that I did indeed want her to be my Mistress. I felt myself falling to my knees. I then crawled robotically to her big cock, and looked up at her face from my submissive position.
"Go ahead, my pet. Take your Mistress's cock inside your cock sucking mouth," she ordered, tapping her tool against my lips.
I obeyed, opening my mouth, and taking her huge member between my lips.

This sordid submission became too much for me even though it was just imaginary, and I came like Niagara Falls all over the cucumber. I continued pumping it in and out of my cunt throughout an orgasm that I never wanted to end. But as soon as it subsided, then just like always, I felt guilty, and then I was ashamed of myself.
The pleasure pulses eventually came to an end, and I pulled the now slightly wilted cucumber out of my cunt, and tossed it in the garbage.
But something really bothered me... in my waking fantasy just now, Nicole hadn't had a pussy, but a cock! Was my subconscious telling me something real, or was I going crazy? If she did have a dick, that could explain the cum I'd seen in Emily's hair when I definitely couldn't find a boy lurking in Nicole's room shortly afterwards. On the other hand, it would be difficult to find anyone more feminine than Nicole, if that mattered. Could trans women be as feminine as the usual kind? Like I'd told Nikki, I'd never knowingly met any trans women, so I really had no idea. I decided to table my conundrum for the present. Given the way Nicole kept coming on to me, I'd probably know for certain one way or the other in the near future.
I returned to my laptop and wrote an email to my online Mistress.
From: Jasmine Walker
To: MistressA
Re: Cum 4 Me Now!!!
MistressA
I obeyed your command immediately. I took a cucumber from the fridge and fucked myself to an earth-shattering orgasm. Which completely wiped me out.
I'll check my email in the morning for any further tasks from you.
Good night.
Your obedient pet, Jaz
I shut my laptop down, climbed up the two steps to my bedroom area, and collapsed into my bed... slipping into slumber within a few seconds.
7. THE POWER (HISTORICALLY SPEAKING)
The next morning after showering, I checked my email and was excited to find emails from both MistressA and TransNikki.
I clicked on MistressA's first.
From: MistressA
To: Jasmine Walker
Orgasm Control
Good girl, my pet. A cucumber was a delicious substitute for an actual toy.
Now in order to train you properly, you must learn orgasm control. Thus, you're not permitted to come again until Friday at 11:25.
MistressA
Usually such a requirement would be no big deal. I often went a few days without pleasuring myself. (Although not since I arrived at this school!) But this recent onslaught of sexual innuendos and X-rated daydreams had really revved up my sexual appetite, so right now going without any sex would be difficult. I also wondered whether she meant AM or PM on Friday, but figured it didn't really matter at this early date.
I replied:
From: Jasmine Walker
To: MistressA
Re: Orgasm Control
MistressA
I will obey.
Your eager submissive,
Jasmine
It was bizarre, but from putting my words and obedience out there, I suddenly felt more liberated! Which was odd, considering I was doing whatever I was told to by a complete stranger.
I clicked on the email from TransNikki, which included some attachments.
From: TransNikki
To: Jasmine Walker
To motivate my pet
My pet teacher,
You do want to be my pet teacher, don't you Jasmine?
Attached are a few pictures of me, so you'll know I'm real.
The first one shows you my cock, hard and ready for your mouth, or your pussy or ass (have you had a cock in your ass yet, pet teacher?).
The second photo is of me in the dress I wore to my aunt's wedding this past summer. You can see my long, beautiful legs in pantyhose and heels.
The third photo is of my feet, toenails painted red, also from last summer, since I figure you have a foot fetish, based on the many stocking-clad feet references in your stories.
The fourth picture is also from my aunt's wedding. The girl was a bridesmaid who got more than she bargained for when she hit on me at the reception dinner. Doesn't she look adorable with a mouthful of my cock? I'll bet you would look equally adorable with a mouthful of my cock.
Anyway, I hope you enjoy your day. My pictures and I are ready to help you become the actual pet teacher you've written about in so many of your brilliantly imaginative stories.
Your Mistress-to-be,
Nikki
My pussy was tingling already, so my promise to MistressA was now looking very inconvenient. I clicked on Nikki's first picture and found myself staring at the biggest cock I'd ever seen! She was wearing mint green pantyhose, and apparently she'd either ripped or snipped a hole in the crotch to release her monster.
Just like in my fantasy fuck session last night, my mouth started watering, and I wished I could submit to it. After saving the picture to my hard drive, I clicked on the next one. Unfortunately, it only showed Nikki from the waist down, but her legs looked absolutely delicious!
The third pic was of her toes, and it was also tantalizing, even making me want to touch myself, but I refrained from doing so... I always keep any promises or commitments I make.
Lastly, I clicked on the final picture, and my jaw dropped onto the floor... no, not literally. It showed a pretty young lady, probably in her mid-twenties, with very curly blonde hair and wearing a rather skimpy (and slightly transparent) forest green dress. She was on her knees and had half of Nikki's gigantic cock in her mouth. Nikki's dress still wasn't showing (I had yet to see any evidence she was even wearing one), but her pantyhose and heels were visible. This pic showed a bit more of Nikki than just from the waist down, which was just barely enough to show that she had nice large tits. Curiously, the photo was taken from far enough away that there was no way it could have been taken by Nikki or the girl.




I saved the last three pictures and replied to Nikki's email, realizing I had to start getting ready for work soon.
From: Jasmine Walker
To: TransNikki
Re: To motivate my pet
WOW! WOW! And did I mention... WOW!!!!!
I'm literally in awe of your beautiful bottom half...ass, legs, cock, and even a glimpse of your gorgeous tits! I'm not sure I'd be able to resist the temptation if you were my student!!!!!
I'll start writing the story as time permits, but a dozen ideas are already bouncing around in my head.
Your very motivated pet,
Jasmine
I closed my laptop without reading any of my other emails and headed for breakfast.
.....
Today I was teaching my History class when the sexual innuendos started flowing. The discussion was about what defines power in today's world. It started as a military discussion throughout history with the Macedonians, Romans, Vikings, Turks, British, French, Russians and Americans being discussed as powerful at one time. Then Hua, my Chinese foreign exchange student, pointed out that in 2013 it's economy that matters, not armies.
This led to a lengthy, intriguing discussion about whether the military powers that still dominated the UN were actually relevant. Clearly the influence of superpowers like Great Britain and France had faded over the years, the collapse of the USSR had weakened Russia's power, and the global recession had greatly debilitated the once dominant United States. So the class debating about who was still a world power was when the discussion became heated.
Arguments arose over which country was the most powerful in 2013. Hua argued that China had a strong military, a stable economy, and a large enough population to dominate at least its neighbours, if not the world, while Priya pointed out that India also had a very large population and economy, and it wasn't Communist, which in her eyes, hindered China greatly.
Lisa argued that the British Empire had never died, and it was still a powerful economic country because of its vast alliances within its remaining Commonwealth, while Kala pointed out that although Canada's population is tiny and its army inconsequential in terms of power (although she argued it played a key role in the UN as a mediator), it had a vast, diverse economy that had withstood the global recession better than most.
Reiko pointed out that Japan has quietly thrived by producing and exporting vast quantities of consumer goods, and it seemed largely immune to the ups and downs of the stock markets.
Erin pointed out that even in a recession, the United States has the greatest global impact on economy, military, and especially entertainment, and is the only historical world power that still remains powerful in the 21st century.
Finally, as usual, Nicole spoke up. "This debate is actually futile. The points I've been hearing are all based on glorified, yet delusional, nationalistic patriotism, which is just so World War One. For instance, half of China lives in fear, half of India's jobs are from outsourcing, Great Britain hasn't been relevant in decades, and Canada is like our 51st state, or just America's poor relation. We just let them think they're a country, and Japan doesn't even have a military anymore... it's defended by America... ironically, ever since the end of World War Two. With that said, America is in similar turmoil, since we've lost our identity. Half of the country supports Obama, while the other half resents him. Again, nationalism is deceiving, because it blinds people to their country's flaws and dirty little secrets, and they focus instead on the bygone glory days. But even that's a deception, because the truth is that countries don't matter anymore. What does matter is money, and whoever has enough of it... the major corporations and individual billionaires... controls everybody and everything. The rich get richer, the poor get poorer, and the middle class gets tossed around like a buoy in a storm."
I asked, curious to know more about her perceptive theory, "So you're saying that politicians don't matter, but the rich CEOs do?"
"Exactly. The rich control the price of oil, the rich deliberately allowed the market to crash, and the rich control the government, because nobody can get elected without their money," Nicole pontificated.
"What do you think of Nicole's theory, Hua?" I asked. Hua had come out of her shell of shyness and had been championing her country very effectively.
"Nicole is right," Hua replied succinctly, suddenly avoiding eye contact, reverting back to her shy self.
"How about you, Kala?" I asked.
"Nicole is right," Kala repeated Hua's three-word answer verbatim.
"Well Nicole, you seem to be very persuasive," I said, although it was obvious that there was an unwritten law that you didn't question your Class President, or maybe it was just that you didn't question the indomitable Nicole. Either way, it was obvious who dominated the senior class.
She shrugged, "I've been told that before. Although it really helps when you know what you're talking about." She certainly wasn't lacking any confidence!
The bell rang, and while my students filed out of the room, I pondered the unique dynamics of our senior class, where it seemed that nationalities didn't matter, only power did, and for some reason, or maybe various ones, Nicole clearly had the power.
.....
During English class, Christine was called upon for her visit with the Headmistress, and just like all the others, she returned to class with her face flushed, as if she'd just run a marathon. I was dying to know what transpired during these sessions, and decided to question Christine after class.
"Christine, could you please stay behind for a moment?" I requested.
"Of course, Ms. Jasmine," she agreed.
After the rest of the class had left for lunch, I asked, "If you don't mind my asking, you seemed a little out of sorts when you returned to class. Are you okay?"
"Never better," Christine replied smoothly.
"May I ask what you and Headmistress Alexis discussed?" I queried.
"Everything. Headmistress Alexis is very thorough," she answered vaguely, with an odd smile.
"How so?" I asked, attempting to weasel my way past her vague, cryptic responses.
"She's gotten to know me inside and out," the Asian Australian explained, again without giving me any meaningful explanation.
Hoping to talk her out of any sort of inside information, I tried, "I was worried you might not be feeling well. You returned to class looking all flushed."
"Yes, I did. Headmistress Alexis certainly had me sweating up a storm," Christine agreed, as she stood up. "Is that all, Ms. Jasmine?"
Giving up, I said, "Yes. Yes, you may go."
After she left, I remained sitting at my desk, musing fruitlessly about what could possibly be happening behind those closed doors, for all the girls to return to class with red faces. (I didn't realize I'd find the answers I was looking for in a couple of days.)
.....
The rest of the day flew by, and I spent the evening beginning to write my trans story. I only got a few pages written, since I spent most of the time researching the concepts of transgender, intersex and she-males. The more I read, the more complex the issue became, and my head was spinning. It didn't help at all that much of what I read was obviously written by know-nothing bigots, who declared in various ways that transgenderism, etc. was just some pretentious notions about a bunch of depraved sickos. In the end, I decided to stick with Nikki being a trans as my story focus, ignoring the biological and controversial aspects. (Although I remained stymied by why there could be anything controversial about trans people if only certain people would be fair-minded in their observations.)
I checked my email every hour or so, but there was nothing new, which surprisingly sent a wave of disappointment through me. I suddenly craved my tasks and simply submitting to my various Mistresses. (Did I have four of them now?!) With my off-limits pussy tingling for attention, I decided to take a long bath to try to squelch the flames down below.
When I got out of the tub and slipped into a robe, I found three new emails, one of them from TransNikki. After skimming and replying to two readers' flattering comments about some of my earlier stories, I clicked on the email from TransNikki.
From: TransNikki
To: Jasmine Walker
Hungry?
How was your day, my pet? Did my pictures get you hungry? Did you imagine one of your pretty students sporting a big cock underneath her skirt or dress?
Be honest... would you have sex with someone like me?
Your Mistress to be,
Nikki
These were questions that a couple of days ago wouldn't even enter my head, but last night's fantasy had centred on Nicole, and at least according to my subconscious mind, she did indeed have a big cock... or maybe I just wished she did!
I responded:
From: Jasmine Walker
To: TransNikki
Re: Hungry?
Ms. Nikki,
Truth be told, I'd never in my life considered being with a transgendered person. But since your emails and various mysterious events that I think might be (or might not be... I'm not sure) happening at the school where I work, it's become a bit of an obsession with me. I've read a few stories on Literotica about transes, (the most intriguing ones being 'T-Girl University' by vicjohnson and 'Tortured by the T-Girl Tutor' by SugarandSalt), and I've recently done some research on different variants of transgendered people, to educate myself somewhat before I began writing your story.
So yes, your pictures made me hungry.
And yes, I did imagine one of my students with a big cock. Vividly, actually!
And double yes, now that I know a bit more, I'd LOVE to have sex with someone like you!
Your very intrigued teacher pet,
Jasmine
I clicked on Send, and finished getting ready for bed. Just before hitting the sheets, I checked my email, and saw another response, this one with an attachment, from TransNikki.
From: TransNikki
To: Jasmine Walker
Re: Hungry? (1)
My pet,
I have a task for you. Tomorrow I want you to squeeze the girl's hand you fantasized about. She, of course, will have no idea what the squeeze means, but you will.
Also, here are a few photos I took a few minutes ago in my dorm room with one of my sluts. She's quite tall... about 6' 2"... but I've learned if I have enough confidence, and I do, I can dominate someone even if she's bigger than I am.
Would you do for me what this besotted girl did so eagerly?
Sweet dreams, my pet
Your Mistress Nikki
I noticed the shift in her name at the bottom, but was too excited about the pictures to focus on the underlying intent of such a change.
I clicked on the first picture:
Nikki was lying on the floor... assumedly of her dorm room... and a hot black girl was lying on top of her with her lips wrapped around Nikki's big cock. She did indeed appear to be rather tall, and she had a young, innocent look to her... except of course for the way she was sucking that dick so enthusiastically.
My pussy tingled because of how much I suddenly wanted that cock inside my less-than-innocent mouth!

I clicked on the second photo:
The hot girl's black ass was bent over, and Nikki's big cock was halfway inside it. It was a closeup, side view.
I wondered what it would feel like to have such a big cock not only in my mouth and pussy, but inside my ass as well. The latter was my biggest curiosity, since nothing had ever gone in there before... at least not from the outside... not even anything as tiny as a toothbrush.

I clicked on the final photo.
This time the black girl's ass was splattered with white, sticky goo.

My mouth watered and my pussy tingled, but I managed to hold back from doing what I desperately wanted to do... and instead, I decided to continue obeying MistressA.
So I wrote Nikki a quick reply, letting my needy cunt dictate the message:
From: Jasmine Walker
To: TransNikki
Re: Hungry (2)
Mistress Nikki,
Your pictures got me so horny and so wet! I'd do anything you asked me to do if I was there with you. I'd suck your big cock, taking as much of it into my cocksucking mouth as I could manage. I'd eagerly spread my legs while you fucked my wet, HUNGRY cunt. I'd bend over and let you ravage my virgin ass... giving myself to you utterly and without hesitation.
Your submissive pet teacher
Jasmine
Writing that email only made me hotter, so I decided to shut my laptop down before I became unable to resist the temptation to pleasure myself any longer.
I went to bed, but my sleep wasn't great. I tossed and turned, while visions of submitting to a teenage trans swirled around in my head.
8. THE APPLE IS RIPE
I woke up and, of course, went directly to my laptop. I found messages from both MistressA and TransNikki.
I clicked on TransNikki's first:
From: TransNikki
To: Jasmine Walker
Re: Hungry (3)
My pet teacher,
Your email immediately got me hard, so I had my roommate suck my cock while I finished doing my homework for my HOT English teacher.
Email me tonight to tell me whether you accomplished your task.
Attached is a pic of my cum all over my roommates' cocksucking mouth. I bet you wish it was your mouth... don't you, slut?
Mistress Nikki
Again I clicked on the picture and gasped at what I saw. A close-up of the same black girl's lips, chin and nose, all decorated with sticky, white goo.

My pussy woke up instantly, but I ignored its tingling neediness and clicked on the message from MistressA.
From: MistressA
To: Jasmine Walker
Did U obey?
My pet,
I assume you obeyed my order like a good girl.
If you did, I'll bet you didn't sleep well, and your needy little cunt is begging for attention. Well, hang in there. I promise you the eventual reward will be worth the wait. On Friday you'll have the most glorious, earth-shattering orgasm of your entire life... one that will change your life FOREVER!
Your MistressA
Her promise was intriguing, although it seemed a bit farfetched. I've gone for days without orgasming before, and there was little... if any... difference in my pleasure following those dry spells. But like her good girl, I replied.
From: Jasmine Walker
To: MistressA
Re: Did U obey?
Mistress,
Yes, I've been obeying like your good girl.
I have to admit it's been very difficult, since temptation suddenly began appearing everywhere, starting right after you gave me the task. A new story I'm writing is also quite exhilarating, and it gets me rather revved up.
But I will refrain from cumming... no matter how difficult it becomes.
Your pet Jaz
I showered, had breakfast, and headed to class, with my only task being to somehow squeeze Nicole's hand before the day's end without weirding her out.
As usual, the morning went by rather uneventfully until English class, when Emily, my student from Germany, was called away at the beginning of class for her one-on-one with Headmistress Alexis.
Today's lesson was an introduction to Shakespeare, in preparation for an in-depth examination of Hamlet. I've always believed that understanding society's prejudices and proclivities of the time and influential experiences in the life of the author, are important to one's understanding of his or her works. For example, in reading the book 'To Kill A Mockingbird', the unabashed racism of many of the characters is horrific to us reading it now, yet it was commonplace back then. Like Atticus Finch says in the book, "You never really know a man until you stand in his shoes and walk around in them."
So in class we watched a brief documentary about the life and times of Shakespeare... one of the more current ones that discussed his alleged bisexuality, and how many of his love poems were likely penned with men in mind. It also highlighted that all the female roles in theatres were played by men, or sometimes boys, since women were forbidden to be actors in public.
Once the video had finished, I asked the class, "So what did you just learn about life back in Shakespearean times?"
Estrella answered, "It's just the same as it is now. The men try to control and manipulate the world."
Christine added, "I agree. It's still a big boy's club, where the rich get richer, and the poor get poorer."
"And then we die," added my Mexican student Maria.
Priya, my dark-skinned student with the wild hair spoke up, saying, "I disagree. Women have come a long way towards equality since the time of Shakespeare."
"Especially in the past fifty years," Lisa added.
"But have we? How many woman Presidents have we had so far?" Erin objected.
"We Brits had Thatcher," Lisa beamed proudly.
"Except she ran the country like she was a man," Kala snorted.
"She did not!" Lisa argued.
"Maybe she secretly was a man," Kala teased the proud Brit. "And maybe the first Queen Elizabeth, too!"
"That's exactly what we need," Nicole finally spoke up, and silence instantly filled the room.
"What do you mean?" I asked, curious to know where she was going with her enigmatic statement.
"To be blunt, we need to be governed by women with balls," Nicole grinned, proud to be making such an outrageous statement. "We need women who are literally women on the outside, but are also secretly men. What do they call them?"
"You mean trans women?" Lisa offered. "Guys who've had a sex change procedure, but kept their dicks?" smiling slightly in spite of herself.
My face went red... my thoughts flashing to TransNikki.
Nicole continued, "Men don't really rule the world anymore, women just let them think they do. During Shakespearean times they dressed as and portrayed women in plays and in the fashion industry, and in the present day some of them still play dress-up, but as men with power. They say that behind every great man is a woman, and that has never been more accurate than today. Oh sure, it looks like men rule the world in their suit-and-tie-Wall-Street- corporate-buyout-oil-company-environment-killing sort of way, but in reality, they're just playing dress-up. They write scripts and do whatever they can to make the scripts seem real, but it's all just charades. Real power lies in the hands of the 21st century women. We still let the men think they're running things, but they're just smoke and mirrors."



I heard her words, but they didn't sink in, since a stunning possibility popped into my head.
Could Nicole and TransNikki be the same person?
"Are you alright, Ms. Jasmine?" Nicole asked, standing up. "You look like you just saw a ghost."
I stammered, "I-I-I'm fine."
Nicole reached for my upper arm and said, "You need to sit down, dear. Someone go and get Ms. Jasmine some water."
Three girls jumped to their feet. I'd been standing at my podium. And Nicole led me to my desk, apparently caringly. As she sat me down, I took her hand and gave it a gentle squeeze, obeying the order that she might have given me herself. Thankfully she gave no acknowledgement of my submissive act, and my suspicion began to subside.
During the next few minutes, the girls pampered me with water and some fresh fruit. Emily returned, red-faced just like all the other girls who'd spent time with Headmistress Alexis. Then the bell rang, the girls all disappeared for lunch, and I remained alone in my classroom, with only Nicole remaining.
I thought I was finally safe, but then any stability remaining in my world came crashing down in one harrowing moment. Nicole leaned close to my ear, her hot breath sending a chill up my spine as her hand drifted down onto my knee. She murmured, "I think I know exactly what you need to get some color back in your cheeks, Ms. Jasmine,"
"P-p-pardon?" I stammered, even though it was becoming crystal clear where she was going.
"My favorite story of yours is Pet Teacher," she continued murmuring, her hand drifting ever so smoothly under my skirt. Her warm hand on my leg, and her hot breath on my ear and neck had me a complete mess, and my career flashed before my eyes when she added, "You're my pet teacher now, aren't you?"
I was paralyzed from both fear and excitement. I couldn't deny the impact her touch was having on my mind and body, nor could I ignore how hot her emails and pictures had gotten me. Her big cock suddenly flashed into my head.
"Y-y-you're TransNikki, aren't you?" I weakly managed to ask.
"In the flesh," she smiled wickedly, her invasive hand slithering further under my skirt.
"Do-do-do you really have a...." I began, but couldn't finish.
"A cock?" she finished for me.
"Y-y-yes," I barely squeaked out.
"I do, my pet. Does that excite you? You said in your emails that it does," she purred, the tips of two fingers now brushing against my pantyhose-clad pussy.
"Please stop doing that," I said, although my wet pussy begged to differ.
"I was impressed that even though you'd guessed that I'm TransNikki, you still focused on performing the task I gave you," the sultry teen said, her finger rubbing my pussy lips ever so gently through the sheer nylon fabric.
"I've got to go," I said, abruptly standing up.
"Okay, my pet," she smiled, bringing her fingers to her nose. "Hmmmm, you smell heavenly. Plus, no panties, Ms. Jasmine. That's very, very interesting."
My face went beet red, and I was starting to leave, when she added, "Very soon I'll be taking you up on those promises you made to me, Ms. Jasmine."
I scurried out of the classroom, out of the school building, and directly to my room, where I allowed my tears to begin streaming... realizing the predicament I was in. Not only was I writing naughty submission emails to one of my students, but I was also writing a sex story for and about her, and she even knew my secret alter ego... Jasmine Walker, the smut writer.
Calming down, I phoned Alexis and told her I wasn't feeling well. She replied that she would cancel my afternoon classes for me (something really nice about a small, private school), and she encouraged me to get some much-needed rest.
Hanging up, I tried to figure out what I was going to do. As I replayed all my interactions with TransNikki/Nicole, everything started to make sense. She'd given me endless hints that she marched to a different drum, I just hadn't realized just how different that drum was. Also, as I replayed all my time here so far, I concluded that Nicole was clearly the one running the school. She must be having sex with at least a few of the girls... and even some teachers... and her next target was me!
I was exhausted from my stressful morning and lack of sleep the prior night, so I decided to take an afternoon nap. Surprisingly, I crashed instantly, and didn't wake up until several hours later.
.....
When I woke up, everything that had happened since I'd arrived here seemed like a dream... a crazy, authentic-feeling dream. But as I opened my eyes, reality came flooding back like a fast-flowing river. Glancing at the clock... it was eight PM already... I took a deep breath and decided to check my email.
I was just logging in, when there was a knock at my door.
I called out, terrified it might be Nicole, "Who is it?"
"It's Cherise, Ms. Jasmine." Her French accent was unmistakeable.
Relaxing a bit, I went to the door and opened it. She handed me a tray of food. "Ms. Nicole thought you might be hungry."
I wondered whether Nicole had fucked Cherise too, as I accepted the tray and replied, "Thank you, Cherise. And please thank Nicole for her thoughtfulness."
"Yes, Ms. Jasmine I will. I am also supposed to tell you that if you decide you would like some dessert, you should stop by her room later," Cherise said, clearly embarrassed to be saying something so obviously sexual to me, but still doing what she was told.
"I'll keep that in mind, Cherise, thank you," I replied, showing her my best poker face, before gently closing the door behind her.
Once I was alone again, I took a deep breath and returned to my laptop. As I ate, I saw a few new emails, including one from MistressA, and thankfully none from TransNikki, which relaxed me somewhat.
I took a deep breath, and clicked on her email.
From: MistressA
To: Jasmine Walker
U may CUM soon!
My pet,
It's less than 24 hours until you'll be allowed to reach that crescendo of euphoria I promised you. You'll experience pleasure that you can only have imagined until now, so long as you resist the growing... almost irresistible temptation... I do know and sympathise... to give in and pleasure yourself.
Promise me and yourself you'll have enough determination to obey this simple but challenging command, since from such complete obedience will CUM unlimited and life-altering pleasure!
Your loving, demanding Mistress
Yesterday those words would have gotten my pussy gushing with anticipation and eagerness, but following this morning's stunning revelation, I was played out. I had no idea how I'd be able to face Nicole tomorrow... never mind the rest of my classes... since it was very possible that all my students might know my humiliating secret as well.
Throughout the rest of the night, I considered my options:
1. Quit my job immediately!
2. Have a talk with Nicole, praying she'd kept my secret, and clarify in no uncertain terms that we must keep our teacher-student relationship professional... at least whenever other people are around.
3. Admit to Headmistress Alexis my secret past and my current predicament, and let the chips fall where they may.
4. Obtain a super-charged DeLorean and have Christopher Lloyd take me back in time to a few days before I responded to Nicole's seemingly innocent fan email.
5. Give in and submit to Nicole completely, allowing my long-suppressed temptation to submit to a woman... (is Nicole a woman? A half woman? Would a sexual relationship with her be considered a lesbian relationship, and if not, what else could it be called?) ...and risk destroying my teaching career.
As I reviewed these options... I've always been a list person... I considered the pros and cons of each of my five choices:
1. Of course this was the most expedient of the options. It would solve all my issues (except I'd suddenly be jobless in an unfamiliar country).
2. This was also a logical option, although it would be an incredibly awkward conversation, and I had no idea whether she'd already told anyone what she knew, or whether she'd agree to comply with any of my stipulations.
3. Also a reasonable solution, because if anyone could be capable of resolving such a difficult situation, it would be Alexis. Except she'd surely fire me (which would look worse on my record than my quitting).
4. The very best of the options, if I managed to sidestep time travel being impossible.
5. Appealing in theory, but deep down, I knew the real me. When I was writing erotica, I was a risk-taker, a sexual explorer, and I needn't worry about any consequences (such as diseases, pregnancy, moral issues, etc.). But in the real world I was a coward who talked the talk, but I didn't very often walk the walk. When push came to shove, I was just like so many other women in the world...abiding by society's expectations, and never daring to cross any of those lines that I found so tempting.
As I prepared for bed, deciding not to respond to MistressA, or to answer any of my fan emails, which were beginning to pile up due to my neglect, I concluded that the best course of action would be a heartfelt one-on-one plea to Nicole. I knew she was arrogant, bossy and manipulative, but I was pretty sure she wasn't downright cruel.
I hurriedly composed an email to her:
From: Jasmine Walker
To: TransNikki
Urgent!
Please stop by my classroom at 8:30 tomorrow morning for a brief but frank discussion about our situation.
J
I went to the bathroom, pulled out a sleeping pill (I often can't sleep... which is one of the reasons I've become such a prolific writer quantity-wise during the past three years) and took it, desperate to get at least a decent night's sleep, before I needed to face the life-altering discussion I was contemplating. Oddly and embarrassingly, I was still completely oblivious to the life-altering conversation I was actually going to have tomorrow, and with whom!
9. THE APPLE IS EATEN
The sleeping pill worked too well, since I was awakened by someone banging on my door. A glance at my clock told me it was already five past nine! I was late for class, and I'd missed my meeting with Nicole.
I went and opened the door, and my whole class was standing there.
"We were so worried about you!" Samantha wailed, giving me a hug.
"Yeah, you're never late, and when we realized nobody had even seen you last night, we got worried," Lisa added.
I laughed (on the outside... inside, I was mortified), "Thanks for your concern, but I'm fine. I must have just taken a really effective sleeping pill last night. Please go back to class, and I'll join you there in a few minutes."
I saw Nicole standing at the back, her usual smile on her face, and also as usual, her thoughts were unreadable.
I quickly got dressed, thankful I'd showered last night, and hurried to class.
The morning flew by, while I resisted looking anywhere near Nicole, and thankfully she refrained from speaking at all, giving me the space I sorely needed to teach and to think.
It was at the beginning of English class when Ms. Penelope, a lovely woman who taught juniors, came in and told me I needed to go see Headmistress Alexis.
"Now?" I asked, petrified my secret might be out.
"No worries, I've got your class covered," Ms. Penelope reassured me, her cheery voice giving me a brief moment of hope this would just be a quick, inconsequential meeting. I showed her my lesson plan for that day's class and headed out to meet with Alexis, my fate unknown but worrisome.
While I figuratively marched to the gallows, I figured the worst-case scenario was I'd be fired, even though I hadn't deliberately or knowingly done anything unprofessional.
When I arrived outside the Headmistress's office, Amanda appeared oblivious to my arrival. I was about to speak, when I realized what she was doing... she was reading a story from Literotica on her laptop, which was the website where I posted numerous stories. At the time, it never occurred to me she might be reading one of my stories... there were over 250,000 stories on the website... but I asked, pretending not to notice she was reading porn at work... that wasn't my place... "What you reading?"
"A story called 'Taking Jasmine Walker'," she replied easily, looking up at me. "It's pretty good."
I imagine I suddenly looked sunburn red when I realized it wasn't only one of my stories, but a story where I was the main character, and I was being sexually dominated by a youngish British girl.
"You're here to see Mistress Alexis, are you not, Ms. Jasmine?" she asked, as if everything was perfectly normal.
Except I noticed she said 'Mistress' this time, instead of 'Headmistress'. I stammered, my mind reeling when some more rows of dominos began cascading down, "Y-y-yes."
"I'll just go check if she's ready to meet with you," Amanda said, standing up and leaving my story prominently on the screen as she disappeared.
All these coincidences were getting too close to home, and they... at least Amanda and 'Mistress' Alexis... must know that I was THE Jasmine Walker!' But the more I pondered that issue while I waited, the more I decided it just didn't seem possible! For one thing, I'd always... including recently... been very protective of my identity. And for another, why would they hire me if they knew about it? Except Alexis had addressed me by my Literotica pseudonym on the first day we met, and now Amanda was very openly reading a story where I portrayed myself as a submissive lesbian. There were a few too many coincidences all piling up at once!
Amanda emerged smiling, and she said as politely as ever, "She'll see you now, Ms. Jasmine."
I crept into the office a bundle of anxiety, desperately hoping my crazy fears were just that... crazy fears.
Just like the last time I was in her office, Alexis had her legs up on her desk, although this time she was wearing thigh-high black boots, which somehow made her appear even more powerful this time.
"Take a seat, Ms. Jasmine," Alexis greeted, her neutral tone giving away nothing. "And why don't you remove your heels? There's no reason you shouldn't be comfortable while we discuss... certain things."
"Yes, ma'am," I obeyed, seating myself in the chair across from her desk and slipping out of my heels.
The Headmistress opened with a surprise. "Jasmine, do you remember our first conversation after you arrived? I didn't get around to telling you the real reason I hired you. Your obvious compassion for your students and your vast academic achievements were impressive, but there are tons of qualified teachers with similar experience to yours."
Her statement confused me even more. The first half of her statement listed the reasons I'd thought I was hired, but now she was telling me I'd been hired for some different principal reason.
"Then why was I hired?" I asked, my insecurity bubbling to the surface, while I desperately tried not to stare at the Headmistress's sexy knee-high black boots.
"Not quite yet... please hold onto that question for a moment," Alexis said, pressing her intercom button. "Amanda, you may come back in now."
"Yes, Mistress Alexis," Amanda's voice replied through the intercom before she joined us in the office a moment later.
"These boots are killing me; please take them off for me," Alexis ordered.
I thought that was a strange request, especially with me present, but I watched in intrigued voyeuristic awe, while Amanda approached her boss.
While Amanda was unzipping the first boot, Alexis explained, "I just got these new boots, but I think I must have gotten them a size too small. Senator Smith bought them for me while I was in DC with her."
"They look very nice," I said politely, trying to imagine those two powerful women doing something as mundane as going shopping together. My thoughts briefly strayed into the gutter, and I imagined the Senator on her knees between Alexis's legs.
"They are, but I've never worn boots before. It turns out they take a while to get used to," Alexis explained, as Amanda tugged the first boot off of her foot.
I couldn't stop myself from gazing at her stocking-clad foot and her perfectly painted toenails that were so close to me, even briefly forgetting about my predicament, when my hunger to submit to her suddenly seized control of me... again.
When Amanda pulled off the second boot, Alexis cursed, "Ah, shit! There's a run in my pantyhose! Go fetch me a new pair, Amanda."
"Of course," Amanda replied, immediately exiting the office to retrieve another pair of pantyhose.
"There's nothing worse than a run in your pantyhose," the powerful, beautiful woman said.
I joked, "Except maybe world poverty."
"Well yes, obviously after world poverty," she joked back amicably.
I was gradually becoming more relaxed when I realized that if she was going to fire me, she would have already done it by now. But instead, she'd launched us into a discussion about why I'd been hired in the first place. I had absolutely no idea where this discussion was headed, but wherever it was, if she'd been planning to fire me, there'd be no point.
Amanda returned with a packet of pantyhose, then Alexis turned her chair sideways and stood up, and in one quick motion, she tore off her pantyhose, leaving them in ruins. She then sat back down, and I watched as Amanda fell to her knees and laboriously fitted the brand new pantyhose onto her boss. I could only see the top of Amanda's head from my chair, and again I imagined Alexis having her pussy pleasured by the pretty blonde.
Alexis resumed speaking, as if it was perfectly normal for another woman to be dressing her in pantyhose. "So where were we?"
"The real reason you hired me," I reminded her, by now feeling almost painfully curious to learn where she'd take the statement she'd made just before she detoured to complain about her boots.
"Right," Alexis smiled. "We'll get there, but just one more side trip before that." She suddenly stood up, and this time turned around so her back was towards me, while Amanda tugged the pantyhose up her boss's legs, until the entirety of them were smoothly in place. I got a good look at her red panties, which perfectly matched her painted toenails.
"Thanks, my dear," Alexis said, turning back around and sitting back down in her chair.
"It's my pleasure, Mistress," Amanda replied courteously, although now she was looking directly at me.
"Okay, let's get back to our conversation," Alexis said, as she returned her once again stocking-clad feet to the top of her desk, so again it was a constant distraction to my crazy fetish mind.
"O-o-okay," I stammered, totally distracted again.
"You like... no, you love pantyhose, don't you?" Alexis asked, wiggling her pretty toes enticingly.
"I d-do find them quite s-s-sexy," I admitted, mesmerized by her toes.
"Then go ahead," she said.
"Go ahead, what?" I asked, confused.
"Massage my feet through the nylon fabric," she invited, shocking me.
I didn't say a word or move a muscle, astonished by what she'd just said.
"You can't resist it, Jasmine. For one thing, your eyes don't lie," she assessed correctly.
"I-I-I should get back to work," I stammered, the temptation to obey her instructions becoming increasingly strong.
"You're at work right now," she stated. "We're about to discuss some specifics about your future here at Chateau Johnson, and that qualifies as working."



"Pardon?" I asked, unable to resist taking another glance at her legs and feet.
Her tone veered slightly towards stern. "Look, Jasmine. I know everything about you."
My eyes went big, all my earlier worries bubbling back to the surface.
"You have a stockings fetish, you're particularly drawn to stocking-clad feet, and even more particularly to stocking-clad toes. Am I correct?"
"How could you possibly...." I began to ask.
"Just answer the question," Alexis interrupted, her tone now authoritative.
"Yes, you're correct!" I admitted in a loud whisper, now unable to make eye contact with her.
"My feet, Jasmine, they need attention. Begin with a nice gentle massage, my pet," she ordered before adding, stressing each word, "my... pet... teacher!"
My red face went another shade darker, because she'd just referenced the title of a story I'd written and posted online about a teacher becoming a submissive pet to a strong-willed seductive student. I knew I should refuse this task. I knew from years of writing about submissive characters that once they obeyed even the tiniest, most trivial intimate order, their (and now my) fall was inevitable. But her words seemed logical, just like massaging her feet seemed like something I was meant... even fated... to do. The universe had decided that I needed to obey all her commands. Still avoiding any eye contact, I stood up, approached her desk, and took one of her feet in my hands.
"Good girl," Alexis purred.
Her pantyhose were so silky smooth that I felt my pussy begin tingling the moment I touched her foot. I gently rubbed it while she continued speaking. "As I was saying, Jasmine, I know everything about you. For example, I know you're submissive, and that you've been sexually lost and frustrated ever since your cheating husband left you. So attempting to fill the emptiness of your sexual hunger, you started writing down your naughty submission fantasies," she said, thus revealing yet another nugget from her fount of knowledge about the secret side of me.
I tried not to react while I continued rubbing her beautiful nylon-covered foot, attempting to figure out how she could have managed to find out everything there was to know about me.
As if reading my mind, she said, "I bet you're wondering how I learned that you write under the pseudonym of Jasmine Walker."
I nodded nervously.
"I expect you to look at me while we discuss your future, is that clear?" she demanded softly, her tone conveying there was only one acceptable answer.
I looked up at her and answered, doing my best to avoid saying anything to increase her already formidable power over me. "Yes."
"Good girl, Jasmine," she said, her voice sweet again.
"Well, after I heard you speak at that conference, I decided you were very interesting, so I wished to discuss your ideas about improving the effectiveness of the educational system," she began explaining, as I continued massaging her silky foot.
"Unfortunately, I didn't get a chance that day, but as fate would have it, you were in the Internet Cafe at the airport when I came in to grab a mocha. Do you recall what you were doing?"
I flashed back and recalled that I'd arrived extra early for my flight home, so I'd been editing an updated version of my story 'Dirty Grandpa'. In particular, I was fixing various errors in the original release that my new and very thorough editor had pointed out... plus adding illustrations. "Yes, I was doing some editing."
"Yes, you were tidying up an erotic story that I'd read online and enjoyed immensely. Actually, the story gave me some great ideas to use during my own playtime," she complimented. "Other foot now, my pet."
I obeyed, continuing my submissive task while she continued, "It was a BDSM interracial story that was crammed full of naughtiness! I even recall a scene where your Domme used a phone to get her submissive pet off. Have you ever participated in that version of phone sex for real, Jasmine?"
"No ma'am," I answered. And then I cursed myself for using that respectful term, just like a submissive would do.
"Well, the phone ploy was an intriguing idea, but not very useful for this school," she said, which I thought was odd. I thought she might mean because the students were off limits, but I was wrong. Spoiler alert: she wouldn't be revealing the actual reason I'd been hired to me quite yet.
I continued silently massaging her stocking-clad foot like her servant, while I tried to figure out where she was taking all of this.
"So why did I hire you, you're probably asking yourself," she said, again reading my mind.
Yes, dammit! I wanted to scream, but instead I said mildly, "I once thought I knew the answer to that, but now I haven't a clue."
My insecurity must have been obvious, since she said, apparently trying to build my self-esteem back up, "Oh Jasmine! Your very impressive educational background played a key role in my hiring you, and so did your passion for your students' development, and even your creative and unorthodox style of teaching. But in addition to all those great assets, you're the complete package of what we're always looking for in our educators."
"I'm some kind of complete package?" I asked, still failing to understand what any of her verbal meanderings might mean.
"Yes. After reading your entire online library of erotica, I was confident that I knew you, and precisely how you'd be a perfect addition to the team at my school," she continued.
"I-I-I don't understand. You're saying you hired me because I write porn?"
"Porn? God, no! You don't write pornography, that's wham-bam-thank-you-ma'am crap. No, you write intricately developed, believable erotica that often brings out the inner slut in your readers," she complimented. "Totally unlike pornography, you're performing a valuable public service."
"Thanks," I said, still bewildered by this odd conversation, and by the foot massage I was still giving her.
"You're most welcome, my pet," she smiled beatifically. "So I was just telling you how confident I was that you'd be the complete package for our school."
"I still don't understand," I said.
"It's 11:25," she announced out of the blue.
"Yes, I guess it is," I agreed, glancing at her wall clock.
"I need to send someone a quick text," she said, reaching for her phone.
"Okay," I said, advancing my hands to her right calf.
A moment later, my phone buzzed.
"You should check that, in case it's Ms. Penelope," Alexis suggested.
Reluctantly, I abandoned Alexis's perfect legs and reached for my phone. When I picked it up, I saw a number I didn't recognize, but it was sent from this Area Code. Thinking it must indeed be from Ms. Penelope, I tapped on the message.
My pet,
This is MistressA, and it's time for you to experience the orgasmic bliss I promised you. Fall to your knees instantly, and crawl to your actual Mistress: Mistress Alexis!
I dropped my phone to the floor while waterfalls of reality cascaded over me. MistressA was also Headmistress Alexis! My face flushed bright red, my head got dizzyingly light, and instead of obeying her, I passed completely out from the shock of this stunning revelation!
When I came to, I was lying on the couch, still in Alexis's office, and she was standing above me holding a glass of water. "Drink this, my pet."
I accepted the glass and guzzled down all of it, as my surreal past twenty-four hours resumed just as confusingly as before.
"Are you familiar with the story of Hermaphroditus?" Mistress Alexis... my Mistress... asked. She was confusing me again. What did some minor Greek God have to do with anything?
But I didn't say anything, I just shook my head that I wasn't.
"Well, in Greek mythology, he was the child of the Gods Hermes and Aphrodite. He/she was a dual-sexed being, and he/she has historically been portrayed as a female figure with breasts, but with male genitals, which today we'd commonly categorize as intersex, transgendered, or less politely, she-male. Regardless of the term someone uses, today's society... and also pretty much throughout history... has mostly condemned people like this as so-called blasphemies against nature, and other such nonsense. But ironically, these mixtures of masculine and feminine attributes are also sometimes perceived as sacred symbols of marriage, where two become one. Anyway the point, my pet, is that trans people have always been judged because of something far beyond their control... their DNA. And the relevance of this discourse to you and me is that this school was established primarily to serve as a safe haven for these people."
Suddenly I felt like the sun was coming out from behind some dark, ominous clouds, and I could at long last see the light! I asked, seeking to confirm my sudden clarity, "So you're telling me that my students... our students, and all of them... are trans?"
"Yes, my pet," she smiled, joining me on the couch, her hand gently caressing my legs.
"And all the alumnae too?"
"Yes," she said gently with a soft smile.
"And you as well?" I asked, although by now I already knew the answer.
"Again, yes," she confirmed. "Your oh-so-feminine Mistress has a lovely homegrown cock."
Hearing my sophisticated boss use the word 'cock' felt strange, yet during this surreal moment we were sharing, it was just a natural progression.
"And all the teachers except me?" I asked, that being the only detail I still wasn't sure about.
"No, we have a strict no trans teachers regulation," she said, her hand sliding beneath my skirt.
"So w-w-why choose me?" I asked as I eagerly anticipated her intimate touch.
"As I said, you're the complete package," Alexis said. "Do you have any prejudice against... no, let me rephrase that... do you actively approve of transexuals, and now that you know I'm not asking this hypothetically, will you be willing to do whatever it takes to prepare our 'girls' to be successful in their lives?"
"If it was hypothetical, I'm not sure what my answer might be," I said thoughtfully. "But now that I've begun to know many of these very impressive girls personally, I think 'whatever it takes' is an understatement for how far I'd go for these wonderful young people."
"I knew you'd say something like that, and that I'd believe what you said," my Mistress approved. "But now about another thing. Have you successfully obeyed the order I emailed you?"
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, then I covered my mouth when I realized I'd just declared my submissiveness to her.
"Don't worry, my pet. I am your Mistress, and there's no shame in admitting it. In fact, it was meant to be just as soon as I looked over your shoulder and realized who you were at that Canadian airport," she reassured me, just as... at long last... one of her fingers began touching my wet crotch through my pantyhose.
"But I still don't quite understand why you hired me," I said, desperate to understand why I'd been selected for this unexpected role.
"You're a great teacher, but you're also open-minded, dedicated, beautiful, and totally submissive to anyone you've decided you can absolutely trust," she said, before summarizing as she flicked my clit for the first time, "and therefore you're someone who'll fit into my school perfectly."
I let out a low moan just as soon as I felt her touching my clit.
"Have I earned your absolute trust, Jasmine?"
"Yes, you absolutely have, Mistress."
"Then get down on your knees for me, my pet. It's time for us to make all my extravagant promises to you come true," Alexis ordered, standing up.
I didn't hesitate to slide off the couch and onto my knees and look up at her with a big, uncontrollable smile on my face.

"Good girl," she purred. "You see, if you were one of my students, by now I would have completed a very thorough inspection of you... including all your physical attributes, plus all your emotional and sexual ones."
"Y-y-you have sex with the students?" I asked, once again astonished.
"Jasmine, you must understand... and begin exploring... the many benefits that come with being a member of our secret trans society. Whether you're a trans or not... and you're not, but no worries... once you're in, you're in for life, and just like in a sorority, everyone's undying loyalty is critical. I meet with all the seniors one by one right after they've turned 18, and that's when they submit to me unconditionally, and become official members of the Secret Society of the Trans Sisterhood for life," Alexis explained. "Then once we've established everyone's lifelong commitment to each other, then yes... we all have lots of sex with each other. And for you, all that wonderful sex will begin in just a few moments!"
She gazed down at me from her position of power and said, "So here we go. Are you ready to fully join our secret sisterhood, Jasmine? And again if you agree, it will be a lifelong commitment."
I'd entered this room expecting to get fired, but now I was about to declare my loyalty to a sexy secret sisterhood! My past twenty-four hours had been very strange indeed! I felt proud to answer like the good submissive I hoped always to be, "Yes, I truly am, Mistress."
"Then it's official... you're now irrevocably and forever one of us. Pamper your Mistress by kissing my feet," she ordered.
She lay down on the floor while I knelt upright, then she presented her feet to me one at a time until I'd kissed each of her ten toes individually through her pantyhose.

"Your cunt must be soaking wet by now," Alexis surmised correctly.
"I'm leaking like a garden faucet into my pantyhose," I admitted.
"Do you want to see my cock now?" she asked.
Gazing up into her eyes, hungry to suck her cock, and dying to be fucked by her cock, I answered sincerely, "Desperately!"
"It's been a while since you've had a nice big cock inside you, hasn't it?" she again surmised correctly.
"Not since college," I smiled self-effacingly. My ex-husband hadn't been blessed very much at all when it came to size.
"Then you must be famished by now," she continued saying correctly.
"I'm a woman who's existed in the desert of denial for many years, Mistress," I confessed.
She unzipped her corset and dress, and let them fall to the floor. Her firm package was barely contained by her panties, and her plum-coloured pantyhose showcased her semi-hard cock beautifully.
"Go ahead, set my feminine manhood free, and give yourself a treat," she ordered.
Doing my best to act somewhat mysterious and intriguing myself, I didn't go directly for her very appetizing-looking cock, but instead I extended my tongue and slowly slithered it up her silky leg to her crotch. I then placed my mouth directly on her cock and blew warm air onto her stiffness. I felt it flex in its restrictive containment and smiled, as I left it behind to slither my wet tongue down her other leg.
"You naughty little cock-tease," Alexis purred, "I'm going to make you pay for that, my slut."
Being called a slut, albeit hers, was surprising, yet the gush into my pantyhose contradicted any hint that I might be offended. I slithered back up to her cock, and with my hands trembling, I pulled her pantyhose down, followed by her underwear, and thus unleashed the biggest cock I'd ever seen in person! It was over nine inches long, erect and ready!
"Do you like my cock, my pet?" Alexis asked, her tone conveying that she already knew how I felt.
"It's absolutely huge," I said, feeling totally in awe, while I wrapped my left hand around it.
"Show me how much you love it, Jasmine," Alexis instructed.
I obeyed, my mouth watering in anticipation. I opened my mouth and took the mushroom top into my mouth. I employed my tongue teasingly as I swirled it around and around clockwise, bathing her cockhead in my saliva. I noticed I was still completely clothed, while she was now completely naked, but I didn't feel at all like complaining... just worshipping her enormous cock was heavenly all by itself!

"You're a natural little cocksucker, aren't you, Jasmine?" she moaned.
I moaned in agreement against her cock, creating subtle vibrations that I hoped were tantalising her. I wanted to give her the best blow job ever to prove my worth to her, so I utilised my special saliva trick. I collected an abundance of wetness in my mouth, which administered a whirlpool effect to her cock. (My ex-bastard had loved this technique, and I hoped she did too.)
"Oh, my, that feels soooo good, my pet!" she intoned with her fingers in my hair, her voice sounding pleasantly surprised.
I continued using my unique technique on her, while I ever so gradually began taking more and more of her cock into my mouth. I wasn't certain I'd be able to swallow all nine of her inches... it was greater than twice the size of my former husband's pathetic little model... but I was sure going to give it my best shot.
"Fuuuck! I clearly made an excellent choice when I hired you," Alexis moaned, as I was now taking more than two-thirds of her rock-hard perfection inside my mouth, and its head was now knocking on the entrance to my throat.
I once again moaned in agreement, as I continued wielding my determination to deep throat my first-ever trans cock.
As if reading my mind, she purred, "You want to swallow it all, don't you, my randy cocksucking teacher?"
I backed off of her cock briefly so I could relax my jaw for a moment, and I answered, "Yes, Mistress! I want all of you inside my mouth and down my throat!"
"And how about inside your cunt?"
"Fuck yes," I replied, my pussy gushing once again at the thought.
"And how about your ass, my pet? Is that mine, too?"
"It's been years since I've done anal, Mistress. But you're my Mistress and I trust you absolutely, so you know what's best for me," I explained like a good submissive.
"That sounds like a line from one of your stories," she smiled, pulling my face up to hers and kissing me hard.
Breaking the kiss, she asked, her hand venturing under my skirt and directly to my wet, needy pussy, "Is the reality as good as your fantasies, my pet?"
"Aaaah, yes," I babbled. "This is SOOO good!"
"You're soaking wet, my slut. Why is that?" she asked, wanting to hear me say the words.
"It's from various factors, Mistress. Years of fantasies now becoming reality, at last my becoming the submissive I've always longed to be, my lengthy dry spell in recent years, and of course your magnificent cock," I listed.
"Are you ready for my big cock to plumb your depths, Jasmine?" she asked.
"Ready and willing," I whimpered, her finger applying pressure to my pussy lips through my sheer pantyhose.
"Now strip, stand up, climb on top of my desk, and hunker way down, my pet," she ordered.
I stripped completely, then scurried a little too eagerly onto the top of her desk, and crouched way down like she'd told me to.
"You're so fucking eager! Just like I anticipated when I hired you," she said, sauntering over to me, her big fuck stick swaying with her movements.
Right now, I wanted her inside me more than I'd ever wanted anyone in there ever before.
Reaching me, she rubbed her cock up and down my ass crack. I started praying she wasn't going to take my ass, at least not yet, so I was thankful when I felt her cock touching my pussy lips. She leaned against me and asked, "Are you ready for me to make my earlier email promises come true? Because things are about to get very intense!"



"Yeeeeeees," I moaned, with her cock nestling between my pussy lips, but not yet inside me.
"You'll always obey me?" she quizzed, her cock that close to being inside me.
"Yes, your slightest whim, Mistress. Just like I've always longed to do while I was writing my stories, I'll be a perfect submissive for you," I agreed with abject sincerity.
"Hmmmm," was all she said, just before she slowly pushed herself forward into my hot box.
"Fuuuuuck," I half-screamed, the feeling of a cock... of her cock inside me delivering instant euphoria.
She slowly filled me up, and I was surprised when I felt the weight of her body resting against my ass cheeks, meaning that all nine inches were inside me. I felt so completely filled up, yet I wanted even more. "I'm completely inside your cunt, my pet," she said unnecessarily, because I already knew that.

"It feels soooooooo good," I moaned, then summoned the courage to request, "Will you please fuck me now, Mistress?"
"As you wish," she answered, and she began sliding in and out of me, but only very slowly at first.
"Fuck yes, that's sooooo good," I whimpered deliriously. My cunt was finally being given the attention it had been craving for so long!
For a couple of minutes, she fucked me slowly, and my longer than two-day orgasm buildup was reaching critical mass. As if she was reading my body, Alexis suggested, "You might want to hold onto the desk, my pet. It's time for you to get a good hard fucking."
I grabbed the corner of the desk for some stability, and then started screaming while her body slammed into me over and over, going deeper and harder than anything had ever gone inside me before. "Shiiiiiiiiiit!!!"
Alexis then climbed on top of her desk to join me, and then she rolled me onto my back, crouched above me and asked, "Have you ever done the Pile Driver position?"
"No, never," I admitted.
"Then hold onto your hat," she growled (a bit nonsensically since I wasn't wearing one), then totally unlike her earlier smooth stroking, she began really pounding the shit out of me! "You like that, slut?" she grunted, as she kept slamming into me with wild aggression!
"I sure do, Mistreeeeess," I answered, my body surrendering entirely to the pleasure her hard fucking was inflicting on it.

"Don't come yet," Alexis ordered suddenly, while her body continued its fast-paced assault on mine.
"Kkkkkk," I acknowledged weakly, not certain whether I'd be able to apply the brakes to my rising tide when it was already so close to crashing its breakers on the rocks.
"I want us both to come together, my pet," she said, "So don't you dare come until I tell you to!"
"Yes Mistress," I agreed. Her sudden threatening tone was a real departure from her typical sweet demeanor.
After another minute or two of hard, deep thrusts into my pussy, I knew I was on the brink of bliss, so I really needed to concentrate to avoid exploding before she gave me permission.
Her own grunts were getting heavier, so I wasn't surprised when she grunted, "I'm really close my pet, are you?"
"Yeeeeeeess," I answered, now fully concentrating on not coming until she uttered those magic words of permission.
"I'm so close, my pet... you may come in five, four, three... get ready, my slut... two, one... now!" she demanded, as her first spray of cum flooded into me, triggering my own life-changing, earthquaking orgasm.
The wild and crazy sounds hurtling out of my mouth didn't even sound human as I screamed like a jackal in heat: "Aaaaaahfuuuuuuuckoooooooooheeeeeeeeeeeeeegod!!!"
Our bodies collided in one lust-filled climatic moment, and then my body went limp, as the most euphoric and unreal pleasure imaginable quaked through me like an earthquake tearing through us like ten on the Richter Scale!
Unlike many men, who quit moving the moment they'd shot their loads, Alexis continued fucking me throughout my entire orgasm, which didn't ever seem to want to end!
Finally, a couple of the most satisfying minutes of my entire life came to an end, and she pulled her cock out of me, then pulled my mouth up to hers, and kissed me hard. Her tongue danced around inside my mouth, and I returned the favour by eagerly exploring hers.
Breaking our kiss, she pulled away and said, "Well, that's a delicious-looking cream pie."
I could feel her cum inside me and leaking out as well as I was still enjoying the aftermath of an amazing life-changing orgasm.
She said, "I'm sorry my pet, but you need to get back to your class."
"I do?" I asked, surprised.
"Yes. Our girls need to see your bright red Headmistress-Alexis-just-fucked-my-brains-out-and-it-was-so-DAMN-good cheeks, and inhale the heady aroma of sex that's wafting off of you, so they'll know that you're now 100% one of us," Alexis explained, climbing down off her desk to the floor, and handing me my pantyhose.
"O-I-well-ok," I stammered, my fogged-up brain beginning to look around and recall that there was a real world out there that needed relating to. All my students were about to see... and smell... that I'd just gotten fucked, and fucked hard... and the part of that I really had to struggle to wrap my head around was... around here, this was something I could be openly proud of!
"We'll continue your training a bit later on, my pet," Alexis promised while I climbed back into my clothes, and then... "now go," she ordered, smacking my ass goodbye for now.
"Yes Mistress," I agreed, then I staggered out of her office feeling disoriented.
Amanda looked up at me knowingly, and said with a big grin, "I'm so happy you decided to stay with us forever, Ms. Jasmine."
"So am I," I agreed, and I meant it.
"You must have had a great time in there... I heard you screaming a lot."
"You listened to me?" I gasped.
"Don't take it personally, Mistress Alexis actually encourages me to listen in while she's having sex. So in part thanks to you, I had a very nice cum just now."
"Well... umm... glad I could help... I guess."
"And by the way, 'Taking Jasmine Walker' is a great story," she complimented. "You should be proud."
"Thanks," I blushed. This conversation was so surreal!
"I hope to be 'taking Jasmine Walker' myself someday soon," she grinned deviously, as I wondered if she had a pussy or a dick... she was just so absolutely beautiful and both possibilities seemed so perfect.

"I'm already looking forward to that, sexy," I replied flirtatiously, already speculating about what her cock might look and feel like. "I'm just beginning to learn the ropes around here. Would it be rude for me to ask if you have a dick?"
"Not at all, and yes I do," she answered with a big grin. "It's not huge like Mistress Alexis's, but it's a nice one. Would you like to play with it sometime?"
"If that's allowed, I'd love to. But whether or not, I'm sure I'd enjoy doing whatever with you," I replied as I suddenly realized she had to have a dick... she was an ex-student here.
"Then we'll have to get together sometime soon," she said, to seal the deal. "I'm a big fan of whatever."
Our playful banter ended, and I began my brief walk... around here, not a walk of shame, but the opposite... back to my classroom, where all the girls would see my just-completed submission to Mistress Alexis written all over my red face, and would smell it in the air. Reaching my classroom door, I took a deep breath and said to myself, "What the hell? Half of my class has already done what I just did, so nobody's going to judge me for it."
I opened the door and entered my classroom, silently declaring my new status as a full-fledged member of the Secret Society of the Trans Sisterhood, attested to by my red cheeks, while my cum and Alexis's cum leaked fragrantly out of my cunt and into my very soiled pantyhose.
10. THE SEXUAL FOOD CHAIN (REVELATIONS)
In the classroom when I entered, my students were divided into a few groups, quizzing each other about elements of Hamlet's first two acts. I'm not sure this was true, but it felt like everyone present was judging me favourably, since they knew exactly where I'd just been and what I'd done there.
I went up to my desk and asked Ms. Penelope, "Did everything go well?"
"Perfectly," she answered, "these girls have really matured since I was teaching them."
"Great," I said. "Well, thanks for covering for me."
"No problem," she said, "It's always nice to see my ex-students again, and I miss teaching Hamlet."
Although I was nervous and felt that every set of eyes was boring into me, I pretended nonchalance as I strolled around in the classroom, checking on how the girls were doing with the quiz questions I'd scheduled for them today.
Not surprisingly, Nicole was the first one who asked me a question. "I understand why Hamlet is so melancholy, but what I don't understand is why he isn't complaining endlessly about his mother's incestuous marriage to his uncle?"
"Back then, you didn't ever question the king's decisions, or you might lose your head," I explained. "Plus in Hamlet's case, a little way down the road we're going to see his two major character flaws... indecisiveness, and his lack of the ability to act on his feelings in a timely manner."
"That's a problem I think I just had," Nicole smiled enigmatically, just as the bell rang.
As my students filed out, Nicole came over to me and whispered, "Did Headmistress Alexis just get to you first?"
I didn't respond, but my bright red cheeks and lack of eye contact were an answer in themselves.
"Then just like Hamlet," she continued whispering, "I waited a day too long. I'd originally planned to make you mine last night, but instead, I decided to give you some time to come to grips with your fate."
"My fate?" I asked, confused by her choosing that word.
"Yes, your fate to become my personal teacher plaything," she said. Then as she began walking away, she added, her tone authoritative, "Leave your bedroom door unlocked tomorrow night, Ms. Jasmine."
She kept walking as I protested, "Nicole, that can't happen."
She turned back just before reaching the door, smiled wickedly, and said, "Ms. Jasmine, this isn't a negotiation. Do as you're told and leave your door unlocked for me."
"But..." I began, but she cut me off with a cold-as-ice glare, even though she was still smiling, and said, "Enough! One more hint of disobedience, and you'll be punished," she threatened, playing her power card on me (the same one my Dommes had used so many times in my erotica at the key moment in my plot, when the submissive is torn between crossing the line into the unknown, and the scary but exciting world of submission).

I didn't respond, but instead, I gave her a look that I hoped she'd interpret as my pleading with her to reconsider.
But she didn't reconsider even for a moment. "Good girl, Ms. Jasmine. Tomorrow night your ass is mine," she promised, and then she was gone before I could say or do anything else.
I went to my desk and collapsed into my chair, where I replayed the past hour. A mixture of emotions swarmed through me while I struggled to use my alleged powers of deduction to dig down to the essence of this school's philosophy and practices, plus its secret society, and my role in all of this. In the end, I realized that Alexis had never gotten around to explaining why she'd chosen me to teach here. She'd hinted at a few things and said I was a 'complete package', whatever that meant, but she hadn't ever explained exactly what quality or qualities she valued in me clearly enough for me to understand.
But I also had other questions. Had she planned to make me her submissive from the very beginning? As in from as far back as that first phone call?
Did she hire me for my teaching credentials, or primarily my submissive tendencies that she'd figured out from reading my stories?
Are all the teachers at this school submissive to her? In other words, is she fucking all of us? In retrospect, that would make a lot of sense.
Am I now just one of her many submissive fuck toys?
What more will she expect from me going forward?
Also, does she know about Nicole's intentions for me and the power she seems to wield over all of her fellow students? And if so, does she approve? Alexis appears to be a benign dictator. Nicole doesn't.
And what now?
What now?
What now?
That last question kept repeating in my head while I tried to come to grips with a future... my future... that had now spun totally out of my control. I'd always been in control of my destiny, always known my role as an accomplished teacher, and as a mother and a wife. But as I pondered my current predicament, I realized that now I didn't comprehend my current role as a teacher, or even as a submissive... apparently to both Alexis and Nicole!
I was so confused, but I had no one to go to so I could ask all my questions. Frustrated, I was heading to my door to go to the staff room and eat my lunch, trying to pretend that my entire world hadn't been turned completely upside down in a single morning when a cum face coated Lisa peeked into the door and looked nervous.
"I have a gift for you,", she said nervously.

"Come inside and close the door," I said, not wanting her to get any more attention from her cream-coated face.
"Thank you," she said, quickly coming into my room and closing the door.
Once inside, I asked, assuming I knew the answer, "Is that Nicole's load?"
"Yes," she nodded.
"And she sent you here?" I surmised.
"Yes," she said.
"Well, you do look very pretty with that cum all over you," I said, since she had to know Nicole's plan with me.
"I bet you would too," she said, smiling for the first time.
"Here I have a tissue to help clean up," I said.
"Actually," She said, taking my hand just as I went to walk to my desk.
"What?" I asked.
"You are supposed to clean my face."
"I am?"
"Yes, she told me this is your lunch."
"Oh my," I said, the cum indeed looking quite appetizing on her pretty face, her sexy English accent adding to this surreal conversation.
After a brief hesitation, I went to scoop a big wad of her face and she added, "With your tongue and lips."
"Oh."
"I can't leave until every drop is cleaned up," she said.
"Well, I guess I better get to work then," I said, before adding as I moved to kiss her lips that had a trace of cum, "I am quite famished."
"From getting shagged by Headmistress?" she said, just as I kissed her... the word shag not one I had ever heard used in real life... but was so hot.
Breaking the kiss, I admitted, "Yes, she shagged me damn good," before I moved up and licked some cum off her forehead.

"Yeah, she can really give a rogering," she added.
"That's not one I've heard before," I said, moving down her face and licking up and savouring wad after wad of Nicole's gooey cream.
"Dogging is another English term," She said.
"Isn't that when you fuck strangers outside?" I asked.
"It is."
"Well, that sounds pretty hot," I said.
"It's on my bucket list," she admitted.
"To give or receive?" I asked, feeling oddly liberated to have such a conversation with a student and oddly not at all finding it awkward to be eating my cum lunch off her pretty face.
"I'd like to try both," she admitted, as I moved my hand under her skirt.
"Oh my, very nice," I said, feeling brazen in my horny submission... briefly ignoring my position of power... although that was more an allusion I was learning.
"I plan to shag you good once you submit to Nicole," she said, this time kissing me.
When she broke the kiss, I asked, "Does everything revolve around Nicole here?"
"Nicole or Headmistress," She answered, as I licked more of the cum.
"I see," I said and with a couple of more licks I had cleaned her all up. "All done."
"Thank you," she said.
"Any time," I responded, this being the first actual thing I had ever done with a student and perhaps the kinkiest thing I had ever done.
"I'll keep that in mind," she said, before walking out.
After taking a deep breath, I shook my head at my nasty behaviour, and finally headed to the staff room although no longer really as hungry.
.....
My Friday afternoon classes were anti-climatic, because Nicole and various other girls were absent so they could travel some distance to a beach volleyball tournament, and they wouldn't be back until sometime tomorrow, depending upon how far they progressed in the tournament. I know what you're thinking, but this was southern California, so why wouldn't their volleyball games be the beach variety? And yes, they played wearing thong bikinis. Thankfully (for me), Alexis was their coach, so she too would be gone until tomorrow sometime, which would give me some alone time to reflect on everything.
That evening I kept my eyes open for any evidence of a bizarre secret society lurking among the students and/or teachers, but everything looked normal. Some of the other teachers and I played the board game Taboo, which was hilarious, and watched the movie Ted on the large screen TV in our break room, which was also surprisingly hilarious, even though it was based on such a stupid premise.
It wasn't until I was alone in my room that night, when the memories of this bizarre day, of the past few days, came rushing back in. Curious, I clicked on my laptop to see if either Alexis or Nicole had emailed me, now that a few cats were out of the bag so to speak, regarding all of our various secret identities.
Checking my emails, I found more than seventy-five of them... a positive impact from the release of a new story, and an especially good response because it was illustrated.
I returned to my email backlog and began reading and replying. Many of the emails were from regular supporters who tended to send me their praise, comments or concerns. I read every comment (all of which I greatly appreciate), and this time quite a few of the comments said how much the illustrations had enhanced the story, others asked when part two would be released, and still others were mostly praising the story, although two of them pointed out that it ended without much happening (which was true, since I'd originally planned to release it as a massive novella, but since the artist needed more time to draw the images than I'd anticipated, I'd decided to release it in separate chapters). Lastly, other emails commented about different stories, asking when those sequels were coming out. (Sequels, by the way, are usually a lot tougher to write than the original stories... since I'm much more about the journey than I am about the final destination.)



An hour and a half later I thought I was finished with all the emails, when one more popped up. (These emails are one of the main reasons I write.) This one was a heartfelt email thanking me for my stories, and how they'd helped inspire her to finally accept the nature of her own sexuality.
From: Tabitha Takk
To: Jasmine Walker
Literotica: Feedback for
Dear Ms. Jasmine
I am sure you get this all the time, but I really love your writing. I have long questioned my sexuality, and all my curiosity came to a climax after reading your Bedding the Babysitter series, when all my lingering doubts disappeared, and I was finally able to embrace my submissive side. As I read the series, I felt you were describing my own life, even though I've never been a cheerleader. I identified with and felt Jenny's insecurities quite strongly, since I too have frequently questioned my sexuality in similar ways. Just like Jenny, I am shy, cute, and a bookworm. I was never an outcast, but I haven't ever run around with the popular crowd either. Then when Jenny and Ashley fell for each other, I felt some very sweet heat in both my heart and my loins.
Your series has finally helped me to accept that I'm a lesbian, so now I just need to figure out how to tell the girl I've been crushing on forever how I feel. (I think she's a lesbian too.)
Thank you for inspiring me, and I hope to read all of your stories, as time permits.
Your grateful fan,
Tab
P.S.: No matter where you take this story in future parts, please keep Jenny and Ashley together... their relationship is so romantic, so sweet, and the sex was downright hot (and a bit nasty).
My heart warmed upon learning that my series had helped this young(?) girl come to grips with her own sexuality, and it occurred to me... I think for the first time...that my writing had done the same thing for me. I'd wanted to experiment with a woman (Mistress Alexis, although it turned out she isn't the only one), and my writing had assisted me in making that into a reality. (Sure, she turned out to be a trans, but that's mostly semantics... although I was still looking forward to tasting a pussy directly from the source someday. And good news... all the teachers had pussies, and unless I'd misunderstood Mistress Alexis, they all liked to fool around!)
I typed up a response to Tabitha... I try to always reply to all my emails, as time permits, since I too enjoy getting emails, and if someone spends the time to write to me, I should return the favour.
Finally... exhausted... I shut down my laptop and hit the hay. My body was so thoroughly wiped from the eventful day, that I was unconscious almost from the moment my head hit the pillow.
....
The next morning (a Saturday) there was a knock at my door just after ten in the morning... apparently I'd slept more than eleven hours! I slipped into my robe and went to the door. The robe was pretty see-through, but given all the crazy I kept learning about this place, I was pretty sure whoever it was would be female, and she wouldn't object.
"Who is it?" I asked through the closed door.
"It's Penelope," the voice on the other side replied.
I opened the door, and she was carrying a tray of breakfast. "May I come in?" she asked politely.
"Sure," I said with a yawn, still waking up.
"I just had to make sure you were okay. Learning the unique truth that exists around here can be rather stressful," Penelope explained, as she set the tray down on my small kitchen table.
"I'm just fine," I assured her, although in truth, I wasn't sure I'd come to grips with everything yet.
She laughed. "I remember vividly when I first learned about all of this. I was called to Alexis's office just like you were, completely oblivious to what was about to transpire. Did you have any clue at all before she started explaining things?"
"No, although I can now see that I failed to notice lots of clues," I answered as I sat down at the table, suddenly feeling famished.
"Isn't that the truth?" Penelope replied, as if reflecting back to being awakened from her own innocence.
"So she had sex with you too?" I asked.
"With all of us," Penelope explained. "She handpicks her staff based on a number of qualities... primarily teaching ability, beauty, and submissiveness."
"I still find the whole trans school idea quite shocking," I said, taking a sip of orange juice.
"So do I, and I've been here for six years," Penelope agreed. "Yet the power this school wields rivals Harvard, and that's one of the most prestigious colleges in the world!"
"So it's true? All the alumnae are trans?" I asked.
"Yes."
"Even Senator Smith?"
"Definitely Senator Smith," Penelope asserted, her tone shifting towards our sharing secrets as she asked, "Where do you think all our funding comes from?"
"I assumed it was large tuitions," I said.
"Nope, tuitions don't play any part at all in our finances. Every girl here is the beneficiary of a full ride scholarship, resulting from a meticulous recruiting program run by some of our alumnae," Penelope explained.
"Wow!" I yelped. The avalanche of astonishing information about this place just kept snowballing!
"It's a very impressive system, actually," Penelope added.
"So it seems," I agreed.
"So how are you bearing up under all of this?" Penelope asked, waving her hands vaguely in the air to indicate everything.
"Well, I have to admit it's been quite a shock..." I began, and paused.
"But..." she prompted, suggesting that somehow she already knew what I was about to say.
"But I can't deny that it was..." I paused again, unsure about how I should say what I wanted to say.
"I have a suggestion. How about you just come right out and tell me that Mistress Alexis gave you the very best orgasm of your entire life, just like she did to me?" she finished for me.
"You too?" I asked, excited I wasn't the only one who'd felt so liberated when I submitted myself body and soul to a trans woman.
"It was the very first time I ever came from fuuuu..." she paused, unsure whether she should swear in my presence.
It was my turn to finish a thought by casting aside all the invisible demands of propriety, "From getting royally fucked by a big-cocked trans?"
She laughed and blushed, "Yes, I'd only ever come from oral sex, until that fateful day."
"Well, I've definitely come from having a cock in my pussy before," I admitted, "but now all of those prior experiences feel like I was playing in the sexual minor leagues for my entire life, and suddenly I've been turned loose to frolic in the majors!"
"Except once you've been accepted into this major league, you'll never be sent back down," she joked.
"I just can't imagine it's possible for sex ever to be that good again," I confessed.
"Oh, trust me, it'll always be amazing from now on. Alexis has the ability to push you to new sexual heights you've never envisioned were possible," Penelope said. "And all the rest of us have been paying attention to everything she's been teaching us, so we're no slouches either," she promised.
"What exactly have you learned?" I asked, instantly feeling curious.
"Nope, I don't want to spoil all those delightful surprises for you... I'll let you find them out for yourself, Jasmine," she smiled. Then unexpectedly, she leaned in and kissed my lips.
I was surprised, but far from displeased. I melted into her lips, as we tentatively explored each other's tongues. Then breaking the kiss, she apologized, "I'm sorry. It's just that you're so adorably sweet."
I blushed and admitted, "I have a confession to make."
"Confess away, then," she joked. "But of course the best confessions are always made while you're on your knees. And since you've finished your breakfast, why don't I go sit on your bed, and you can kneel down to me there?"
After I followed her up the two stairs to my bedroom area, she went and sat down on the edge of my bed. I happily got down on my knees for her, and then I leaned forward and gave her pussy a little kiss through her dress.
"Oh dear! You just keep getting more and more adorable," she giggled, gazing down at me.
Deciding just to tell it to her straight, I admitted, "If we're about to have sex, I need to tell you I've never been with a woman before."
"Never been with a woman with a cunt, you mean," she corrected me with a smile, spreading her legs wider, but with her dress still concealing her forbidden fruit.
I blushed while I said flirtatiously, "True, but I hope we're going to change the cunt part of that equation right away."
"Have I mentioned how fucking adorable you are?" Penelope purred, and then she removed her dress and opened her legs wide, thus revealing she wasn't wearing panties.
I crawled between her legs and without another word, I began sucking her clit through her pantyhose.
"Oh myyyyyy," she moaned, pleased by my aggressiveness.
This interlude was about to become another first, one I'd fantasized about for years, which would release another new me to come out and play (in addition to the new me who'd now had sex with a hot trans woman). My new disdain for society's expectations was liberating, and it allowed my long-suppressed so-called 'unacceptable' carnal desires to flood to the surface, so I could act on them. I shook my head back and forth and up and down on Penelope's pussy, which was quickly becoming sopping wet. I continued my doglike actions for a minute or two before she dramatically ripped her expensive pantyhose to shreds and cast them aside.
"Lick me, you hungry little slut," Penelope, growled, now completely naked. I wondered whether this was going to become a habit... my sex partners getting naked in a hurry, while I took my own sweet time in following their lead.
In any case, I didn't hesitate to dive back between her legs and start licking her glistening pussy lips. All my years of watching porn, writing fantasies, and masturbating late at night hadn't remotely prepared me for how fantastic her pussy tasted, or just how empowering it was to know that all her moans and whimpers were because of me! I definitely wanted to be her slut and her cunt-licking little slave. Her pussy was completely shaved, unlike my own neatly trimmed cunt, and I almost literally drowned in my submissiveness to her.

"That's it, Jasmine! You love my cunt, don't you?" she cried out.
"Yes indeed," I moaned into her pussy.
She shoved my head away and gazed down at me, "Beg for it, my eager little dyke."
I looked up, my face already wet with her juices, and begged, "Oh please, Penelope, let me get you off! I need to taste your cum! Please let me serve you!"
She smiled naughtily and asked, "Do you know we have a hierarchy here, and you're now the Bottom Slut on our food chain?"
I didn't. "I don't understand what you mean."
"There's a hierarchy among all the teachers here at Chateau Johnson for Girls, and it's based on seniority. I've been the Bottom Slut for a bit longer than five years, so I've been satisfying all the sexual whims of the other teachers, and I mean all of them... they have lots and lots of whims! But now it's your job to satisfy them all," she explained.
My cunt gushed, but I tried to pretend I was shocked instead of delighted, "You're not serious?"
"You're a terrible actress, Jasmine. I can easily see my news is really turning you on," she assessed correctly. "We weren't allowed to touch you, or even to tell you anything at all about our behind-the-scenes fun and games, until after Headmistress Alexis had officially turned you, but now that she has, you've officially become our Bottom Slut."
"Okay, but what does that entail?" I asked, feeling turned on, but wary.
"Work is work; you'll still be treated as an equal whenever school is in session. Actually, we're all very impressed by your credentials and initiative, so we'll probably be asking for your advice fairly often. But in the evenings and over the weekends, whenever you're not Ms. Jasmine the teacher and you become Pet Jasmine, Slave Jasmine, Cunt-Licker Jasmine, or whatever else any of your Mistresses decide to call you, you're literally at our beck and call," she revealed.
"Okay, I've got it, and I promise to do my best. But what about the students?" I asked worriedly, my head once again spinning.
"The younger ones haven't a solitary clue about any of the sexual depravity that goes on here, but the seniors learn all about it shortly after they turn eighteen and Alexis initiates them. But everybody knows about, and abides by the Secret Society Code, meaning that all of the students, staff and alumnae know that all our girls have dicks, that information is Top Secret, and nobody else in the world is ever privy to it," Penelope continued explaining. "Actually the girls' parents are slightly a grey area, and some of them suspect various things, but if they start asking questions, we all refuse to confirm or deny anything... even including their own daughters."
"But last weekend I saw Ms. Angela come out of the bathroom with what I've now figured out was cum on her face and in her hair," I said, working to fit all the puzzle pieces together.
"Yes... well... that's the other grey area. Nicole and her posse kind of have free rein around here."
I had to ask. I had to know. "Why?"
"You really don't know, do you?" Penelope asked with a knowing smirk.
"Know what?" I asked, frustrated by how little I still seemed to know.
"Nicole is Headmistress Alexis's favourite niece," Penelope revealed.
"Oh!" was all I could muster, as dozens of puzzle pieces suddenly locked themselves together just as soon as that missing piece fell into place.
"Before this year, no student had ever dared to attempt fucking a teacher, which is why our Bottom Slut's duties were so important," Penelope continued. "But this year, Nicole has been having lots of fun one by one seducing every teacher here."
"Including you?" I asked.
"I was her first," she admitted. "She surprised me the first Saturday morning after the school year started. She invited me to go for a walk in the woods with her, and knowing who her aunt was, I felt obligated to accept. Then when we reached a deserted location, she started stripping off her clothes, and mine too. I objected that I was her teacher and her taking such liberties was unspeakably improper, but I wasn't very convincing, not even to myself. You see, I was really horny at the time, since earlier that morning I'd been servicing Ms. Cameron, and she hadn't given me anything back. I knew that Nicole had a cock of course, but only then did I learn how huge it was, and that she was very proficient in using it. "
"Was it good?" I asked.
"Oh my God," she gasped. "If you don't mind being totally dominated, which I know you and I don't, it was absolute dynamite! Not as mind-blowing as being fucked by her aunt, but it was damn close!"

"She told me she's coming to my room tomorrow night, and my ass is hers. So you recommend I let her in?"
"That's irrelevant, because she won't give you any choice. But you won't be sorry, because she'll give you an experience you won't forget in a hurry. She'll blow your mind!"
"This is all just so crazy!" I pointed out, still struggling to come to grips with this wild and crazy world I was now beginning to participate in.
"No, what's crazy right now is how long we've been chatting while you've been neglecting my pussy," she said, snapping her fingers.
Catching her drift, I once again leaned forward and returned to making another of my fantasies a reality. I took my time as I enjoyed the syrupy sweetness of her pussy. I slowly licked up and down her pussy lips while exploring her, then every once in a while detouring to her clit for a brief tease.
I don't know how long I'd been licking her so lavishly before she abruptly demanded, "Freeze!"
I did. Then while I wondered what she had in mind, I let her tug me up onto my bed to join her there. She laid on her back with me kneeling between her legs, she got me to lift her right leg more or less straight up into the air, and ordered, "Finger me, slut."
I smiled naughtily, knowing I was about to drive her crazy, and I obeyed her by jamming not one, but two fingers into her pussy. I then... how do I describe it... kind of trembled my left arm, so my fingers inside her were behaving very much like a powerful vibrator.
"Fuuuck, yes," she moaned, "Finger fuck me hard!"

I obeyed her by continuing to tremble my fingers inside her, and soon I felt her pleasure accelerating towards her goal.
"Oh shit, don't stooooop," Penelope whimpered, now completely at my mercy. Her pet was now in control, and loving it!
Still finger banging her, I leaned down and sucked her clit into my mouth, then I swirled my tongue around it, while simultaneously shaking my head back and forth like a terrier playing tug of war, still trembling my fingers inside her, and after only a few seconds of all this concentrated attention, I was rewarded with her flood of cum!
"I'm coooooooooming," she screamed as her legs tightened, and she grabbed my head and pulled it snugly against her.
As her juices flooded out of her, I eagerly lapped and lapped up her juices. Just like I'd known the moment I'd submitted to Alexis that it was right, I now knew that submitting to Penelope was right too.
Once her orgasm had calmed down, she pushed me away. "Sorry, I'm a bit sensitive now."
"Sorry," I replied, looking down at her, my face coated with her cum.
"Don't be sorry, that was amazing! I can't believe you've never eaten pussy before," she gasped, her breathing still erratic. "And where did that human vibrator thing come from? That was incredible!"
"Well, I've certainly fantasized about sex enough," I explained. "And not only fantasized, but imagined many sex techniques in great detail, then wrote them down."
"Well, don't worry about that anymore, if you were. Living here, you'll never need to fantasize anything, you can try things out for real, then write it all down," she said. She then pulled me into her lap and started kissing me.
I responded in kind to her intimacy, enjoying it equally as much as I'd enjoyed submitting to her.
Breaking our kiss, Penelope said, "I have to go. I'd love to return the favor and get you off, but you're off limits until Nicole has fucked you."
"Off limits?" I asked, even though I heard the blunt reason.
"Yes, Nicole gave me permission to come here and explain a few things and to let you get me off, but except for our dalliance just now, nobody's allowed to touch you until after she's had her way with you tomorrow night. But I've already said too much," Penelope said as she climbed down to the floor and remained standing, so I joined her there.
Then looking into my eyes, she resumed speaking, "Jasmine, once I'm allowed to, I plan on taking full advantage of your new status as Bottom Slut, which I'm sure you'll enjoy as much as I will. But whenever we're not playing, I want you to know I'm always here if you need someone to talk to. I remember how overwhelming it was when I first began learning all those secrets... because you still don't know very much. But I also want you to know that in the end, whatever you need to endure for a little while, it will all be worth it. I would never go back to the mundane life I was living before I joined the sisterhood, and in time, I'm sure you'll feel the same way."



Admitting the truth, I told her, "I have no intention of ever leaving... Alexis asked me for a lifetime commitment, and I was happy to give it to her. So right now, I'm just trying to wrap my head around all the complexities that seem to exist regarding what each person around here is and isn't allowed to do, and how all of that actually works."
"Understandable," Penelope nodded, "but good luck with that... like I told you, I've been here for better than five yeas, and I still don't completely understand everything. But what I do know is that we're all just pawns in a much larger game, except for Alexis... maybe. Because for all I know, she might be somebody else's pawn."
I chuckled at the chess metaphor. "Well, thanks for coming to see me."
"Oh, you can count on my COMING again, just as soon as I get the go-ahead," she grinned.
"I sure hope so," I volleyed back. Hopefully I'd clearly communicated my eagerness to submit to her again and again,
"Fuck, do I want you," she said, "over and over," slightly shaking her head as she headed towards the door,
Deciding to tempt her, my pussy dying for attention now, I opened my robe and asked, "Sure you can't stay for a while longer?"
"You little temptress," Penelope growled playfully. "If I hadn't been ordered not to touch you again without specific permission, I'd be fucking the shit out of you right now, Jasmine Walker the hot porn writer."
My pussy leaked a bit from her naughty words. "Then fuck away," I invited her, my robe dropping to the floor.
"Shit, you're making this really tough," Penelope wavered, looking me up and down.
"No one will have to know," I said provocatively, sauntering towards her.
"Oh, Jasmine! I'd love to devour you whole, but orders are orders," she said, although she wasn't looking in my eyes, but various places further down.
"Who gave the order?" I asked, coming closer.
"No! I already told you it was Nicole! So stop doing that!" Penelope ordered in a very loud voice, but with a break in it, attempting to come across as authoritative. Clearly those years spent at the bottom of the sexual submission chain hadn't made her very good at taking charge, but I obeyed her anyway.
"Yes, Mistress Penelope." I'd decided to try a different approach... acting all innocent and eager.
Her face got redder, so I was confident I had her now. "Fuck it," she said in frustration, then she came at me and kissed me hard, then led me to one of the benches next to the foot of my bed. She surprised me by sitting me down on it, and aggressively spreading my legs.
Then there was no intimacy between us, no talking, just raw, insatiable hunger, while she dove between my open legs and began licking my already very wet pussy. She had me breathing heavily in about a minute, and I cried out as my orgasm started to rise...

...when she suddenly stopped. She fucking froze in place!
Standing back up, she said, suddenly with an authoritative attitude I had to respect, "You're not allowed to cum until Nicole says you can. Is that understood, Bottom Slut?"
"Y-y-yes, Mistress," I whimpered weakly, my body still begging for the finale I'd thought had to follow such foreplay. Silly me!
"I have to go, you're almost impossible to resist, and I definitely want to play with you again, but only when I'm allowed to" she said, licking her lips.
"D-d-does everyone know about Nicole's plans for me?" I asked, concerned.
"No," Penelope said. "I'm not sure whether even Headmistress Alexis knows about very many of Nicole's escapades, but it's only a matter of time. You said she told you to leave your door unlocked? Then do it or else! Actually, I don't know what the 'or else' might be, but I know you won't like it."
"Okay," I said, sitting back up, very frustrated that my orgasm would have to wait until... until sometime or other.
"Remember not to come until she tells you to, my pet. Nicole can be very harsh whenever she's disobeyed," Penelope warned me.
"What would she do to me?" I asked.
"Who can say? She's totally unpredictable. But remember when she fucked Ms. Angela during the dance and came all over her, and then she made her walk around with cum on her face and in her hair?" Penelope asked.
"She did?" I asked, very surprised. "I saw hardly any of that, but from the few things I did see, that makes a lot of sense. So I guess I'd better take your advice, and not cross Nicole if I can help it."
"That would be wise. But now I really have to go," Penelope said.
"Okay."
She leaned in for one more kiss before saying, "Soon we'll start having lots of good times, Jasmine, that I can promise you. Just hang in there for a while."
"You're on," I replied, smiling playfully.
"Stupid orders," she sighed, shaking her head and leaving me by myself again, my pussy feeling like it was on fire. Hey, wait a minute, I thought, she's walking through the residency halls naked! But maybe that's normal around here when there aren't any students around?

.....
Trying to rid myself of the burning flame down below, I went pee. But I hadn't even had enough time to do any more than just pee, when there was a knock on my door. I hoped it was Penelope again, perhaps reconsidering her tease-and-leave and thus returning to apologize. I opened the door in a see-through robe, and was surprised to see Amanda at the door, dressed very professionally.
Feeling underdressed, I stammered, "I-I-I was just getting dressed."

"You look amazing just like you are," she said, very obviously taking me in... up and down.
"That's so sweet," I said, enjoying the compliment.
"I have a gift for you," she said, stepping back outside the door and returning with a small duffle bag.
"You don't have to give me presents," I demurred, even as I wondered what could be in the bag.
"Oh, but I do," she said, closing the door and walking directly to my bedroom area... clearly she'd been in this room before.
I followed her, and she set the duffle bag down on my dressing room table, and pulled out a strap-on harness.
"Oh my," I said, having written about strap-on cocks a plethora of times, but this would be the first time I'd seen one up close.
"Will you please fuck me?" Amanda asked in a surprisingly innocent and nervous tone for someone who'd just entered my bedroom with a strap-on.
"Fuck you?" I asked, a bit surprised by her bluntness.
"Yes, I'm a bottom," she said. "I love getting fucked in the ass."
"Oh, I see," I said, still a little surprised.
"So will you please fuck me?" she asked again.
"I'd love to, but we have a problem," I said.
"Oh?"
"Yes. Ms. Penelope told me that Nicole has declared to all the teachers that I'm off limits until she has had her way with me. And Nicole has told me to keep my door unlocked tomorrow night so she can come see me. So I'm pretty sure that once she's had her way with me tomorrow night, I won't be off limits anymore. May I please take a rain check? Because I absolutely don't want to turn you down."
"I see," Amanda said thoughtfully. "Actually, we don't have a problem."
"We don't?"
"Nope. The teachers have a hierarchy. Ms. Penelope must have told you that you're the Bottom Slut among the teachers until someone more junior joins our ranks?"
"Yes, she did."
"Well, there's more to it than that. Nicole has managed to intimidate the teachers to the point where they'll all do whatever she tells them to. But there's no way she's ever going to intimidate Headmistress Alexis. And Nicole can't intimidate me either, because I'm under my Mistress's protection. And when I asked Alexis if I could visit you for some playtime, she readily gave me permission. And here's the good part: her permission carries the same weight as if she'd given me an order. Nicole would have to be a fool to attempt to countermand any of her aunt's orders, and if there's one thing Nicole most certainly is not, it's a fool. So we don't have a problem. Now I'll ask you again. Ms. Jasmine, will you please fuck me?"
"Most definitely," I said, and I went over to her and kissed her.
Then after a brief make-out session, she slipped out of her dress, and I slipped out of my robe, and I pulled the strap-on harness up my legs. And then I was suddenly looking at Amanda with a dick pointed right at her.
"How do I look?" I asked.
"You look hot so hot with a dick," she said.

"It feels weird," I said, "and a bit empowering."
"That makes sense. Now can you be a dominant?" she asked. "I know you write about them amazingly well, but can you be one?"
"I don't know," I said, pondering her question... a little surprised to learn this blonde goddess was a submissive. Although my years of writing have taught me that no one is exactly what they seem... with me being a perfect example. I mean, who would think a sweet, well-mannered English teacher would write erotica?
"I'll do anything you say, Mistress Jasmine," she said, dropping to her knees before me to physically demonstrate her submissive nature to me... and her calling me Mistress was a surprisingly stimulating term.
I looked down at her, intrigued by seeing the act of submission from the opposite point of view... I pondered for a moment, then I imagined I was one of my lesbian seductresses... such as Bree... and it kind of worked! Then thinking 'Fake it till you make it', I ordered, "Suck my cock, and get it nice and wet for your pussy." (And by 'pussy' I meant her asshole, something she knew very well.)
"Yes, Mistress," she said, eagerly obeying my order by taking my cock (so weird to say 'my cock') into her mouth. As I watched her bobbing on my dick, it was obvious she was an experienced cocksucker. Her technique was so smooth, and obviously doing it really turned her on... just like it always did to me... and she was stroking her own hard cock while she sucked my bright blue plastic one.
I watched her in voyeuristic awe, greatly turned on by this dramatic departure from my usual sexual role. (By which I mean the role I'd always played with my ex, since in the bedroom I'd naturally gravitated towards submitting to him.)

I encouraged her to suck me for a couple of minutes, and although she wasn't stimulating my actual pussy, I felt it burning with desire.
I eventually pulled the now wet cock out of her mouth and moved back a couple of steps. Then, with my surprising dominant emerging, I ordered, "Crawl."
"Yes Mistress," she responded obediently. Those two words sounded so hot coming from this utterly ravishing young woman.
I watched her crawl towards me, finding it so sexy.

"Do you want to get fucked, my sexy slut?" I asked, as I strolled around her, admiring her amazingly tight ass.
"Yes please, Mistress Jasmine," she replied, this time adding my name to her litany, which made it even hotter. "Please fuck me."
"God, you're so fucking hot," I said, and I dropped to my knees behind her to caress her ass.
"Thank you, Mistress," she said, moaning ever so softly just from the feel of my hands on her ass.
"Do you want this cock?" I asked, slapping her ass with one hand, and also with my cock.
"So badly," she moaned, "just slide that big dick inside my asshole."
"You're saying you want this dick pounding your shit hole?" I asked wickedly, talking nasty to her and learning how easy it was becoming to reverse my natural submissiveness.
"Oh yes, Mistress," she moaned, my dirty words turning her on. "Slam that dick into my pussy, and pound the shit out of me."
"As you wish," I said, sliding the cock into her ass.
"Oh yes," she moaned, as I watched the dick disappear into her tight ass. The view was enthralling, and a rush of sexual adrenaline coursed through me as the entire shaft disappeared inside her.
"Take it all, my sexy slut," I said softly, my hands caressing her lower back.
"Oh yes, give me that entire cock and fuck me hard," she responded as I relocated my hands to her hips for better control.
I didn't say a word; I simply began slowly fucking her... enjoying this brand-new experience.

"Oh yes, fuck me good, Mistress," Amanda moaned as I slowly slid in and out of her asshole.
"You want it harder?" I asked, then I pulled out and slammed into her hard... something that always drove me wild when I was being fucked... a slow burn followed by a deep, hard slam.
"Oh yes, Mistress! Fuck the shit out of me!" Amanda approved with a wild scream.
"Do you want to be my slut, Amanda?" I asked after a few hard deep thrusts, although I was still going slowly, enjoying this role reversal... and this surreal power.
"Oh yes, I do want to be your slut, Mistress," Amanda declared willingly.
After a couple dozen more strokes, I wanted to try a new position and also to be able to look into her beautiful eyes while I fucked her. I pulled out and ordered, feeling my dominant side rising even more strongly inside me, "Roll onto your back, slut."
"Yes Mistress," Amanda responded. She was obviously very submissive and well-trained. I imagined Alexis had conditioned her to be a perfect pet for her.
"So obedient," I smiled. Then I stood up, briefly stretched my legs, and gazed down at her fondly; she was looking back up at me with undeniable lust.
"I'll obey any command you ever give me, Mistress," she pledged.
"Any covers a lot of territory," I said, a truism I'd used in more than one story when a submissive was making a similar promise.
"Agreed. I'm your pussy eating, cock taking, submissive plaything, Mistress," Amanda said. Her cock was as hard as a rock as she said those hot words.
"Mmmmmmmm," I purred. Then I rose up onto my knees, spread her legs, and slid my cock into her hole, which was now slightly gaped from my numerous back shots.
"Oh, fuck!" she moaned as I filled her asshole, watching her facial expression... the undeniable lust in her eyes, the sexy way her lips were pursed.
"You're so fucking hot!" I told her.
"As are you, Mistress," she replied sincerely, looking into my eyes as she wrapped her legs around me... the silky sheer hosiery feeling so sensual and sexy rubbing against my body.
After a couple dozen more smooth strokes into her ass, our eyes never breaking contact, her moans the sexiest ones I'd ever heard in my life, I asked, "Tell me Amanda, do you prefer being made love to, or fucked like a slut?"
"I loved getting fucked like a submissive fuck toy, no contest," she answered, her eyes still gazing submissively into mine.
"Then beg for it," I ordered, halting deep inside her.
As her legs continued rubbing up and down both sides of my body... she must have known about my nylon fetish from reading my erotica... she responded to my demand with desperate urgency she couldn't be faking. "Please Mistress Jasmine, use me like your dominants use their submissives in your stories! Call me names! Fuck me hard! Use me like a two-hole fuck toy! Make me your sex slave!"
"Fuck, that's so hot!" I said, resuming my fucking.
"Oh, yes! Give me all of that cock," she said. "I need it so badly!" In school she must have been an A student... her grammar was impeccable even while she was begging.
"I imagine you get a lot of cock around here," I speculated, assuming at least some of the other teachers used her too.
"Not so, actually. Yours is my first dick this semester."
"Really?"
"Yes. The Headmistress told me I mustn't come until after you submitted to her," she revealed.
"I'm sorry I took so long to do it then," I apologised, although it hadn't taken much time at all.
"You're also the first teacher she's ever given me permission to get fucked by," she added.
"Really?" I repeated, once again surprised, even as I continued my smooth strokes into her asshole.
"Yes. She's decided you're special," she informed me.
"Wow!" I exclaimed, astonished by this revelation... and flattered.
"Yes. And I can see why."
"You can?" I asked playfully, bucking twice into her hard.
"Yes. You're absolutely beautiful, you're smart, and now I know she was right when she told me you're a natural switch".
"I've never seen myself as a switch."
"Headmistress told me you were one before you even arrived here."
"Well, I may need some practice," I grinned self-effacingly.
"I'll be your target while you practice."
"I accept your offer... thanks! Now let's really see what you can take," I said, grabbing her hair with both hands. "Lift that ass up as high as you can get it."
"Yes Mistress," she agreed. Then, impressively, she did exactly what I wanted her to.
I then resumed fucking her. This new position was absolutely amazing... I could get so deep into her! I stared into her eyes and asked, "Do you like this, slut?"
"I fucking love it," she moaned.
"Now here's a long shot. Has our Headmistress given you permission for us to fuck each other as much as we want?" I asked. Except for her one-time no-orgasms-until-Friday requirement, Alexis hadn't placed any limitations on my sexual activities, but apparently she kept her secretary on a tight leash... which also apparently, Amanda loved.
"Amazingly, she has!" she said with a huge grin on her face.
"Cool! Then I'm going to fuck you in every position we can come up with this year," I promised, imagining us trying out many positions that so far I'd only written about.
"I can't wait!" she moaned. Then I piledrove into her really hard, and I could feel her hard cock bouncing against my belly.

"You're such a hot little slut!" I praised as I fucked her.
"Oh, fuck yes! I love you fucking me!"
"And I love having my own personal fuck toy!"
"Yes, I'm your fuck toy," she repeated, clearly feeling rapturous from our fucking.
I fucked her for a couple of minutes in this position, thus discovering the one negative of being the passer instead of the receiver: it's a huge physical effort. I felt myself sweating a little, and my right leg eventually got a cramp, so I pulled out and said, "Let's try another new position."
"Any position you like," Amanda responded expansively. Her cheeks were red, and she was breathing heavily.
I stood up and pulled her to her feet, kissed her hard for a short while, led her to the bed and got her crouching on it, then I stood behind her and fucked her in that position for a couple of minutes. Her moans got louder, and she begged, "Harder! Please give it to me harder!"
I obliged, growling, "Take it slut, take my cock!"




"Oh yes, fuck me! Make me your slut!" Amanda moaned wildly.
But once again I wanted to see her face, and I also wanted to see her hard cock, so after only about a minute or two of my hard back shot banging, I pulled out, briefly admired the gaping hole I'd sculpted into her with my strap-on dick, and ordered, "Roll onto your back. I want to admire you while I fuck you."
"Yes Mistress," she replied, and she quickly assumed the position I'd requested.
"You're such a hot slut," I told her yet again... I couldn't say it enough!... then I slid back into her and also grasped her hard cock in my hand and stroked it.
"Oh God, yes!" she moaned, as the temptation to suck her cock, to revert to my natural submissiveness popped into my head... but I resisted that temptation. I also resisted the temptation to go for a cowgirl ride with her cock inside me.
I slowly fucked her, while I also slowly stroked her while I rolled my fingers over her cock head.
"Oh fuck, this is so amazing," she moaned.
"Do you like this slow burn?"
"It's driving me absolutely crazy!"
"Such a nice hard cock!"
"That's because you're fucking me so good." (Okay, her grammar did slip occasionally.)
"Oh yeah. I trust you know I also plan on riding this cock sometimes," I warned.
"It's your cock now... well, and still Mistress Alexis's too... and you can always use it however you want," she said. Her submissiveness seemed to have absolutely no bounds.
"Mmmmmmm, my very own flesh and blood cock," I purred, loving that idea... it was so much better than a toy.
"Anytime, anyplace, and anyhow," she elaborated. I wondered how long I'd last in her tight ass if I too had a real cock... unlikely as long I'd already gone today. Then she requested, "Now please hammer my hole!"
I let go of her cock, grabbed her ankles and spread them wide, and began really pounding her pussy... admiring everything about her. The unbridled lust and desperation in her eyes, her rosy red cheeks of pleasure, her firm tits bouncing around while I slammed into her, and her hard cock flapping around.
"Oh yes! Fuck-me-fuck-me! Don't stop!" she moaned, and I sensed her orgasm was closing in on her. Which made me wonder whether she could come just from getting ass fucked. I knew from my research that some men could, but I hadn't ever seen it happen in any of the porn I watched.

"I won't stop until my slut comes for me," I assured her. She needed to know I was into her for the long haul.
"May I please ride you?" she requested.
"So long as I can see your pretty face and your delicious dick while you're bouncing on my cock, I'm good," I told her, totally enamoured by this beautiful woman... and unable to take my eyes off her.
"Then I know the perfect position," she offered. She playfully pushed me onto my back and straddled me, but she didn't directly face me as I'd imagined she would... nor did she do reverse side-girl... no, she did side side-girl (if that's a thing).
She shoved her hand beneath herself, grabbed my dick, and lowered herself onto it.
"Ooooh," she moaned as she sat on my dick, taking the entire shaft inside herself from a straight-up position, which I gathered would stimulate her differently.
"Oh yeah, my sexy slut... ride my cock," I urged, watching her.
"You like watching me, don't you?" she asked as she braced her hands behind herself to hold herself up.
My right hand grasped the tips of her left fingers as I agreed, "You're the most beautiful woman I've ever met."
"Even though I've got a dick?" she asked, still just resting on top of me... with my strap-on impaled in her bottom.
"Especially because you've got a dick," I said, thinking just how perfect she was. Yes, I'd definitely enjoyed eating Penelope's pussy... hers was my first and only one so far, and I hoped it wouldn't be the last... but I knew I preferred dick. So having a beautiful woman I could fuck and get fucked by seemed like the perfect relationship... even as I realized calling it a relationship this soon was rather absurd.
"Really?" she asked, appearing a little insecure all of a sudden... which I found puzzling, given her self-confidence until now.
"Yes, you're really the perfect woman," I declared. "You're beautiful, sweet, fun, and you've got a dick to fuck me with any time I need a fucking."
"Plus I'm available for you to fuck," she reciprocated, her vulnerable look fading while she replied playfully.
"Yes, that goes without saying," I said. "I won't lie to you... this role reversal you talked me into trying has been very liberating... it was quite a successful experiment."
"So you've decided you like fucking my tight little asshole?" she asked as she began slowly riding me.
"Not only that. I love fucking your asshole, I love admiring your body, and I love getting lost in your eyes," I listed.
"Mmmmmmmm," she said, as my hand grasped hers again, "you're so sweet."
"Is it weird how I want to make love to you and fuck the shit out of you at the same time?" I asked.
"Nope. It makes perfect sense," she responded with our eyes locked together while she slowly fucked herself.
"It does?"
"Yes," she moaned, "I feel the same way."
"You do?"
"I do, I really do," she nodded and moaned simultaneously with her eyes still locked on mine.
She didn't say anything more... just allowed her words to linger in the air... the innuendo... our unspoken connection... lingering while she rode my cock.

Then for a couple of minutes, there was no talking at all between us... only Amanda's soft moans and our mutual unbreaking eye contact.
Then the sweet silence was broken when she announced, "I'm getting close, Mistress."
"Then come for me, slut, come for your Mistress," I ordered, shifting from intimate to dominant in a heartbeat, something that always worked well in my fictional versions of scenes like this one.
She asked, with a loud, needy moan, "Can we do one more position first?"
"Sure," I agreed, a little surprised.
She got down to the floor, and standing, lifted a leg in the air and requested, "Fuck me like this."
"Okay," I said. This was an interesting position.
"This is the way I come the best," she explained. "This way your cock will really stimulate me because of the unique position and angle."
"Okay," I repeated, standing behind her and sliding back into her gaping hole. "Anything for you," I added.
"Yeeeeeees," she moaned the moment I went inside her, this new position clearly stimulating her differently like she said it would, and after just a few strokes, not even a dozen, I heard, "Fuuuuuuuuck!!"
I watched, and her cum didn't rocket out of her, but instead, it oozed out of her dick while she came just from being sodomized, which was so fucking hot... while she looked back at me with a big smile as she did.

"So hot," I said, continuing to pump my dick in her asshole as her body quaked.
Eventually I was getting tired, so I pulled out and said, "That was so much fun."
"So good," she agreed as she turned around.
Seeing her gooey cum still dripping from her dick, I dropped to the floor and took her cock into my mouth to savour the creamy snack.
"You look so hot with my cock in your mouth," she moaned as I enjoyed her cock and her cum.

After another minute or so while I nursed on every last drop of her delicious cum, Amanda said, "It's time for me to return the favour."
"Hmmmmmmmm," I said, as she took my strap-on harness off of me, took my hand and led me to my bed, playfully shoved me to the middle of it, and spread my nylon-clad legs.
"I've been looking forward to tasting you since the first time you walked into the office," she said, as she lowered her face down to my very wet pussy... and my having done most of the fucking, plus the harness rubbing my pussy throughout our encounter had gotten me horny as fuck!
"Get eating," I demanded, placing a hand on her head and gently guiding her to my peach.
"Mmmmmm, you're so delicious," she purred as her tongue parted my wet lips and probed into my hole.
"Don't stop," I moaned. All that fucking I'd done previously, plus her eager tongue right now immediately sent me to the brink.
"I won't until you come all over my face," she promised, with her tongue cavorting all over the place with reckless abandon.
"Oh fuck! I'm so close already," I moaned while I watched her busily at work between my legs.
Then the moment she sucked my clit between her lips and tugged, my right leg jettisoned straight up while I screamed and came instantly, "Fuuuuuuuck!!"

She lapped up my juices just as eagerly as I'd just sucked all the cum off of her dick.
It wasn't until my orgasm was fading away that I recalled Penelope relaying Nicole's instruction to me that I wasn't allowed to come until she told me I could. "Fuck," I cursed.
"What is it?" she asked concernedly, gazing up at me with my juices all over her face.
"I wasn't supposed to come until...." I stopped talking, unsure about how much I should tell Amanda about Nicole. I didn't want to get Nicole in trouble with Alexis!
"Our Headmistress gave you a restriction?" she asked incredulously. "That doesn't make any sense... she's the one who gave me permission to come and play with you. She didn't tell me specifically you could come, but since she knew exactly what we'd be doing together, I'm sure she would've said if she didn't want you to."
"No, um...."
After a pause, she asked, "Are we talking about Nicole again?"
"Yes," I admitted with a sigh.
"Then don't worry," Amanda said, crawling up and kissing me. "Headmistress's orders are the ones that matter."
"Okay," I said, still concerned.
"Regardless, Nicole may not see it that way if she's in a bad mood. So I'll gladly keep your secret... and when we have the time, I'll give you even more secrets to keep," she smiled lewdly, looking down at me.
Gazing up into her eyes, I said... yet again... "You're the prettiest girl I've ever seen in person."
"You're so sweet," she said, kissing me again before climbing down from the bed.
She got dressed while I watched her in quiet admiration.
She grabbed the strap-on, tossed it onto the bed and said, "This is yours now."
"Nice," I said, "I've often considered buying one."
"Well it's not a totally free gift! I expect you to fuck me with it again," she said as she finished getting dressed. "Very soon."
"Anytime my favourite slut needs a good fucking, just let me know," I said, trying to maintain my dominant persona.
"I'll hold you to that promise," she said, coming over, kissing me again and giving me a wink.
"Please do," I said, as she sauntered out of my bedroom.
Exhausted from my marathon sex fest... first with Penelope and next Amanda, I didn't even consider getting undressed, and I just closed my eyes and drifted away into slumber.
.....
11. A BOX OF SELF-SUBMISSION
It wasn't until after supper when temptation finally got the best of me and I booted up my laptop. I was about to click on the first of my eighteen new emails when there was another knock on my door. It was Penelope again, and this time she had a box for me. "Mistress Nicole wants you to be wearing this when she returns to campus."
I accepted the box from her. "What is it?"
"I don't know," she admitted, "But I do know they won the tournament, which they're pretty tickled about. They should arrive in about two hours."
"Okay," I said. My pussy started tingling again... It appeared I'd be submitting to Nicole and giving my body to her in about two hours.
"You little slut! You're looking forward to it, aren't you?" Penelope accused with a laugh.
"Well... someone didn't finish what she started, so I guess Nicole will have to do the honours," I shot back.
"You minx, when I'm allowed to finish what I started, you'll be completely at my mercy," she volleyed back.
"Promises, promises," I teased, before winking at her and closing the door.
"This isn't over!" she called to me from behind the closed door.
"I sure hope not!" I called back. I then turned and went downstairs (if I can call only two steps 'downstairs') to see what this teenage trans was expecting me to wear, when my laptop dinged, telling me I had another email. Curious if it or any of them were from Nicole, I opened my laptop.
My most recent email was from Nicole. I clicked on it.
From: TransNikki
To: Jasmine Walker
Submission 2 Me
My pet,
I'm on my way home now, and I'm in a celebratory mood. My aunt got into that pussy of yours first, the rat, so I'm going to take your other hole.
I suggest that you start prepping yourself for me with the gifts in the box slut Penelope is bringing to you, since I'm probably way bigger than anything you've ever had inside your wrecked-um before.
When I enter your room through the UNLOCKED door, I expect to see you dressed to please and on your knees, waiting just inside the door.
My journey to your inevitable submission, pet Jasmine, is almost over.
Your Mistress Nicole
P.S. You'll be disciplined for trying to tempt Penelope to disobey me.
I finished reading the email. I was excited, but also terrified! By now I'd accepted my inability to resist Nicole in any way, shape or fashion, but the idea of being subjected to anal sex with such a huge cock felt really stressful. I also feared her discipline, now that I knew what she'd done to Ms. Angela.
I decided not to reply to her email. I had no idea what I'd say, and I didn't want her to know how eager I was to submit to her, and also how worried I was about it. Instead, I headed back upstairs to my bedroom area, full of trepidation about what I might find in the box.
I opened it cautiously, my OCD on full alert, and gasped at what I saw. First there was a slutty cheerleader outfit, then a pair of mocha pantyhose, a vibrating egg, three different-sized butt plugs, and a plastic bottle of lube. At the bottom of the box was an envelope.
I grabbed it, tore it open, and pulled out a printed letter:
My pet teacher,
My expectations are as follows:
1. Get completely naked, and do it right now, before reading any further.
I quickly stripped before reading her next instruction. Unreasonably, in my opinion, my traitorous body was flooded with adrenalin just because I was obeying this teenage goddess. (Well okay, I didn't actually mind being this excited.)
2. Turn the vibrating egg on low, and slide it inside your... I assume... wet pussy. Then come back and read task 3.
I obeyed, setting the letter down and going back to the box. I extracted the vibrating egg (I used to have one back when I was married) and turned it on. (I reminisced about my ex controlling the remote while we were at a dinner party. He continuously varied the speeds, keeping me a rattled mess, until he took me into a bathroom and fucked the shit out of me.) I slipped the egg inside myself very easily, because she was right... my long anticipation of what would now be happening very soon had gotten me very wet.
3. Grab the smallest butt plug, lubricate it generously, get on all fours, and stick it up your tight little fuckable ass.
I sighed. I'd never enjoyed anal sex, but I'd done it on rare occasions just to please my husband. But with that said, the imminence of my ultimate submission to Nicole made me willing to do absolutely anything, regardless of my own personal tastes.
I returned to the box and pulled out the smallest butt plug. I coated it liberally with the lube, and also coated my anal entrance with lots more lube, before getting on all fours as instructed, and I gingerly slid the smallest black plug into my bottom. Surprisingly, except for a slight burn at first, it wasn't at all uncomfortable.
But I wasn't comfortable about standing up at the moment, so I crawled back to Nicole's letter and continued reading:
4. Crawl around for ten minutes with the small plug in your ass. While you do that, meditate on the idea that you're preparing yourself for my big hard cock.
I sighed. This task was more humiliating than just sticking a plug in my ass. I considered just pretending I had, but that seemed wrong, and I was pretty sure the apparently omniscient Nicole would know. So I glanced at the clock before beginning to crawl around my lodging... both upstairs and down... like a puppy dog. While I was crawling, I reflected on my bizarre past week, and how I'd ended up in this situation.
If I could, would I do anything different?
No, actually. I really wouldn't.
Was I nervous about what was about to happen?
Do apples ever fall from trees?
Okay, so yes, I was nervous. But was I also excited about whatever was about to happen?
Hell yeah!
Was I concerned about any consequences?
Well, that was a tricky one. I was no longer worried about getting fired, or some public scandal terminating my career, but I did worry about my students no longer respecting me if they learned about all my sexual depravity. I was particularly concerned that if they knew about my submission to Nicole, they'd no longer respect me as an adult, and particularly as their educator... and I didn't think I could handle that.
By the time I crawled back to my upstairs area, it had been twelve minutes. So I reached for the letter again:
5. Remove butt plug one and replace it with butt plug two. Once it's in, put on a pair of panties to keep it in place, then sit down at your laptop and reply to your fan emails for the next twenty minutes. (I recommend even more lube.)
I sighed again because she'd just reminded me she knew about my secret writer's identity. But I kept right on obeying. When I pulled out the smallest plug, I was surprised how empty my ass suddenly felt. I grabbed the second plug and generously lubed it up. I climbed onto my bed, bent my body way back to help my ass open up, and slowly pushed the medium-sized butt plug into my ass. Just like with the small plug, I felt a slight burn as it filled me, but again not as intense as I'd expected. Once it was all the way inside, I lay on my bed for a couple of minutes, while I got used to the plug inside my rectum. Eventually feeling comfortable, I slowly slid off the bed and waddled awkwardly to my dresser where I extracted a pair of panties. It was awkward to put panties on with a butt plug in my butt and it started falling out as I bent over but by clenching my ass cheeks I kept it in place.
Panties on I awkwardly walked to my laptop and slowly sat down, grimacing before my ass even touched the chair. A sudden sharp pain shot through me as the plug went deeper when I sat down. I then closed my eyes and just sat allowing the burning pain to dissipate, the light buzzing of the egg in my pussy helped. After a couple of minutes, the pain faded and I checked my e-mails. I sent a few responses to fans that had sent feedback, I politely denied a story plot that was not up my alley and I added two fans to my mailing list. I also sent out a Twitter update having forgotten to do so yesterday when my new story was released. There were no e-mails from Alexis or Nicole to alleviate any additional stress, as my twenty minutes quickly ticked by.



Having completed task five, I slowly got off the chair, causing a new burning sensation and went slowly back to my bedroom to read task six.
6. Text me at the number inside the box RIGHT NOW to learn where I am.
I grabbed my phone and tapped in her number.
I just read task six.
Almost instantly I received a reply:
Is that how a humble pet addresses her Mistress?
I sighed again, before hurriedly replying:
I humbly beg your pardon, Mistress Nicole
I'm in my bedroom with the medium-sized butt plug in my ass, and I've just gotten to task six.
Respectfully yours,
Pet Jasmine
I don't know why I went from one extreme to the other like that, but I did. She replied:
Much better, my pet. After all the stories you've written about submissives, I'd assume you're very familiar with all the usual expectations. I'll be there in about half an hour, which should give you just enough time to complete the rest of your tasks.
Fucking you soon, and not respectfully at all...
Your Mistress
The phrase 'Fucking you soon' sent a rush of pleasure directly to my needy cunt. I reached for the list of tasks, and continued reading:
7. Get dressed. No panties or bra. Don't put the pantyhose on yet.
Finally, a simple and easy task. Except I wasn't sure how I'd keep the butt plug from slipping out of my asshole without any underwear. I slipped on the extremely short plaid cheerleader skirt, and a cotton red top that was so skimpy I wasn't sure my nipples wouldn't pop out when I moved around. Cheerleaders usually did their thing in public, but I sure couldn't imagine myself going out in public looking like this! But nevertheless, I checked myself out in the mirror and liked what I saw. Being dressed like a teenager had definitely dropped a few years off of my appearance.
I reached for the list again.
8. Braid your hair into pigtails. Is your underwear off? Is the medium butt plug still in your ass?
I realized I was still wearing the panties from the earlier task, and I felt an eerie chill that she'd correctly assumed I'd forgetten about that. I quickly rectified the omission and slipped off my panties while trying to stand as erect as possible. Once I had them off, I went awkwardly to my dresser and selected two elastic bands to secure my hair in the pigtail braids, which I hadn't done since I was in high school. Then once I'd done my meticulous braiding, I returned to my bed, and once again looked at myself in the mirror. The pigtails made me look even younger than I had a few minutes ago, and when you're almost forty, that's always nice.
I grabbed the paper and read my ninth task.
9. Extract butt plug 2 and replace it with butt plug 3. The first two plugs should have prepared your tight little asshole for the larger third plug. Again, lots of lubrication is your best friend.
P.S. Turn it on!
I merely stopped clenching my ass cheeks, and the medium-sized plug slipped right out of my ass and fell to the floor. I grabbed the third one and noticed that it was indeed a vibrating plug. I turned it on and wondered whether its vibrations would enhance my pleasure, or intensify my pain. Maybe both? Again I lubed the toy excessively (I think I used up half of the bottle between the three toys), and positioned myself back on the bed in the same position I'd used for butt plug two, and slowly slid this largest one inside my ass. The buzzing from the egg in my cunt, mixed with this new toy also vibrating while it slowly entered my ass was a new sensation, unlike anything I'd ever felt before. It got my mind spinning, and I had to seriously focus to keep filling my ass with this vibrating butt plug. I don't know if it was the excessive lubrication, the gentle buzzing pulsations, or my prepping with the first two plugs, but I felt no pain at all while I took the largest of the three toys into my back door. I lay still for a couple of minutes, enjoying the strange double sensation, when my phone buzzed.
Thankfully it was on my bed, so I just reached for it.
I'll be there in 15 minutes, my pet... I hope you have plug three inside you by now. Don't you fucking dare come, Ms. Jasmine, or there will be hell to pay!
Complete the last three tasks before I arrive.
Realizing that time was now of the essence, I reached for the list and read task 10.
10. Dress yourself snugly in the pantyhose to hold your toy in place.
I opened the package, and when I sat down on my bed to put on the pantyhose, I accidentally shoved the plug way deeper into my ass than anything had ever been there before. I yelped at the sudden violation and pain, and I moaned as well, when I also accidentally turned up the speed. I quickly tugged the silky pantyhose into place, and once I was fully dressed as a slutty cheerleader, again I looked into the mirror. And I looked even younger... I looked eighteen again.!
Almost out of time, I hurried to read the next task.
11. Pour us each a glass of red wine, and prepare us an appetizer plate.
After all those sexual instructions, this one seemed odd. I wasn't just submitting to her sexually, but I was now providing alcohol to a minor, and serving her like a maid. These should have been concerns that caused me to reconsider even going through with this submission, but they didn't. I sat on my bed, and mulled over how ludicrous all of this was. As I considered my options, the double buzzing inside me obliterated my ability to think straight, and before I'd made any rational decisions, my body had already decided everything for me, without even consulting my brain.
I went into my kitchenette and pulled out some lunchmeat, cucumbers and cheese. Once I'd sliced everything and the plate was full, I opened a fresh bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon and poured us each a glass. I gulped down my first one, going for some liquid courage, in case I had any more second or third thoughts, and poured myself a second glass, before heading back into my main room to read the final task.
12. Take my glass of wine to the door, get down on your knees, and wait patiently for your Mistress to arrive.
I assumed she'd arrive at any moment, so I rushed back to the kitchen, grabbed both of our glasses of wine, then rushed to the door again, and knelt down in a submissive position on my knees... in my own home no less... and awaited my teenage trans Mistress. In case it isn't obvious by now, I'd finally accepted that I no longer had any control over my own life.
12. FINAL SUBMISSION
Do you know when perspective really sets in? I'll tell you. It's when you're down on your knees holding an empty glass of wine in one hand (since I'd finished my second glass in the fifteen minutes I'd already been waiting), and a filled one in the other for your student... your trans student, who's promised to fuck your ass... which is allegedly a good thing... and your ass of course is currently filled to the brim (so to speak) with a large vibrating butt plug, because one of your students has ordered you to stick it in there.
Each minute ticking by intensified my condition of an anxious mess. How had I allowed all of this to happen? Why had I allowed it all to happen? And why was I still on my knees, waiting for her to arrive? These and many equally good but unanswerable questions were bouncing around in my head like pinballs while I continued waiting.
My knees were aching, my pussy was leaking, and my ass was tingling, while Nicole continued not arriving. Finally, almost half an hour later than she said she'd be here, Nicole came sauntering in.
She snatched the wineglass away from me and said airily, like someone who could do no wrong, "Sorry I was late. I thought I should be polite, so I took the time to shower and change out of my sweaty volleyball uniform for you." She spun around in her tiny red dress and black pantyhose and asked, "You like, my pet?"
"You look very nice," I answered, still on my knees.
"Nice? As in drab and ordinary? Really? That's the pallid way you describe your Mistress?" she asked, clearly offended by my answer.
I stammered, "S-s-sorry, I think you're absolutely radiant!" adding some enthusiasm to my voice.
"Radiant, I like that! Much better!" she smiled, taking a sip of her wine. "So I trust you completed all my preparation tasks?"
"Yes, Mistress," I admitted. The double buzzing and her incredible beauty had me feeling weak and very ready to submit to her totally, and to satisfy her slightest whim.
"Hmmmm, actually hearing you call me Mistress is far more rewarding than just reading it in an email," she smiled. She snapped her fingers and ordered, "Follow me, my pet. I've been looking forward to this encounter for a long time!"
"Yes, Mistress," I acknowledge obediently, setting my empty glass down near the wall, and crawling on all fours behind the long-legged trans seductress. My pussy was tingling with anticipation.

"So obedient," she said, obviously pleased.
Once we'd gone the fifteen feet or so to my bed, she sat on the edge of it (while I sat my butt on the floor like a dog) and said, "I understand you had a nylon fetish even before you came to Chateau Johnson. Is that so?"
"Yes, Mistress," I admitted from my subservient position.
"When I was setting up your laptop for the Wi-Fi here at Chateau Johnson the first night you were here and decided to snoop, I wasn't expecting to find such incriminating secrets," the sexy teen explained, as her left shoe tangled precariously from her foot. She continued as I stared, mesmerized, like she was a hypnotist, and her shoe was the pocket watch, "But when I did, I downloaded your entire Literotica library onto a memory stick, and that night I began devouring your entire story collection, including many stories that weren't finished, and a few of them you seemed to have finished, but hadn't released them. Why was that?"
I explained, "I like to pace my stories... to release one every week or two, so my readers are constantly encountering fresh pieces of my writing."
"Where do you find the time to write so much?" she asked. "You're a very prolific writer... more than eighty stories in less than three years."
I basked in her compliments while I explained, "I always have a story or two going on my iPad, another one or two on my iPod, and still another on my laptop. I write while I'm standing in lines, I write at work while my students are writing exams or watching movies, and I even write in bed."
"What marvelous dedication, my pet! I hope I can expect the same dedication from you as my submissive," she said, her shoe dropping to the floor, revealing her freshly painted blue toenails.
"Of course, Mistress! I'm very focused on being the best at EVERYTHING I do," I replied, really hammering the word 'everything'.
"I've loved all your stories I've read so far my pet, particularly the teacher submission ones, and the very revealing 'Taking Jasmine Walker'. I learned a lot about you from that one. But it was your 'Blackmailed: Cheerleader's Cherry' and 'Blackmailed: Cheerleader's Mom' that really got my cock revved up. Your vivid details about preparing an ass for getting fucked inspired me, and I replicated that preparation tonight in the way I instructed you to prepare yourself for my cock," Nicole explained, while she mesmerized me wiggling her nylon-clad toes only a few inches away from my face.

"I'm happy my stories turn you on, Mistress," I said, meaning it. To me, every fan email is still a rush, and every fan criticism still hurts, so it was extra thrilling to be told in person that my stories were appreciated.
"That they do. Do you plan to write a part three for the Blackmailed series?" the tempting teen asked.
In my head I'd come up with a title and plot during my drive here a couple of weeks ago, but I'd actually forgotten all about it since I arrived. I said, "I haven't started writing it yet, but I believe I'll call it 'Blackmailed: Cheerleader's Orgy'."
"Mmmmmm, delicious! And do you have a plot in mind?" Nicole asked, her right foot now gliding slowly and fascinatingly up and down the back of her left pantyhose-clad leg.
"Not really. I think it will just be an orgy after their graduation, but I'm not sure about the specifics, or how many girls will get sodomized by their big-dicked principal," I explained.
"Big-dicked principal! Isn't that ironic?" Nicole chuckled, her thought clearly about our Headmistress's impressive member.
"I suppose so," I laughed as well. "But a lot of things have been ironic or foreshadowing since I arrived here."
"Actually, many of your own plots have foreshadowed almost everything that has... or will... happen to you here," the sultry seductress smirked.
"I guess one could look at it that way," I agreed. I certainly didn't want to get into an argument with her!
"For example, how many of your stories feature nylons?"
"Just about all of them."
"And how many of your stories include a submissive sucking the sheer toes of another woman, or licking the stockinged soles of a powerful feminine figure?"
"Quite a few, actually."
"Well, here we are just chatting away and thinking we're real people, but maybe the truth is that we're just characters in one of your stories. Right now I'm the gorgeous, tantalizing teen with a dominant personality, and you're the innocent submissive who's always fantasized about having a thrilling sex life, but actually you've been living within the doldrums of society's expectations," Nicole speculated, as she stretched her leg straight out, so her stocking toes touched my nose.
"That would be a good story," I said encouragingly.
"Wouldn't it?" she asked. "What would Jasmine Walker have her character be coerced into doing first?"
"Probably to suck each toe through the seductress's sheer nylon, like they were ten tiny cocks," I adlibbed, which was both what I'd actually write, and also what I wanted to do for real that very moment.
"Then make your story come alive, my pet teacher," she ordered gently, rubbing my face with what must be the sheerest nylon in existence.
I briefly luxuriated in her caressing my face, the sensations so relaxing and sexually satisfying in ways I couldn't even begin to describe. I told her, "This nylon-clad-foot-rubbing-someone's-face is something new. I'll need to include it in a future story."
"Maybe I can be your muse, constantly inspiring you," she said flirtatiously.
"While I'm your obedient slave," I replied, wanting to present myself to this compelling woman-plus, mind, body and soul, like I'd never done for my ex-husband, nor for any other man. This girl knew all my secrets. She knew my sexual weaknesses. And she knew my desires. With such knowledge, she had power over me that was far beyond my ability to defend myself against. Which was fine, because I really didn't want to.
"Fuck, are you hot, Jasmine," she said, as she dropped her other shoe for it to hit the floor, and then she rubbed both of her silky soles against my face.
So I made another fantasy into a reality, stole another recurring sex scene from my stories, when I grasped one of her stocking-clad feet with my hands, before taking each of her delicate toes into my mouth one at a time. I took my time, since I wanted this sordid submission to last forever. Nicole's moans were soft, and my teasing was gentle. After I'd thoroughly sucked each of the toes on her left foot, I switched to the right and replicated my dedicated attentions.
As I finished the last of her ten toes, she said, "Sweet. What would your so-called fictional character do next, Jasmine?"
"Whatever her Mistress tells her to," I replied slyly, hinting for her to take absolute control over me.
"Obviously, you silly girl," she teased, again rubbing her foot against my face. "But if you were the one writing this story, then what would the powerful teen seductress... like Bree, perhaps... order her eager pet teacher to do?"
"I'd probably have her go slowly up your legs, splattering them with butterfly kisses," I decided.
"Then kiss away, my pet," the smiling Nicole ordered, looking vastly amused upon her perch of power.
"Yes Mistress," I agreed, loving to direct that word towards an actual Mistress. It both rolled off my tongue and liberated me simultaneously.
I caressed her left leg with both hands while I worshipped every inch of her foot, her ankle, calf, knee and thigh, before skipping past the tantalizing temptation of her fully hard cock begging to be released, and then replicated my pampering pleasure down her right leg in reverse order: thigh, knee, calf, ankle and foot.
Again she asked, "And then what would happen in this sultry tale?"
I explained, "This is where my plots usually diverge into a few possibilities."
"Then if I'm portraying the Mistress in this story, what are my options, my pet?" she asked, once again rubbing her amazing silken feet around on my face.
That was distracting, but I listed some options, "One would be for you to require me to undress. Another would be for you to have me pleasure you orally. Still another would be to have me progress up to your ripe, firm breasts and continue my oral assault on your body. And finally, you could turn the tables on your eager slut and fuck me."
"Don't multiple choice questions usually have five choices?" she asked.
Since I'd been going all teacher philosopher on her, I couldn't turn it off, so I explained, "Research shows that the fifth choice is usually absurd, and it's always a fallacious answer, therefore all properly crafted multiple choice quizzes only offer four options."
"Hmmmm. Then give me a fifth absurd option," she suggested, her silky nylon toes slowly wandering around on my lips.
I didn't even hesitate to throw in another favourite fantasy. "The fifth one could be that you order me to crawl through the entirety of the seniors' dorm and pleasure every last senior. They in turn should use me over and over and endlessly for their communal pleasure plaything."
"Wow! What a first-rate number five! I'll have to keep that option in mind, my pet," she smiled. "And I see that you love to use alliteration."
"True. And I did consider saying 'personal pleasure plaything'. It would have been more alliterative, but what I actually said made more sense. I guess it's the wannabe witty writer in me," I explained, not even realizing until after I'd said it that I'd once again tossed off an alliteration. I joked, "Apparently I can't stop doing it."
"A certain sexy submissive slut should slowly and slyly slither up some silky stockings and smoothly slip and slide over my..." then she paused. Her wordplay had been tantalizingly delicious. "Damn! I was doing well, but what's another word for tits that starts with an 's'?"
As my silver tongue slivered slowly up her silky stockings, I suggested, "How about stacked spheres?"
She laughed, cupping her large breasts, "Stacked spheres certainly is a new one!"
I reached her package, and she quickly stood up, pulled her dress over her head, and tossed it across the room.



I required no instructions to continue exploring the tightest, most beautiful body I'd ever seen. I kissed every inch of her firm belly. I swirled my tongue inside her belly button. I slowly slithered up to her large breasts, contained ever so teasingly in her lacy black bra.
I kissed my way along every inch of the curvy line where her bra and her flesh met below her breasts, before continuing my thorough tongue examination. I reached my tongue between her breasts, and slid it between her two firm spheres of sin, aka her stacked spheres (I'd have to remember that one). Her breathing began getting heavier, and I felt her moving her arms around, then a few moments later, her luscious breasts were liberated from their restrictive prison of fabric.
She lay down on her back and I followed her down. I moaned hungrily, my tingling pussy begging for attention, while I stopped using my tongue, and instead applied myself to some concentrated kissing of her left breast. I continued taking my time, leaving none of the topography of her breast lacking for my attention, except for her stiff, erect nipple, which I was deliberately ignoring for now. I then replicated all my attention on her right breast as well, before cupping both of her tits in my hands and finally sucking her right nipple into my mouth. While she arched her back to shove it harder against my lips, I swirled my tongue around it... and over it, and around it, again and again. I kissed her nipple and sucked hard, taking it, and even her entire areola into my mouth.

Nicole, who hadn't said a word in over ten minutes, finally whimpered, "Oh God, Jasmine! That feels soooooo good!"
A smile crossed my lips, or at least as well as I could smile with a mouthful of tit, before I replicated the intense teasing on her left nipple again. I continued my Christopher Columbus exploration of this New World named Nicole, by progressing to her neck, where I continued gently kissing everywhere. Finally I advanced to her ear, which was always my greatest weakness whenever someone wanted to get me revved up for pleasure in a hurry, and I breathed warm, moist air into her ear. I nibbled and tugged on her earlobe with my teeth. I swirled my tongue around and into her ear. I then kissed my way down her cheek, then to her chin, avoided the magnetic field of her lips, and went to her other cheek, and then to her other ear, where I replicated my exhaustive aural attention. Then at long last, I whispered to the heavily breathing teen, "Now what, Mistress?"
"Shiiit, Jasmine! I've never been so... so... so..." she stammered, unable to complete her thought.
Again I was flattered, so I broke our intimacy by trying to shock her again. I love being unpredictable, and I've always fantasized about doing it well, but rarely had. "Does my sexy student want her slut teacher to suck her cock now? Or maybe you want to shove that snake inside my slut box? Or perhaps you want to fulfill your wicked promise by pounding my back door?"
"Oh, fuck, Ms. Jasmine, you're astonishing me... you'd given me the impression you didn't want to submit to me and allow me to rock your world!"
"I admit that when we had that private conversation in my classroom, I didn't. But then you left, thus giving me some time to reconsider... and what Penelope told me about what goes on around here helped... and paradoxically, even her telling me about the despicable way you treated Ms. Angela during the dance, helped win me over. So tonight... as I'm sure you can tell... far from wishing I could fight you off, I want to submit to you and do whatever the fuck you tell me to, no matter what it is!"
"You little teacher tease," she moaned, pulling me in and kissing me hard. The kiss wasn't intimate or sweet, but intense and totally lustful. "Are you now saying that you want to be mine? And even go so far as being my slave?"
"Desperately!" I told her with all the fervour I had in me.
Breaking the kiss, she pushed me off of the bed and back down to my knees, and understanding what she wanted, I immediately placed my mouth over her pantyhose-covered cock. I swarmed her with hot breath, which made her cock start flinching as if it were having a seizure! I'd never felt more powerful or sexy than I did at that moment!
Nicole groaned, stood up, ripped off her pantyhose and tossed it too across the room, thus unleashing her eight inches of perfection.
I grabbed her stiff cock and took it deep into my mouth. Totally unlike the sweet, sultry languor of my recent lavish attentions to her body, I gobbled her cock down like a cheap, cock-hungry whore. I bobbed up and down, desperately wanting her to fuck me. I needed to come so badly that nothing else mattered. If my own moralistic parents had shown up at that moment and started screaming accusations at me, I wouldn't have stopped. My insatiable appetite to please and to submit was overwhelming every fibre of my being! And one final detail for now... earlier I'd been concerned that a nipple might pop out of my tiny top. Well, my right one finally had. Not that I minded at this point!

I was rewarded for my eagerness by hearing her groan, "You really are a hungry little slut, aren't you?"
"Famished!" I moaned back.
"Famished?" she laughed. "You're my whore now, my slave even. Talk like one."
"Yes Mistress," I agreed, morphing into the insipid bimbo I'd often envisioned I could become. "I'm sooo hungry for your big cock! Use your slutty slave teacher however the fuck you want to!"
I returned to devouring her cock, eventually taking all eight inches into my mouth, and some of it beyond.
"Shiiiit," she said, impressed, "Almost nobody can deep-throat me!"
Another warm sense of pride surged through me from impressing my amazing trans student.
Pulling out, she ordered, "Take out your egg, slut."
"Yes Mistress," I agreed, and began pulling down my pantyhose.
"That's right, take them off and toss them across the room, just like I've been doing," she approved.
I kind of joyously obeyed, my pussy soaking wet with anticipation, as I metaphorically tossed my pantyhose onto the garbage heap.
Nicole went back to the bed and lay down on it with her cock standing straight up, and she ordered, "Come here and fuck yourself, Ms. Jasmine."
Her addressing me formally was a brief reminder of the respectable role I played whenever school was in session... her teacher... but I didn't care about that right now. In the classroom, I could be the teacher and she the student, but in the bedroom... such as right now... she was the teacher, and I was the student. I rushed onto the bed and straddled her, squatting upright, then slowly lowered myself onto her big cock. "Aaaaaaaaaaah!" I moaned. I did it loudly enough that anyone in the hallway nearby would know I was getting fucked. A wave of pleasure cascaded through me, but it was followed by a searing pain, since the butt plug still in my ass plummeted to new and unexpected depths because I'd landed firmly onto it when I crash-landed on Nicole's body.
Ignoring my pain (the best I could), I heard her order, "Ride me, my slut!"
I began bouncing up and down, while she launched a verbal assault on me that enhanced the euphoric waves I was surfing on top of.
"Faster, my pet cunt," and, "You love my cock, don't you, my hungry whore?"
"Yeeeeesssss," I admitted, my orgasm on the rise.
"Cast away your top, Ms. Jasmine! I want to see my teacher's titties while she rides her student like a dirty fucking whore."
I tore off my skimpy cheerleader top in a heartbeat and was now naked except for my inadequate little cheerleader skirt.
"Such nice titties," she admired, as they bounced up and down in tandem with the rest of my body.

"Thaaaaank yoooou," I moaned. A minute later, I felt my orgasm almost ready to burst, after only a few minutes of fucking myself on her cock. "I'll be ready to come soon, Mistress, may your slave please come?" I begged.
"What's in it for me?" she asked, grabbing my hips and holding me in place, with her cock buried deep inside of me.
"Anything you want," I whimpered, meaning it.
"And anywhere I want too?" she doubled down.
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed immediately, consequences be damned.
"And anytime?" she wanted to know.
"You needn't ask. I'm already your twenty-four-seven, three-hole fuck doll. You own me, so I don't get a vote," I answered, shocking us both with my over-the-top, unconditional declaration.
"Then go ahead and come, my slut," she ordered while she still held me in place, but began furiously bucking her hips up over and over, fucking me hard and deep, which also made the vibrating butt plug fuck me hard and deep.
As my orgasm came rushing in like a tidal wave and then came crashing down onto the shore of my body with its full force, she continued calling me names and treating me like a whore, knowing that was exactly what I wanted.
"I'm going to fuck your ass next, my slut," and, "Lisa and I are going to double penetrate you like the dirty whore you are," and, "Soon I'll take you to our glory hole, where you can suck trans girls' cock after cock after cock," and finally, "Tell me what you are, cunt."
As I replied to the latter, my orgasm reached a fevered pitch! "I'm your pet teacher, your slut, your cocksucker, your submissive, your slave, your twenty-four-seven plaything... oh god... oh god... oh, fucking yeeeeeees... I love you, Mistress! Make me yours foreveeeeeer!"
Gibberish continued spewing out of my mouth, as the greatest wave of euphoric bliss EVER shuddered through me like a tsunami of pleasure crashing wave after wave onto me, while Nicole continued thrusting her monstrous magic wand into me.
"That's such a good girl... now KEEP coming," she ordered, as if I had any choice. After years of settling for ones and twos on the Richter scale of sexual euphoria, I'd finally been catapulted into a ten, and tremors and aftershocks continued piling up long after the original earthquake had transported me to a different world.
I don't remember when or how I ended up crouching on the floor, now totally naked and with the lingering remnants of my euphoria still trickling through me, but I was brought back to reality when I felt the vibrating plug being tugged out of me, and my hot trans student asked, "Are you ready to get ass fucked, Ms. Jasmine?"
Every time she called me by my name and used that oh-so-respectful honorific, a chill of cold reality washed over me, reminding me that I was the alleged adult here, the so-called role model, the dignitary who was supposed to be in charge, instead of the other way around. But neither Nicole nor my body gave a shit what my mind thought. "Yes, Mistress Nicole, PLEASE go ahead and Take Your Teacher's Tight Ass!"
"Again with the alliteration, slut! You really can't stop doing that, can you?" she teased, her cock head rubbing up and down between my ass cheeks, spreading around the excess lubrication from that bottle of the stuff.
"It's just one of my quirks," I replied, grabbing hold of the corner of the bed and bracing myself for the pain I was expecting.
"And another one is writing porn," she retorted, as she positioned her cock at my well-gaped rosebud, the cold lube a chilling contrast with the heat of her wide mushroom top.
"And being a submissive," I added.
"Touché," she laughed merrily, as she grabbed my upper arms and used them to force my torso upright, and then slowly... inexorably... she pushed herself into my butt.
"Oooh, ooh," I whimpered as her wide cock forced its way past my restrictive backdoor sphincter.

"I'm a bit wider than those plugs you prepared yourself with," she mentioned.
"You're so fucking big," I whimpered, trying to focus on breathing to help me deal with my ass getting stretched into a super duper model. The pain felt like I was giving birth again, but somewhat different.
"Why thank you! I know I'm not as long as my Aunt Alexis, but I make up for it in girth, don't you think, my pet?"
"God, yes!" I agreed wholeheartedly, still struggling to get used to my ass being remodeled, and also the accompanying odd and inexplicable mixture of pleasure and pain I was both enjoying and suffering.
"Your ass is so fucking tight, my pet. It's like I'm fucking a virgin!" Nicole exclaimed, as she continued her snail's pace invasion of my ass.
I said nothing while I focused on relaxing my muscles while she slowly drilled deeper and deeper inside me. I was totally silent except for my stunted breathing which was filling the room while the teacher submitted completely to her student. Finally, when the pain felt like I was about ready to burst at the seams, she announced, as she released my arms so I could rest my hands on the floor again, "Holy shit, my pet! You've taken all of me inside you!"
"That's nice," I whimpered. I tried to sound proud of myself, but my wavering voice revealed how much pain I was still experiencing.
My Mistress wasn't unsympathetic. In fact, she sounded downright tender while she crooned, "Just relax as much as you're able to. I promise the pain will dissipate soon, and then indescribable pleasure will replace it," my confident teen Mistress reassured me, ceasing all movement, giving me some time to get accustomed to having my ass crammed full of her cock.
"Kkkkk," I agreed on the outside. But on the inside, I wasn't convinced that I'd ever learn to enjoy being fucked in the ass. I loved the idea of anal sex, it seemed like... no, it actually was the ultimate submission... giving myself to someone by allowing myself to be subjected to such a taboo act (with that taboo-ness doubled because she was a student and I was a teacher, and then tripled when you factored in that she was also a trans).
Her hand gently caressed my back. Her gesture felt so intimate and soothing, a sharp contrast to her usual dominant, even arrogant personality, and another contrast to the fact that my pain wouldn't even exist if she didn't have eight inches of her stiff cock buried in my ass.
After a minute or two of calm, she whispered, "Now I'm going to slowly move in and out of your ass, Ms. Jasmine. Trust me, the worst of your pain is behind you. Ooops... sorry for the inadvertent quip, I meant to say it's now in the past."
Finally becoming at least somewhat accustomed to her large cock inside me, I said, "Okay."
"Okay, what?" she asked. She didn't ask at all harshly this time. She was still being tender and sympathetic, but given the new relationship we'd established, there were certain formalities we needed to honour for both of our sakes.
"Okay, Mistress," I answered placidly.
"Good girl," she purred. And then she slowly pulled her cock almost all the way out of me, before gently filling me back up. The fresh pain I'd been anticipating didn't arrive, and instead, I felt a surprising yearning inside me beginning to grow.
After a couple more minutes of her very slow, deliberate fucking of my ass, I began wanting it faster and harder. Then I couldn't believe the words I heard coming out of my mouth. "Faster please, Mistress, and harder."
"Tell me exactly what you want me to do next, Ms. Jasmine," she teased, but she wasn't fucking me any faster or harder.
My frustration began building, because I yearned to be fucked hard. I begged, the foul-mouthed side of me coming alive, "Fuck my tight ass, Mistress! Pound your teacher like the submissive slut she is!"
"Delicious," she said, and then she did begin vigorously pumping her cock in and out of the pleasure hole she'd recently acquired. The sensations I was now experiencing were inexplicable but undeniable. I felt a second orgasm beginning to build, which had never occurred for me during a sexual encounter... ever. I'd never experienced multiple orgasms, which was just something I'd come to accept after years of fruitlessly attempting to make it happen. Yet here it was, beginning to bubble away inside me.
Now hoping against hope that I could make the impossible possible, I begged, sounding as dirty as I could, "Harder Mistress! Slam your salami stick up my shit-hole! Ream my rectum with your rock-hard rod! Pound my poop chute with your powerful prick!"
"That's so fucking hot, slut," she grunted. "Thank God I gave Reika a load on the bus, or I would've cum a long time ago." This is making me instantly imagine the cute Reika with a load all over her face.

She picked up the pace while slamming into me, her body colliding with mine while each of her thrusts reached new depths inside my ass.
As my breathing quickened and deepened, and my previously unattainable second orgasm began churning away inside me, she asked, "If we were characters in one of your stories right now, how would the horny, slutty teacher finish off her Mistress?"
I didn't hesitate. "She'd fuck herself on her student's cock like a cheap whore, and she'd keep going until her ass was filled with her Mistress's gigantic load of gooey perfection."
"What a delightful suggestion!" Nicole said, stopping all her movements again. "Then by all means, go ahead and fuck yourself on me, Ms. Jasmine, until we both cum!"
"Yes indeed, Mistress Nicole," I agreed eagerly. I began strongly bouncing back on her cock. It was awkward at first while I experimented, trying to settle into an effective rhythm, but once I achieved one, our sex dance was the most beautiful thing ever....pure X-Rated poetry in motion!
A couple of minutes later, my breathing now an erratic mess, and with Nicole's almost as erratic, she asked, "Is my ass slut about to cum from having my cock in her ass?"
"I thiiiink soooooo," I struggled to answer, while I continued literally fucking my own ass!
"You've got me close, slut. Are you close too?"
"Sooooo close," I groaned. I was desperate to reach a second orgasm in a single session for the first time ever, but I was frustrated that at least so far, my impending orgasm wasn't soaring to euphoria, it just continued being a tantalizing tease.
"I want you to come on the count of five, Ms. Jasmine," Nicole ordered, yanking on my pigtails.
"Kkkkk," I whimpered. "I'll do my best Mistress, but I'm not sure I actually can."
"I'm not asking for excuses, you'll come when I tell you to, is that fucking clear?" she demanded, her tone leaping from friendly to aggressive, and she tugged on my pigtails hard.
"Yes Mistress," I agreed, although I wasn't remotely convinced I could succeed,
"One, my dirty cock-sucker. Which of your students do you want to suck next?"
I said the first name that came into my head: "Lisa." Then after the fact, I realized the sexy Brit wasn't a bad choice at all!
"Oooooh, because you love her accent?" Nicole guessed rightly.
"Yeeeees," I answered. My orgasm continued bubbling, but it still wasn't about to burst.
"Two, my pet teacher. Next question: which of your students would you like under your desk licking away at your cunt, while the other students are taking a test and you're writing your naughty stories?" She then gave another firm tug to my pigtails.



The shy but good at everything Japanese Reika was the obvious choice. "Reika," I chose, by now desensitised enough that I wasn't remotely ashamed of such inappropriate thoughts about my sexy students.
"Three. Now tell me how much you love my cock in your ass."
Astonishingly, my next orgasm was rising! In fact, it was now bubbling just below the surface! I said, "I fucking love it! It's driving me so close to my first multiple orgasm!"
"Say what? You mean you've not had any? Like never?!" she asked incredulously.
"Yes, Mistress. I've never in my life had any multiple orgasms," I admitted, and my desperate desire to change that sad reality was overwhelming me.
"Four. Jasmine, that's a terrible habit! And we're going to break you of that habit, my cunt, my slut, my ass whore, my cocksucker," she rattled off, each denigration sending quivers of humiliating pleasure directly into my submissive core. (Have I mentioned that humiliation is vastly underrated as an aphrodisiac? To submissives such as myself, being humiliated while I'm having sex satisfies one of my basic needs, so unlike many other people, I always find it exhilarating, especially if other people are watching.)
Then when my Mistress reached five, my long-dormant multiple orgasms volcano erupted the moment she said the word, thus ordering it to erupt. She then yanked my pigtails while she slammed forward to meet me coming backwards growling, "Cum right now, or I'll never fuck you again, you dirty trans lover."
"Fuuuuuck yeeeeees, oooooh god, Ohh Fuuuuck!!" I quaked as the impossible actually happened, and I collapsed forward onto the bed, Nicole thankfully responsive enough to let go of my pigtails.
Nicole took control again, continuing to fuck my ass while my second orgasm kept erupting through me. Then a few seconds later she grunted, and I felt my insides being coated with cum, which... WOW!... sent another eruption of pleasure through my body!
"Take my cum in your ass, Ms. Jasmine," she grunted as she continued pumping her cock in and out of my ass, while stream after stream of her cum filled me.
When she pulled out, even though I was exhausted and weakened, without even thinking about what I was doing, I spun around and took her cock into my mouth, hungrily searching for any last remnants of her cum.
"Shiiiiit, you're the most eager little cock slut I've ever fucked, Ms. Jasmine," she moaned while I deep throated her member while it was still erect and pulsing.
A minute later she pulled her cock out of my mouth, and said, "Spin around and show me that gaped asshole of yours."
I quickly obeyed, spinning around, spreading my legs and showcasing my gaping ass.

"Delicious," she said, before she slapped my ass and stood up. "Well, I hope you have enough material for a good hot trans seduction story."
I laughed weakly, "Ohhh, I think I have enough material to write a lengthy tale."
"You might want to call it Trans School," Nicole suggested, as she bent down to grab her dress.
I stared at her perfect ass and wondered if she ever got fucked herself. After a moment, I added, "And the subtitle could be A Teacher Falls."
As she put her dress on, she paused and considered the title, "Trans School: A Teacher Falls...I think that could just work."
Five minutes later she was gone, and although I was exhausted, I knew I had a tale to tell. I went to my laptop, my ass now a bit sore and started typing.
Trans School: A Teacher Seduced
After more than fifteen years of teaching in public school systems in Canada...
The End
Because this rewrite got my pussy burning and the story suddenly felt incomplete, Tex and I have decided to tell the entire rest of the school year in a few more illustrated chapters.
Up next: Jasmine spends Super Sunday worshipping cock after cock after cock after cock.... In Trans School: Cock Worship (including ending the wild afternoon with a threesome with Headmistress Alexis and Nicole).

This will be followed by:
3-Trans School: Colleague Worship Where I discover just how much I am the bottom bitch among my colleagues.

4-Trans School: Daughter's Arrival
Where my daughter surprises me with a visit when she learns about the secret society. She is then initiated into it both giving and receiving first when she takes Headmistress's monster cock in her mouth and pussy before taking a massive facial. Then I walk in and get the ultimate shock of my life before my daughter begins her Mommy Mistress training by making me eat her pussy before she fucks my cunt and working with Headmistress Alexis fucks my ass in a hot double penetration.

5-Trans School: Daughter's Initiation
My daughter Tiffani learns the rest of the rules of the school when Nicole and then other senior students come and fuck the bottom sluts. In this final scene after some Mistress training by Nicole on how to fuck a Mommy-slut, followed by some marathon fucking and double bukkake, the initiation ends with both of us getting triple penetrated.

6-Trans School: Girlfriend's Parents
One weekend, Amanda and I are surprised by a visit from her parents that allows me to learn more family secrets and be properly initiated into the family.

7-Trans School: Hot Friend Visits
After some emails and wicked online chat, I convince my long-time fan, online friend, and regular idea contributor, Breezy to come and meet me in person on campus for some lesbian fun. I don't tell her about the BIG surprise until she arrives, but since she is a wild one up for almost anything it doesn't take long for her to enjoy the privileges of the school.

After a lengthy weekend of trans dick and teacher pussy, Amanda and I are invited to visit Breezy in Los Angels for a weekend... where I finally get Daddy's dick (yes that is what Breezy calls her husband during intercourse). Daddy pulling some strings we end up in J-Town (for Japan) in LA that evening, and have a closed-off location to ourselves where I finally get Daddy's dick (After years of online chat) and Breezy gets Amanda's dick again.

8-Trans School: Presidential Visit
Daphne Greene visits the school to give a speech while she is running for President, and she's invited to enjoy the charms of some of the Senior students, while I discover first-hand that her entire Secret Service security team is staffed by hot trans women who enjoy fucking the new teacher, and I learn there are some major perks to being the Bottom Slut around here.

9-Trans School: Halloween
A Halloween tradition is to bukkake the newest teacher, Penelope thrilled to not be her for the first time in years. Since Amanda and I are dating, Nicole decides to have two cum dumps for the spirited event.
After taking a couple dozen loads, the cum coated couple are drenched in cum as Lisa and Aya are the final two to unload.

10-Trans School: In Toronto
Amanda and I go to visit Tiffani during the Christmas holidays where we have fun during a flight delay in the members' only bathroom, I join the mile-high club and we meet Tiffani's hung trans girlfriend (Alexis set them up of course) and enjoy a family foursome and other fun nights during the holiday season.


11-Trans School: New Student
As the second semester starts a new student arrives... the daughter of the leader of Norway. After the Headmistress learns she is a virgin and takes her anal virginity, she sends her to me to get the Trifecta. I explain that a Trifecta is where I first give her a blowjob, then she fucks my pussy, and then she gives me anal.
She asks, Headmistress having likely explained the rules here, "And you'll do all of that however I want?"
"I'll be honoured to serve you however you wish," I tell her humbly before I learn behind her virgin exterior is a bossy bitch who gets what she wants (I was shocked she was an actual virgin based on her confidence, beauty and demeanour).
We then fulfilled the Trifecta.



After she cums in my butt, she asks, "So because you're a teacher and I'm a senior at this school, I can do stuff like this to you anytime I want, and in front of anyone I want?"
I explain, "Not exactly. Whenever class is in session nobody gets to have any sex, and anytime we're around any students who aren't seniors, we're required to dress and behave with absolute decorum. But after class, and when nobody else is around except seniors, teachers and other staff, you can do whatever you like with me or any other teacher."
"Amazing," she said, before she shoved her dick in my mouth... ass to mouth now something I regularly experienced... thus always making sure my asshole was clean... before we started round two.
12-Trans School: Mom's Visit
My sixty-year-old mom gets the personal school of Chateau Johnson High treatment... first from Headmistress Alexa of course.

13-Trans School: Nicole's Family
I became part of an incestuous orgy when Nicole invited her elder sister Carrie (who was attending a trans college... more about that later) and their mother to visit my room. I wasn't surprised to hear the mom addressing Carrie as Mistress, but was astonished to hear Nicole doing the same... so of course so did I. Mistress Carrie wrangled the four of us into a sex position she called 'the totem pole', where I hunkered down on the floor, she helped support her mom, who sat on my shoulders, and then Carrie stuck her dick in my mouth, while Nicole fucked their mom's ass.

The next day, my daughter's girlfriend comes for a visit while Carrie is still visiting and well... an orgy ensues... including my daughter getting a real raw double penetration. (PS: my daughter ends up interning at the school for the second term).

14-Trans School: Romantic Vday
On an intimate night with Amanda, we head into Los Angeles to a fancy restaurant where Amanda proposes to me... of course, I say yes. We then go to a musical and then to a lesbian club where everything goes... for example the 69 on the middle of the floor.

We then end up at a fancy hotel where we make love (twice)... I fuck her pretty asshole and she fucks me... climaxing with me riding her while staring into her hypnotic eyes.

15-Trans School: Senator's Approval
Due to my political background, only fictional, but well-researched I get to meet with Senator Smith to discuss politics and poli-cocks.

After taking two loads from the Senator and one from Headmistress Alexa in a marathon threesome, I was asked who my favorite senior student was. I answered it was sweet Lisa who I had to go find and have her clean me up (this was the reversal from a much earlier moment when I had to clean her up).

16-Trans School: Sister's Surprise
Having read all my stories including a couple where I bluntly write about my sisters, Headmistress Alexis decides to surprise me for my birthday with a big surprise. Of course, this leads to them discovering my secret fantasies, the school's secret code, their niece's new life and even mom's sexual awakening.
This leads to a wild weekend including my sisters getting initiated by the Headmistress, a birthday orgy with students and teachers, and an incestuous-charged family-only orgy... well with Amanda of course.

17-Trans School: Senior Swap Day
For one day, the teachers get to fuck the senior students.
I take Lisa for a ride.

Demand Aya dominate me.

And get a unique standing DP from my fiancé Amanda and Christine.

It wasn't until the end of the day that I learned 'Swap Day' actually meant I could FUCK them... with a strap-on when my daughter scolded me for wasting such an opportunity.
So I beckon Nicole thinking it would be fun for one day to reverse the hierarchy and be the one doing the fucking. She had gone the whole day not getting dicked as no other teacher was brazen enough to fuck her... but having seen her submissive side with her older sister I knew I could push her and once I had my stick buried up her asshole she got quite animated and even ended up in a threesome with my daughter and myself.


18-Trans School: Super Homecoming
Many famous alumnae attend the annual Homecoming Ball where... of course, since only Seniors, staff and alumnae are allowed to attend... everyone arrives dressed elegantly but slutty, and the gala event soon escalates into a massive orgy.

19-Trans School: Surprise Farewell/prom grad
I'm being transferred to become a professor at Chateau Johnson University (a university for female trans students only, with an all-woman staff... exactly like the high school), and I enjoy a few great farewell fucks almost all of them three-on-one or more and often kinky as fuck like: being fucked air tight and getting another bukkake... just to name a couple of things in the two-week long sex marathon I would experience and enjoy thoroughly.


One last surprise, like I hadn't had enough of them during my one-year tenure at Chateau Johnson High. I was interrupted in mid-class by my daughter who was completely naked, except for nylons, of course, and holding a strap-on. A surprise it was school hours, nor did I know her big news: she had been hired here to replace me and was officially the new bottom slut and I was the first to get to fuck her.
So, well, I broke the no sex during instructional time rule with Alexis's approval as she gave me a nod from the doorway, and fucked her. In front of my entire class... which, of course, led to a full classroom orgy.

This, of course, led to a full classroom orgy where the new bottom slut got an early preview of her fall initiation (although that would be with a whole new group of students then) and the two of us were gangbanged together.

Of course, we also took double facials too.

My last major event was a graduation train where I was bent over my desk and the graduates lined up to take their turn fucking me and dumping every single load in my pussy... before they headed to their graduation ceremony with their parents and family there. A graduation that would be normal as the fathers and other relatives would come to be there for their daughter's special day.



While my daughter, who stuck around, was entertaining some of the seniors with her three holes, I entertained some of my favourite students. As I got fucked and took loads all over me, the girls danced and sang to songs as they prepared for their big day.

Not that I didn't get some visits that night from a few families thanking me for my teaching. But I'll save those dignitaries and repeat visitors for the later release of this chapter in 2026.
20-Trans School: Trans University Prelude
A flashback to my hiring interview, where I'm thoroughly interviewed by the Mistress Dean, including sucking her dick and getting fucked while I'm answering questions, before the Dean does some serious deep probing to make sure I'm qualified for the job. She even invites her well-hung secretary in to finish the interview.

She then gifts me to the Valedictorian and her two best friends, who triple-team me and coat me with cum while other graduating seniors watch. Needless to say, I'm hired.

21-Trans School: Wedding Orgy
The year finishes with a wedding on a beach a three-hour drive from the school, where I marry... Amanda... who I've been dating throughout the school year (in between teaching, being a fuck toy for my students, and Bottom Slut to my colleagues).

After a lovely Beach Chateau ceremony, it's time to consummate the marriage. First up, I grab my big ten-inch strap-on to fuck my beautiful bride... the others watch for a couple of minutes before they too decide to have some fun. Alexis rogered Nicole; Sarah approached Tiffani and asked, "since we're family now," could she please fuck her, and my daughter happily agreed; Amanda's mom Akila climbed Aya like a tree, and her dad Yousef got it on with Penelope.

Then we relocate our party to that offshore gazebo, to get out of the pounding heat where its time for Amanda to turn the tables by fucking my pussy and then ass. However, in truth I'm still in charge while I sit on top of her and impale myself. Meanwhile Alexis allows her niece to plunder her which is a rarity; Sarah and Aya loft Penelope up into the air and DP her. Bottom Slut Tiffani thoroughly enjoys her role by hosting Lisa inside her mouth and Priya in her ass. Which leaves Akila to... believe it or not... ride her own husband.

22-Trans School: University
Or
Trans University (and perhaps a new series)
While discretion was very important at the high school as only legal seniors knew the truth, the university was different. On an actual island, the university was secluded and private. As such, the rules were different. There was still to be no sex during the lecture, academics were still very important, but how the professor (I loved being called professor... even if it was Professor Slut, Professor Cum Dump or Pet Professor... by the way, all professors were fuck toys outside lecture hours and always called by first name only like Professor Jasmine) dressed was usually very provocative and sometimes based on instructions given by any student prior to lecture hours.
Anyway, here is a brief collection of my first few days at work as a professor.
Amanda and I arrived on campus and after a marathon session with the Headmistress Dean and her secretary, we were settling into our extremely lovely new apartment when there was a knock on our door. It's the Valedictorian who graduated last spring (her name is Sukai) who apparently is staying to do her Masters in Anthropology, and she thought she'd drop by and welcome us to our becoming part of the college in the best way she knew how... a fun threesome. She fucked Amanda and me while I was wearing some new kinky attire we bought on our honeymoon in Italy.

Here is my first weekend initial gangbang where all the senior students have a go at me... here are just some of them as they work me over for hours.
PS: This is still early on in the day.
The pic shows Sukai (leaning against a wall) and Jennifer (sitting down) recovering from their exertions, Natalie fucking me, Reiko adding another load to my face, and Chiara patiently waiting her turn.

Being House Mistress of the Senior floor... although the title mistress is in name only, since by now I'm very proficient in doing whatever I'm told... the fuck lounge, as it was named, was where I spent many of my non-work hours. Wednesday's was corset day as you can see in this pic where I end up taking four loads in and on me.

Lastly, being on an island, where it was always beautiful outside, minus the odd rain, I often taught outside. This time doing a small group tutorial with a butt plug in my ass... as Sarah planned to have all four of them anally destroy me after class was done.

And this is just the first two weeks....
....
....
....
FINALLY, here is one final picture of me, typing up this story, as the amazing Amanda licks my pussy.
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Becoming a Lesbian Slave Ch. 06
Summary: Climax: Amber is finally brought down.
Thanks to Rosario Cardillo for pushing me into returning to this epic story.
And thanks to: Ohdave1 and Shuj for editing.
Note 1: In Part 1, Cassie is the owner of a New York bridal shop. Although in the past it's been very successful, recently its sales, and thus its profits, have declined severely during a recession. So she hires a young woman who has a stellar reputation for taking on failing businesses and turning them around into wildly successful ones. But she always demands total control of a business, at least temporarily, before she'll do anything at all for it. Cassie agrees to her terms in desperation, signs a contract, and from that moment on, even though within a week the customers and the money are flooding in, she watches her world falling apart, as the young woman (consistently referred to or addressed as Ms. Amber by absolutely everyone, far and wide) assumes iron control not only of Cassie's business, but also of her sex life, by training her to become a thoroughly submissive pet.
In Part 2, Cassie desperately tries to find her way out of her predicament, but instead, she falls deeper into submission, including becoming her secretary's pet, servicing a stranger at a hair salon, wearing a vibrating egg in public, and the surprising arrival of her mother accompanying Amber.
In Part 3, Cassie is worried her mother might get drawn into Ms. Amber's wicked ways, but she is surprised to learn her mother isn't who she thought she was... she is a dominant lesbian, and maybe, just maybe, she will have a solution to Cassie's predicament. In part to reintroduce herself to her daughter, one night the Mom takes her daughter to an upscale lesbian club called Le Cygne, where she learns to her astonishment that totally unlike her experiences with Amber, submitting to a Mistress can be delightful.
In part 4, Cassie submits to her mother in the lesbian club, and perhaps she finds romance with a beautiful limousine driver named Petra.
In part 5, Cassandra and her mom fly to meet Amber's mom and using a mixture of blackmail and seduction they turn her into their lesbian slave.
And now the next morning...
Becoming a Lesbian Slave Ch. 6
I knew I should be excited about getting my business back, finally defeating Amber, but I had been down this road before and each time I thought I had the upper hand it had backfired miserably... and I had paid the consequences each time.
So, while I had confidence in my mother, who seemed to have the same magical sexual aura as Amber, and brimmed with a similar confidence, I just couldn't get completely comfortable...especially with Amber's last texted threat that my mom was now in play.
Of course, Mom knew of this threat and we had a perfect ace up our sleeve with the seduction, domination and utter submission of Amber's mother Eleanor.
Yet, I was still nervous.
Things had blown up in my face many times before.
So, with cautious optimism, I walked into my office expecting to deal first with the full fury wrath of Amber.
"Where the fuck have you been?" Sophia, my secretary, asked, as I got out of the elevator.
"Good morning to you too," I greeted, smiling warmly, trying to hide my insecurities inside and also not give away any hint of what was to come.
While Sophia was a friend, she had become completely under Amber's spell and also took her new position of power gifted by Amber because of her obedience too far... as such I couldn't dare trust her with the plan.
"Seriously, Amber is furious," Sophia warned.
"She is always upset about something," I shrugged.
"Where were you?" Sophia repeated the question.
"Mom and I went on a day trip with no electronic devices," I answered, which was somewhat true. "It was quite liberating," I added, which was definitely true.
"Jesus, what's wrong with you?" she questioned, shaking her head at me.
"What do you mean?" I asked. "I can't remember the last time Mom and I spent a day together."
"I'm sure it was amazing, but you should have at least told Amber," Sophia said.
"I can't live my life totally around her," I said, "and neither should you."
She scoffed, "Do you remember what happened last time you got like this?"
"Got like what?"
"Cocky."
"I don't mean to be cocky," I said. "I just can't keep living on pins and needles."
"It's too late for that," she said.
"Well, I'll deal with the consequences," I said, "I'm not sure what else she can do to me that she hasn't already done."
"She is going to turn your mother," Sophia warned.
"My mother?" I questioned, acting like this was a surprise.
"Yes, she is going to punish you by turning your mother."
"I think my mom can handle herself," I said.
"Like you handled yourself?"
"That is uncalled for."
"Sorry," she said, softening her tone. "It's just Amber has taken over this shop and our lives."
"You're not as happy about it now?" I asked. "You seemed quite okay with it before?"
"It's gone too far," she said, tears beginning to roll down her face.
"What did she do to you?" I asked.
"I don't want to talk about it," Sophia said, the tears pouring out.
"Sophia, you can talk to me," I said, walking around the desk, pulling her up and embracing her in a big hug.
She cried into my arms.
"It's okay," I said.
"I'm so sorry for being such a bitch," she said, through sobs that made that sentence take some time to escape her lips.
"It's okay," I comforted. "Amber has turned us all into things we are not."
"But yet she has also turned us into what we are," she said, wiping tears from her eyes.
I laughed awkwardly, "I suppose there is some truth to that too."
"Regardless, she is on the warpath," she warned.
"I wouldn't expect anything less," I said, "but she has already taken away my shop, my pride and my dignity. There isn't anything left to take."
"Your mom."
"Oddly, I'm not really worried about that," I said.
"You should be," Sophia said. "As she fucked my ass she gave a detailed plan to dominate your mother and humiliate the both of you."
"I bet she did," I said, wondering actually what Amber's plan was.
"You got to warn your mom," Sophia stressed. "She doesn't deserve what is coming her way."
"I better give her a call," I said, giving Sophia one more hug. "Amber isn't here yet, is she?"
"No."
"Good," I said, before going into my office and to my desk.
I logged into my computer and started looking through recent e-mails and trying to get back into the routine of my business... which I hoped to have back very, very soon... since I didn't have to call my mom... she already knew Amber's plan.
I had to be patient though. Mom's plan was methodical and wouldn't begin until after lunch and that meant I would still have to deal with the wrath of Amber this morning.
I know it was pathetic, I know I shouldn't have been thinking like this, but as the nine o'clock hour passed and so did the ten o'clock hour, I began to feel a strange sense of disappointment.
Deep down, behind the facade of a strong woman was someone looking forward to one more domination... one more humiliation. I knew it was pathetic to think this way, to remotely want this, but my body continued to betray me.
I looked at the clock, 11:15.
I was supposed to make sure that Sophia was gone at lunch and text Mom when that occurred and if Amber was here.
Horny and hungry, I was thinking about taking a break and seeing if there was anyone at the lesbian glory hole when Amber stormed into the room.
"Bitch, where the fuck had you been?" she roared, as I got off the chair and dropped to my knees in a hurry, knowing I had to act like nothing had changed.
"Sorry, Mistress," I apologized, even as I felt a little wetness leak in my panties at just seeing Amber dressed in a sundress, heels and, of course, pantyhose.
"You didn't answer the fucking question," she said, walking to me and slapping me across the face.
"Mom and I went out of town for a day trip," I answered, having practised on the flight home the entire fake agenda yesterday.
"You went on a fucking day trip?" she asked, repeating my words. I always thought it was odd when someone asked a question based on the answer someone just gave.
"Yes, Mistress," I answered.
"And why the fuck did you not inform me?" she questioned, as she roughly grabbed my hands and pulled me up.
"Mom made it an electronics-free day," I answered, as she spun me around and bent me over the front of my desk. I quickly placed my hands on my desk but knocked over a bunch of files and pens.
"Are you fucking kidding me?" she asked, her fiery attitude still burning with anger as she flipped my dress up.
"Mom felt it would be good for me to de-stress and get in touch with nature," I said, a response I had practiced on the plane.
"Do you feel de-stressed?" Amber asked as she slapped my ass hard.
"I did yesterday," I replied as pain seared my ass cheek.
"And now?"
"A little less so," I admitted, as she slapped my other ass cheek.
"Because you only feel comfortable when you're a mindless lesbian bimbo fuck slave, isn't that right, Cassie?" she questioned, in full Mistress mode.
"Yes, Mistress Amber," I admitted, liking using that proper address. I couldn't explain it, but even in this humiliating situation, this punishment, I was excited and my pure submissive persona was taking control.
"You understand this betrayal will lead to your mother becoming a completely used fuck toy for my friends?" she asked. Another slap.
"Please, no," I pleaded, although I knew mom could take care of herself, "I just did as my mom asked. She needed it too."
"Why? Because she was already tempted by me?"
As another slap occurred, I answered, trying to give her a false sense of confidence, just as we practised on the flight home, "A little."
"A little?"
"Yes, Mom was quite enamoured with you," I lied.
"Really?" she said, quite easily manipulated because of her incredible ego.
"Yes, she said if you would have tried anything at the restaurant she wasn't sure she could say no." I continued to be Pinocchio.
"Well, that is delicious information," she said, suddenly caressing my ass.
"That is why she suggested the day trip," I added, wanting to make sure I got out all the information I was supposed to.
"Why, again?"
"Because she felt if she stayed in the city another day the temptation would be too great."
"Well," she said, moving around and to my desk, or for the moment still her desk, "that changes everything."
"It does?"
"Yes, while I'm not happy with your behaviour, I understand that listening to your mother is very important," she said, as she lifted up her dress, sat down, spread her legs and snapped her fingers.
I dropped to my knees, eager to taste that perfect pussy one last time, crawled around my desk, between her legs and immediately began licking. This is one thing I would miss. The taste I had become addicted to.
"I should actually call my mother," she said, as I parted her pussy lips and began probing her hole.
My eyes went wide. This was not part of the plan.
I asked, trying to distract her, and secretly looking forward to one more punishment, unable to detach myself from her the way I knew I needed to, "Are you going to punish me for being such a disobedient bimbo?"
"You want to be punished, don't you?" she asked.
"Yes," I admitted, both to distract her and because god my pussy was burning. I hated my weakness. I hated my absolute lust for this woman. Yet, today I could accept it as I knew it was part of the plan to calm her down and be oblivious to any change in me.
"Well, once I'm off the phone with Mom, I have a treat for you," she said, as she grabbed her phone and dialed.
Unable to stop that now and hoping my mom was ready for this possibility I resumed licking.
"Hi, Mom, how are you doing?"
I couldn't hear the response.
"I know, it has been too long," Amber apologized, not at all sounding like a mistress, but just a normal woman. "I've been quite busy."
Over the next few minutes, she said things like, "Yes, I should come home more," "I know work isn't everything," and "actually why don't you come to New York."
I couldn't help but smile at the irony that her mother actually was in New York and be a little relieved as it seemed her mother was not outing us... as I imagine my mother was right there making sure Eleanor was a good girl.
After Amber said goodbye, she looked down at me and ordered, "Now get me off, slut."
"Yes, Mistress Amber," I said, obeying her command as I accelerated my eager pussy pleasing, wanting to get her off, wanting to taste her cum one last time.
"You are one eager slut," Amber moaned.
"I love your pussy," I responded, feeling my pussy burn doing this submissive task, even as her delicious pussy taste danced on my tongue.
"I know you do," she moaned, "just like your Mom will."
"I can't imagine that," I said, even though not for the reasons Amber would assume.
"Oh, she will fall just like you," she confidently assured.
"Okay," I agreed, no point continuing the discussion and wanting to truthfully continue licking this sweet peach. While I wanted my shop back, and my life back, I would miss this unique pussy taste.
For a few minutes, I licked her pussy and attacked her clit until she grabbed my head, pressed my face roughly against her wetness and ground on my face... coming all over my face just a few seconds later.
"Stand up and bend over the desk, slut," she ordered, roughly pushing me away from her pussy after she finished coming... making me fall back onto the floor.
I stood up and bent over the desk, waiting for my punishment... whatever it was... perversely excited to be punished.
"You really want this, don't you?" Amber mused as she went to a bag she had brought with her.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, even though I wasn't sure what I was agreeing to.
"Tell me what you are," she ordered.
"A slut, a slave, a bimbo, a pussy-eating pet, an anal-taking whore," I listed off, each of these descriptions making my pussy burn... even as shame cascaded through me. I thought I could control these submissive feelings, I thought my mom's plan would allow me to deny this shameful lust and I thought my newfound relationship with Petra would give me the strength to regain the pride I once had.
"And you want me to fuck both your slut holes?" Amber asked, pulling out a strap-on harness that had two dicks.
"Oh my," I said, both of them ten inches long.
"Answer the fucking question, you dumb twat," Amber ordered.
"Yes, Mistress Amber, I'd love to have both my fuck holes pounded," I answered, the contraption quite intriguing.
"I'm going to use this exact toy in your mother," she said, taking off her dress and putting the harness around her waist.
I couldn't help but admire Amber's body. Yes, she was an utter bitch and that should have made her unattractive, but her body was pure perfection.
I didn't respond because there was nothing to say even as my pussy tingled with anticipation of the impending double penetration.
"Yeah, I'm going to turn your mother into a mindless fuck toy," she added, as she tightened the harness.
Still, I remained speechless... bent over.
She walked behind me, "While I forgive you for yesterday's disobedience and radio silence, you must still be punished."
"Yes, Mistress Amber," I nodded, as I could feel the dicks poking at both my vulnerable holes.
"So, there won't be any lube for this asshole of yours," Amber said, pushing her body forward and after a brief resistance in my tight rosebud the double dick slid inside both my holes.
"Fuuuuuuuuck," I grimaced, the lack of lube making my ass burn with excruciating pain.
"This is your purpose," Amber said, "nothing more than a fuck toy."
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, as I clenched my teeth as the combined dicks went deeper inside me.
"You like this dry-ass fuck?"
"I love it," I responded, knowing that was what she wanted to hear, even though the burn was intense.
"Yeah, you are my best fuck toy," she said, as I felt her body resting against me letting me know she was all in and I had twenty inches of cock combined in my two holes.
"Thank you, Mistress," I responded, trying to get used to this dick in my ass, while I was oddly flattered by the complimentary words I was her best fuck toy.
"Yeah, my mindless slut," she added, as she pulled out and slid back in.
"Oooooh," I moaned, the pleasure in my pussy combating with the pain in my ass.
"You want it?" she asked. "You want me to fuck both your pussy and ass?"
"Yes, Mistress," I answered, wanting to feel her pounding me and hoping some hard fucking would get my asshole adjusted to the unlined cock and my pussy's pleasure would consume the pain. "Please fuck my slut holes hard."
"Beg bitch," Amber answered, as she slammed the double duck in me.
"Fuuuuuck," I screamed, as the burn of pleasure and pain coursed through my body. "Please fuck your useless fuck toy, pound her shit hole dry, hammer her holes like a cheap slut and show her who is queen."
"That's better," she said as she began to fuck me.
"Oooooh, yes," I moaned, desperately needing to be fucked, be used. I didn't realize how much I missed this humiliation, needed this domination and craved this utter submission.
"Yeah, you missed this yesterday, didn't you, Cass?"
"Yeah, Mistress, my holes are empty without you," I replied, as she pumped both of them smoothly and fully... the pleasure beginning to override the pain.
"I'll be putting a tracker in your phone from now on." She said, "I own you and I come before anyone including your soon-to-be enslaved mother."
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, thinking that wouldn't matter because her reign as queen was almost over, yet as the pleasure of the double dicking rose inside me and I succumbed completely to my dark submissive nature apparently pushing away the more romantic pleasure I experienced with Petra, I began to think of warning her of mom's plan. Letting her know we had her mother.
"Yes, you want me to seduce your mother, don't you?" she asked, her hands were firmly on my hips as she slammed into me deeply with each forward thrust.
Part of me deep down did want to see my mom submit to Amber, part of me wanted my mother to understand how I fell from grace, so I played along, desperately trying not to reveal the truth, "Maybe."
She pulled out, a popping sound echoing when she did, "Answer the fucking question right now?"
Needing those dicks back in me, I responded without hesitation, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" she asked, slamming hard back into me and then back out again.
"Yes, I want you to seduce my mother," I declared.
"And make her a cunt slave?"
As she slammed into me and back out again, driving me absolutely crazy with desperate lust, "Yes, make her a cunt slave, Mistress Amber."
"And a three-hole fuck toy?" she continued the relentless nasty talk and the incredibly mean deep dive and pull out.
"Yea, fuck all Mommy's holes with your dicks," I responded, controlling the growing desire to let her know that her mom was already a three-hole fuck toy.
"You nasty bitch," Amber purred with a wicked laugh, "who the fuck sells out their mother so willingly?"
"I do, Mistress, I do," I answered, as she resumed fucking me. "I'll do anything to please my Mistress."
"You'll help me turn your mother?" she asked.
"Yes, anything," I agreed, so overwhelmed with growing pleasure, my orgasm imminent, that I wasn't thinking straight.
"God, I'm going to make you two family fuck toys," she said, hammering my holes.



"Yes, yes, yes," I agreed, smiling a little at the fact that if Mom completed her plan the exact opposite would be true. So, I hoped my mindless agreement wouldn't come to fruition.
"Come, my double penetration bimbo," she ordered.
"Thank you, Mistreeeeeeeeess," I screamed, as my orgasm hit me just a couple deep rough strokes later.
"Such a useless twat," she said, as she rested deep in me as I quaked uncontrollably.
I didn't respond, I just remained bent over and enjoying the aftermath of pleasure.
I felt her doing something as she rested entirely in me before I felt her move away but the dicks stayed in my holes.
"You'll stay like that until I return," she instructed, as she reached into her bag and pulled out a small trinket.
A moment later, both dicks, in both holes, began vibrating making me moan. "Ooookay,"
"Your punishment is just getting started," she said, as she began to leave.
"When will you be back?" I asked.
"When I fucking get back, you dumb cunt," she answered, walking behind me and slapping my ass hard.
"Enjoy yourself," she said, before walking out.
I remained there for a few minutes in total obedience, before I let out a soft moan-sigh. Thank God I was able to control myself and not let out the plan to flip the script. I needed this over today, as it was obvious I couldn't actually control myself when with her. Her power over me was all-consuming and as soon as I taste that heavenly pussy and my own pussy begins to burn I am utterly incapable of rational thought. I loved that humiliation and I hated that I loved it.
In case she walked back in, I remained bent over as these two toys stimulated both my holes with varied vibration patterns and reached for my phone.
I called Mom.
I explained what happened, I explained how close I was to revealing the truth and explained my current situation. She told me she and Eleanor were on their way and to continue to obey in case the bitch returned.
A few minutes later, as I continued to stand there, being teased relentlessly by these two dicks, Sophia walked in.
"Do you need to get off?" Sophia asked.
"I do," I admitted, the constant vibrations really driving me wild.
"A two-dick strap-on," she said, "that is new."
"Yeah and it really fills you up," I said.
"Want me to eat your pussy or fuck you?" she asked.
"Fuck me, I'm supposed to stay bent over like this until Amber returns," I said.
"She won't be back until 1:30 as she has a lunch date," Sophia said, as she moved behind me.
"Oh," I said, thinking it was likely just after twelve.
"But your mom will be here soon," she said, as she put the harness around her waist.
"What did she tell you?"
"Not a lot other than to find out when Amber would be in the office and to come in here and help you out," Sophia said.
"Okay," I said, looking forward to getting fucked again.
"Why is your mom coming here?" Sophia asked. "You did warn her about Amber's plan, didn't you?"
"She knows," I moaned, as she began to slowly fuck me.
"And she is still coming here?" Sophia asked.
"Yes," I said, wanting to trust Sophia, but not completely able to. I couldn't leave any risk, no matter how small, open to not let this plan come to fruition. My utter weakness this morning reminded me how incapable I am of controlling myself when Amber is around. If this didn't end today, I would be her slut forever and likely like it.
"You understand she is walking right into the lion's den?"
"Yes."
"And you're not worried she will end up like you?"
"Somewhat."
"Somewhat?"
"Right now just please fuck me, I need to come so bad," I begged.
"You want it hard?"
"Yes, please, Sophia," I moaned, "hammer both my holes."
"Okay, this double dick is quite empowering," she said, as she began slamming into my pussy and asshole simultaneously.
"Yes, fuck me. Give me both those fucking cocks," I begged wildly, my second orgasm which had me brimming in constant purgatory began to rise rapidly.
"You like being my slut, don't you, boss?"
"I fucking love it, Mistress," I responded, having not put any thought into the relationship the two of us would have once I had my shop back. She had betrayed me, but I understood. She too had been completely poisoned by the power of Amber.
"Yeah, I Iove having my own pussy pleasing fuck boss," she said, as she slammed hard into me, her words adding to the euphoria spinning inside me.
"Harder, fuck your boss slave harder," I begged desperate to have both my holes absolutely destroyed and my orgasm explode inside me.
"Beg, boss slut," she ordered, both of us seemingly enjoying the employee-boss reverse hierarchy.
"Please, Mistress, fuck my holes with your big fat cocks," I begged. "Use your boss like the bimbo boss bitch she is."
"Fuck, that's hot," she said, as she continued slamming into me hard and fast.
"Don't stop, don't stop, oh fuck, yes, yes, yes, fuuuuuck!" I screamed, as my second orgasm of my newest submission ripped through me.
She kept pounding my two holes throughout my second orgasm which allowed the pulsating pleasure of the orgasm as well as the vibrating double dicks to last longer than usual.
Finally, she pulled out, a loud popping sound echoing as she did, and said, "Shit, your asshole is gaped wide."
I trembled as a gush of cum leaked out of me and created a puddle on the floor.
"I hate that I need this," I said.
"I hate that I allowed myself to get drawn into such twisted submission too," she said. "But...."
"But what?" I asked.
"It did awaken a side of me that had been dormant for a long time," she said.
"It awoke a side in me I didn't know existed," I laughed awkwardly, still bent over.
"And a new sexual preference," she added, as she moved to the desk, moved some of my shit, wiggled her body to be right in front of me, spread her legs and offered, "for example, your love for pussy."
"True, I had never even considered the fact that pussy could taste so fucking good," I admitted, perforce I moved my face to her pussy and began licking.
"I never considered having my own pet boss," she moaned, as I parted her very wet pussy.
"You know, I think you're enjoying that part a little too much," I said.
"Oh, no matter what the future holds," she said, as her hands gently went into my short hair, still hating this new bob the bitch had made me beg, "our relationship will continue."
"Our relationship?" I asked, looking up from between her stocking-clad legs held up by a sexy lace garter-belt.
"At work, you will still be the boss, but in our sex play I'll be the boss," she explained.
"I can live with that," I agreed, enjoying Sophia's raw domination and her delicious pussy. She could, I hoped, be able to keep my need to be dominated alive without having to rely on Amber.
"Now eat my cunt," she demanded, "I need to come pretty bad."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, resuming licking her sweet-tasting pussy. For sure, one positive of my past disaster was the discovery of the amazing taste of pussy.
"Good girl," she moaned and then for a good few minutes there was just her soft moans and the slight sounds of my hungry lapping.
Eventually, as her moans increased, she got verbal, "Yes, right there, suck my clit, don't stop. Yes. Don't stop! Oh fuck, yes, yes, yes!"
Her cum gushed into my open mouth and I savoured her delicious pussy juice.
I didn't stop lapping up the luxury of a woman's feminine unique cum until she gently pushed my head away. "If you keep going I'm going to pee on you."
I stopped and smiled playfully, "So that is where the limit is?"
"Oh, I'd piss on you in a heartbeat," she wickedly said, "just not where I could stain the carpet."
I wasn't sure I wanted to be peed on, but suddenly I wondered what it would be like.
She seemed to notice, "You're wondering what a golden shower would feel like, aren't you?"
"Maybe," I shrugged, my shame of what disgusting things I would do no longer an issue.
"Good to know," she said, as she moved off the desk. "But fuck do you eat pussy well."
"Thanks," I said, as she picked up the still buzzing harness from the floor and slid it back into my two holes.
"Just in case Amber comes back early," she said, as I moaned once again.
"Fuck," I moaned, my well fucked holes instantly beginning to burn again.
"I need to go for lunch," she said, as she walked out and I remained bent over like some cheap slut.
"K, bye," I said, as I just closed my eyes and allowed the double dicks to resume teasing my poor pussy.
About ten minutes later, wanting to get fucked again, Mom walked in with Eleanor.
"What are you doing?" Mom asked, even though I had told her my predicament earlier on the phone.
"Mom," I moaned, "I didn't want to disobey Amber in case she came back before you got here."
"My daughter did that to you?" Eleanor asked as I saw she was in a dress and black nylons and had a collar around her neck and mom was holding a leash.
"Yes," I answered, "after she made me eat her pussy, she fucked my holes until I came and then left this in me vibrating and told me to remain in this position until she returned."
"I've never seen one of these before," Mom said, as she moved behind me and began fucking me with it.
"Ooooh, Mom," I moaned, a third orgasm begging for release.
"And it vibrates," Mom said sounding impressed. "Does my baby girl need to come?"
"So badly," I responded, as she fucked my holes by holding the harness in her hands.
"Eleanor take off your dress," Mom ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Eleanor replied, already very well trained... revealing she was only in thigh highs and nothing else.
"Eleanor knees," Mom ordered, even as she fucked me.
Eleanor wordlessly obeyed.
Mom then pulled out the double dick and ordered, "Clean off both these dicks."
"Mistress, I," Amber's mom began to speak before the dick in my ass was suddenly in her mouth in a wickedly twisted ass to mouth and I briefly saw the collar said 'slave'.
"So, here is the plan," Mom explained, as she slowly face-fucked Eleanor. "I will be at your desk, slut here will be under the desk eating my pussy and you will be waiting in the bathroom."
"Okay," I said, even as I remained bent over.
"First, grab the outfit I brought for you," Mom said. "And the strap-on too."
"Okay," I said, finally standing straight up and feeling quite empty without those two massive cocks in my pussy and ass.
"Go in the bathroom, change into the outfit, put the harness on and wait until I beckon you," Mom said.
"Okay," I nodded, even though I was still quite horny.
I walked to the door as Mom tugged the leash and led Eleanor to my desk. I watched as Mom had Eleanor crawl under my desk, and Mom opened her legs and instructed, "Not a word until spoken to, just gently lick your Mistress's pussy."
"Yes, Mistress," Eleanor responded.
Mom looked at me and smiled before I went into the bathroom and changed into the more dominant all-black lingerie and put the harness on with a big strap-on. It felt strange to be the one wearing the dick.
It was about twenty minutes later when Amber walked into my office.
"Oh, Barbara," Amber said, clearly startled to see my mother at my desk and not me bent over it.
"Hello, Amber," my mother greeted, I'm assuming with a smile since I frustratingly was in my bathroom and couldn't see a thing... but could clearly hear every word.
"Where is Cass?" Amber asked.
"Here name is Cassandra," my mother corrected. "I know this because that is what I named her after she came out of me."
"Yes, well I call her Cass," Amber said, her tone shifting from surprise and polite, "Do you have a problem with that?"
"Actually, I do," Mom responded and then shifted the change in tone as well as she continued "She has a name for a reason. I don't call you Am or Ber or bitch, do I?"
"Excuse me?" Amber asked, sounding very surprised by my sweet mother calling her a bitch.
"Bitch," Mom repeated, "it could mean a dog in heat or an absolutely terrible woman and more often than not the definition fits the person for both."
"Are you calling me a bitch?" Amber asked, sounding both shocked and angry at once.
"Not yet," Mom said, all business, not letting her emotions get in the way. "On another note, I wouldn't alter your mother's name from Eleanor to Elle, would you?"
"What did you just say?"
"I hope I won't have to repeat everything I say twice," Mom sighed, not dramatically, but in the same way she had spoken to me my whole life letting me know when I asked a stupid question or had annoyed or disappointed her. "I wouldn't call your mother Elle. That would be an insult to her god-given name chosen by your grandparents."
Mom said all this while keeping a calm tone which was super impressive based on my interactions with a Mistress before the Le Château Club and Mistress Beth.
"Why the fuck are you talking about my mother?" Amber asked in a full rage.
"Just giving an example of your disrespect to mothers," Mom answered, still not at all fazed by the words and I assume the death stare she must be getting from Amber. That stare weakened my resistance pretty quickly as I clearly didn't inherit sexual strength from my mother.
"Do not fucking talk about my mother ever again, is that fucking clear?" Amber roared, in full pissed-off dominating mode. "Not one fucking word."
"So, I should use the word Eleanor?" Mom playfully clarified. "Or Elle? Or wait, a perfect nickname for your mother like you gave my daughter, how about Elly?"
"Enough, I said," Amber demanded, as she slammed both hands onto the desk... hard.
"What if I told you I knew your mother?"
"Pardon?" Amber asked, her furious anger weakened just a bit.
"I really do have to say everything twice with you my child, don't I?" Mom condescendingly answered before repeating, talking slower as if Amber was dumb. "What if I told you I know your mother?"
"There is no way you would know her."
"Then how did I know your mom's name is Elly?"
"Don't you dare call her that."
"Elle?" Mom asked, really pushing my hopefully soon-to-be ex-Mistress.
"It's Eleanor," Amber said tersely.
"And my daughter is Cassandra," Mom clarified.
"The difference is your daughter is my slave, my pet, my slut, my personal fuck toy," Amber listed, trying now to turn the tables on my mother. "If you are here you must have seen her bent over my desk with two dicks in her sloppy pussy and gaped asshole."
"I did," Mom nodded, at least in my head she nodded, she liked to do that, "and by the way a rather impressive toy."
"I'm happy you like it because I plan to use it on you," Amber said.
"That may be fun," Mom said, as I imagined my mother actually enjoying getting double fucked since she loved sex... perhaps one of the craziest things I discovered about her in all the crazy-ass shit I have recently learned about her secret past and wicked present. "But what if I was to say your Mom was my slave, my pet, my slut, and what did you say last, my personal fuck toy?"
"I told you not to mention my mother again," Amber said, as I peeked around into the office to see Amber walking around to my mom. "Is that Cass under the desk eating you out? Jesus, you're even more twisted than your useless daughter. Get out from under that desk you fucking degenerate."
Mom didn't say a word, she just rolled her chair back, tugged at the leash in her hand and allowed the big reveal to announce itself.
Eleanor sheepishly, slowly crawled out from underneath the desk.
This was, without a doubt, the most satisfying moment in my many attempts at bringing Amber down.
"Mom?" Amber asked in utter shock... her tone for the first time I could remember not being in control.
As instructed, Eleanor was not to speak unless spoken to directly by one of her two new Mistresses.
"You have my mother on a fucking leash?" Amber snapped, her shock shifting to anger in a heartbeat.
"Well, she is my pussy pet," Mom explained as she stood up and led her pet out. "So a collar and leash seemed appropriate."
"How did? Mom, I? How did this happen?" Amber said, going to grab the leash.
"You're not the only one with the power to seduce, Amber," Mom said, pulling her hand holding the leash away, just as Amber's eyes went wide at the fact her mother had a butt plug tail in her ass.
"You're treating my mother like a dog?" Amber asked, although her tone was of incredulous shock and not really a question.
"Why, yes, she is my pet," Mom explained, as if the answer was obvious. The entire time Eleanor was speechless, but her cheeks burned with shame.
"Give me that fucking leash, you bitch, if you know what is good for you," Amber threatened.
"That juvenile wanna-be Mistress threat is not going to work on me," Mom continued this masterful class of getting under Amber's skin.
"Do you know who the fuck I am? What I did to your daughter? What I could do to you?"
"What do you think you could do to me?" Mom asked, the furious tone and threats again not fazing my mother, whose tone never changed once during this conversation so far.
"End you."
"Like kill me?" Mom asked, her tone changing just a little.
"End your reputation."
"And what do you think a retired woman of my vintage has for a reputation?"
"I could out your daughter."
"I could out your mother."
"Excuse me?"
"Whatever you think you can do to my daughter, I can do to your mother," Mom pointed out, still giving a masterclass in the power of a true Mistress. God, I envied her natural power.
"I don't think so," Amber said, but her tone was weaker, clearly she was trying to ponder her next move.
"I know so, Amber," Mom said. "The charade is over. It's time the adults get back to work."
"Are you saying I'm not an adult?" Amber asked, this seeming to bother her more than the reality her mother was naked and on a leash.
"I think I made that pretty clear."
"Do you know the success I have had saving businesses?"
"Yes, and truthfully, it's quite impressive," Mom responded. "Now just imagine if you did that without the need to humiliate and sexually dominate the women you are trying to help."
"It's a dog-eat-dog world out there," Amber said.
"Well, if that's the case you're the bitch in heat and I'm about to put you in your place," Mom wickedly said.
"I'd like to see that," Amber scoffed, although her bravado was nowhere near her earlier rage... there was the slightest hint of doubt as she looked down at her mom.
Mom didn't respond as Amber turned her attention to her mom.
"And Mom get off your fucking knees, you are embarrassing me," Amber demanded.
"You may speak slave," Mom said to Eleanor.
"Slave?" Amber asked, her tone one of anger and perplexed surprise.
"Yes, you ungrateful brat," Eleanor spoke, while remaining on all fours.
"Excuse me?" Amber asked, shocked by her mom's mean words.
"You heard me," the mother continued. "What you did to Mistress Cassandra...."
"Mistress Cassandra?" Amber asked.
"Yes, Mistress Cassandra," Eleanor continued, "and don't interrupt when your mother is speaking, is that understood?"
"Yes, Mom," Amber said, finally someone able to shut her up.
"Don't be shy in this company, you can address me in public here in front of Mistress Barbara as you do me in private."
"Mom, I...."
"Try again."
"But, I...."
"Strike two."
Amber let out a long dramatic sigh before she whispered, looking ashamed and little for the first time since I met her, "Mommy."
"That's better," Eleanor said. "You have been an insolent, selfish, greedy, insensitive asshole, taking advantage of other women and stealing their livelihoods."
"I don't take their...."
"Mommy is still talking," Eleanor said, clearly on a roll and quite impressive. "And your selfish actions have put your mother in a very complicated and awkward situation."



"I can fix it, Mommy," Amber promised, no longer looking like the power Mistress she was but reverting to a child.
"Oh, you will fucking fix it," Eleanor stressed. "You will fix all of this."
Mom, who had remained silent as she watched Eleanor do exactly what she was instructed to do, but in even a more believable way than I could have imagined, snapped her fingers and Eleanor said, "Sorry, I need to eat Mistress Barbara's cunt now thanks to your bullying."
"Mom, I didn't mean for you to get involved in this," Amber said, as she watched in awe as her mother moved her face between her own slave's mother.
"You see Amber, this all ends today," Mom said.
"Oh, you wait until I get your daughter in here," Amber threatened.
"She has been here the whole time," Mom said, "come out honey."
I walked out of the washroom oozing with confidence in this sexy dominant lingerie and ten-inch black dick.
Amber laughed, "You dumb cunt, do you think that outfit can change your true nature?"
"No," I answered, "I'm a natural submissive and an all-out lesbian and I have to thank you for that discovery."
"But it's time to reclaim my business and my life," I said, as I moved to her mother and bent down behind her.
"Don't you dare fuck my mother, slut. You are my slave," she threatened.
"Amber," Eleanor spoke up from between my mother's legs, "all three of my fuck holes are available to be used by my two mistresses and remember it's your fault your so-called slave fucks my pussy or asshole."
"Mom," Amber said, as she watched me pull the butt plug out of her mother's ass.
"Mistress Cassandra you can plug either my pussy or asshole as your mother already fucked both good and generously lubed me up for your dick," Eleanor continued.
"Mom," Amber repeated.
"You turned me into this," Eleanor finished, as I slid my dick into her gaped inviting asshole.
"Yes, Amber, you did this," I repeated her mom's message.
"You fucking bitch," Amber roared, moving to me and yanking me out of the asshole I had just slid into.
"Amber you are only going to make this worse for yourself," Mom said, her tone still calm, cool and collected.
"This is over," Amber declared as if she had any power in this situation.
"For you it is," Mom said.
"Do you really think you can win this?"
"It's already won," Mom said, even as she continued to allow Eleanor to continue eating her pussy. "The game is over. The match done. Check fucking mate."
"I don't think so," Amber said, grasping at straws and still believing she had any control in this situation.
"Slut, tell, your daughter what you want?"
"I want Mistress Cassandra to come slam that big cock back in my asshole," Eleanor replied, as I moved back behind her and did just that. "Oh yes, fuck my ass, pound my butt and show my disrespectful daughter how she turned me into a lesbian plaything."
"But you like it, don't you, my slut?" I asked, feeling my inner Mistress growing inside of me.
"All of you stop," Amber demanded.
"Your mom isn't doing anything she doesn't want to," Mom said.
"Cass get over here and eat my pussy, right fucking now," Amber demanded, even as she snapped her fingers just like mom had earlier.
"Sorry, but I have a new Mistress, don't I Mommy?" I answered as I slammed hard into Eleanor's asshole.
"Oh fuck, give me that dick in my shit box," Eleanor moaned, "show my daughter what her actions turned me into."
"My actions?"
"Yes, they blackmailed me into being their sex slave," Eleanor answered, between laps.
"How did they blackmail you?"
"Does it matter, Amber?" Mom asked. "The tables have turned. I'm in charge now. So get out of your dress and drop to your knees."
"I don't think so," Amber said, actually crossing her arms and giving that look that usually got her her way.
"Get on your fucking knees, Amber," Eleanor demanded even as she kept licking Mom and taking it like a champ in her ass.
"Mom," Amber began, then corrected herself, "Mommy, I can't. This would ruin me."
"Like you ruined Cassandra and me," Eleanor asked, as she turned her head to look into her daughter's eyes. "I'm eating pussy and being sodomized for revenge of your bad choices."
"You seem to be liking it," Amber said annoyed.
"Are you fucking serious?" Eleanor snapped. "You think I wanted to be turned into a lesbian? A pussy muncher? A slut? A three-hole fuck toy?"
"No, Mommy, I didn't mean that," Amber corrected, clearly realizing she had lost complete control of the situation.
"Your insensitive actions have turned me into a fuck toy cum slut," Eleanor said.
"Mom, I'm sorry, that was never the intention," Amber said, softening.
"You never were one to think of the consequences of your actions," Eleanor moaned, as I gave her some solid anal back shots... a massive rush of adrenaline cascading through me at the turning of the tables.
"Cassandra help our newest slut with her dress," Mom ordered, ending the mother-and-daughter discussion.
"Yes, Mommy," I replied, pulling out of Amber's mom's ass and walking over to the dazed and slightly defeated former Mistress.
"Don't you dare," Amber said, her cruel tone still in there when talking to me. "If you don't stop this I'll release videos of your daughter in compromising situations," Amber threatened, just as Mom predicted she would.
"If you do that, I'll release videos of your mother doing compromising things," Mom countered, "including some that declare who she is and who you are with three loads of fresh cum on her face from some generous hotel staff while she is double penetrated by two of the maids."
"Oh, that is hot," I said, not at all knowing about what had transpired in the morning.
"Shut up, slut," Amber said to me in her usual cold tone before turning her attention back to the moms.
"Get that dick back in my fucking asshole, Mistress Cassandra," Eleanor demanded with a sexy urgent desperation to it.
"Mom!" Amber repeated.
"Sorry, your mother is an insatiable dirty ass slut," I said, slapping Amber's ass and returning behind Eleanor's gaped hole and sliding back in.
"Yes, fuck my shit hole, show my fucking bitch of a daughter the consequences of her actions," Eleanor moaned loudly, clearly enjoying the consequences.
"Mom, stop enjoying it," Amber demanded.
"She can't," Mom said, "because of you, I've awakened her inner submissive slut and she will do anything I tell her to."
"Barbara, I...."
"Anything, so be careful what you say next," Mom threatened, "she is completely under my spell."
"What did you do to her?" Amber asked, a growing sense of concern in her voice.
"The same thing you did to my daughter and all your other victims," Mom said. "Seduce and destroy."
"Yes, Mistress slam that cock up my asshole, use my hole like you have wanted to use my bitch daughter," Eleanor wickedly said.
After a slight hesitation and perhaps the beginning of resignation, my ex-Mistress's face in utter shock, Amber said, trying to hold onto whatever imaginary power she felt she still had, "We can work something out here."
"Yes, we can," Mom moaned, as Eleanor kept eating her pussy while I hammered her from behind.
"Good, good," Amber said, my mother giving her just the slightest glance of hope that she would slam almost as quickly.
"You can take off your fucking dress, get on your knees and submit to your two new mistresses right fucking now," Mother answered as she explained the terms.
"I can't do that," Amber said.
"That is the only deal on the table if you want to save your mom from years of humiliating situations," Mom said.
"Doesn't Cassandra submit to you?" Amber asked, actually using my full name for the first time in longer than I could remember.
"Yes."
"So, you commit incest?"
"Perhaps."
"I'll out that," Amber said, yet another grasping-at-straws desperation move.
"Oh, you dumb bitch, you really don't get it, do you?" Mom sighed dramatically, implying just how unintelligent Amber was.
"Do not call me dumb," Amber said.
"If you can't understand the plight of the situation you are in then you are dumb," Mom said. "I hold all the cards, I have all the power, I literally own your mother and have regained control of my daughter, plus...."
"Plus, what?" Amber asked, trying to hold onto control, but I could see it fading in her eyes and tone.
"I have friends in government, high up in government, and they have assured me the paperwork you had signed can disappear in a heartbeat and you can be up on a variety of ethics charges that include jail time," Mom placed the hammer down.
"Then they would learn about your daughter?"
"I told them about my daughter. You already ruined her life. She has nothing left to lose." Mom continued. "A little humiliation that can be covered up quite easily when you know the right people."
"And who do you know?" Amber said, her facial expression showing her concern.
"A lot of people," Mom moaned, "but it goes as high up as Senator Greene."
Amber didn't speak.
I was shocked by this knowledge. The Senator was a presidential hopeful.
"Now for the final fucking time," Mom said, her tone really shifting for the first time in the conversation, "get out of that dress and get on your fucking knees."
"Now obey your new mistresses and let's get this punishment over with," Eleanor said, even as she began bouncing back on the dick in her asshole, as my mother stood up. "So get out of that dress and get onto your fucking knees."
"Mommy, I...." Amber began one last protest.
"Right fucking now before I come over there, put you over my knee and spank that ass," Eleanor threatened and that threat sounded quite believable and hot. Being a rather meek woman throughout this Amber ordeal, my mother and perhaps her daughter's attitude had really awakened a side in her I doubt she even knew existed.
Finally, out of words, the harsh reality of her predicament finally grasped, she silently pulled the dress up and off over her head.
While I was thrilled to be free of the submissive chains that had been placed on me by Amber, I still couldn't help but revel in the beauty of her body.
Mom walked over to Amber and the two Mistresses looked each other in the eyes. At first, neither made a move before Amber wordlessly lowered herself before my mom in what was without a doubt the most thrilling thing I had ever seen.
"Good girl," Mom purred, as she looked down at Amber on her knees.
Amber didn't say a word and now avoided looking at any of us.
"Look at me when I'm talking to you," Mom ordered, being a complete master at this domination thing.
Amber did.
"This can work two ways. You capitulate to me without hesitation and obey every order I or your other new Mistresses gives you."
"Other Mistresses?" Amber questioned.
"Well, obviously my daughter, but also Sophia," Mom added, as she called out, "Sophia come in here."
"Yes, Mistress," Sophia said, walking in and closing the door.
"You can take the rest of the afternoon off and join us," Mom said.
"I'll just go and put up the closed for the day sign and be right back," Sophia said, looking at me and smiling.
When the fuck did mom have time to seduce Sophia? Jesus, she was like the goddess of seduction.
"Oh fuck, I'm coming Mistress," Eleanor screamed, just as Sophia left as she collapsed forward and her body shook uncontrollably and allowed the beautiful gape I had created to be in view to all.
"Shit, you gaped that ass good, baby girl," Mom said approvingly.
"Thanks, Mommy," I replied, beaming with pride.
Wanting to show my domination side and impress Mommy more I ordered, "Now come and suck your ass juices off my dick, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Eleanor agreed weakly, still enjoying the intensity of her anal orgasm, as she crawled in a 180-degree circle and took the wet cock just out of her asshole in her mouth.
"Mom, don't," Amber pleaded.
"Did you not make my daughter do such disgusting things?"
"Yes," Amber admitted.
"Yes, what, you dumb twat?" Mom wickedly responded, verbally humiliating Amber.
"Yes, Mistress Barbara," Amber corrected, clearly humiliated.
"So, I only gave you option one," Mom said, as I watched Eleanor bob on my dick and clean up all her ass juice. I have to admit being on the giving instead of receiving end of humiliation was a completely different angle.
Amber didn't respond, seeming to still be trying to process a way out of her predicament... just like I had once had.
"So option one is a reality for you today," Mom clarified, "we are going to give you a taste of your own medicine."
Sophia returned and asked, as she got out of her clothes, "Mistress, is there any extra strap-on for me?"
"In the duffel bag," Mom said, pointing to a duffel bag.
"Actually," I interjected, "why don't you grab the one you fucked me with?"
"Ooooooh, fun," Sophia agreed, walking over and grabbing the harness from the floor.
"So, back to option two," Mom continued, "you can legally give back all the businesses you have stolen and continue doing the job of rebranding businesses, which you are really good at it turns out, but ethically corrupt. By the way, there is nothing wrong with having sex with business partners, actually it's a great way to seal a deal, but you will not manipulate vulnerable owners to give up ownership."
"Can I fuck her?" Sophia asked, moving towards Amber.
"My daughter gets to fuck her first," Mom said.
"Actually, let me have that double dick," I said, after getting this offer.
"Okay, let's swap," Sophia suggested.
I pulled out of Eleanor's mouth and slipped out of the harness as Sophia did too.
We swapped harnesses as Mom continued, "Option three, you quit this business and disappear. After, of course, giving back all the legal rights of the businesses to the owners you stole from."
Amber finally spoke. "And you will leave my mother alone?"
"We won't humiliate her anymore," Mom said.
"I want to be their sluts, Amber," Eleanor spoke, "they have awoken a side of me I didn't know existed anymore."
"But we won't put her in any position she doesn't willingly want to be a part of," Mom said, "nor will we post the videos of your mother in a few very compromising situations. Which, by the way, I expect every copy of any incriminating evidence you have on my daughter or any of the other victims of your scams."
"I made them successful," Amber said, grasping at straws.
"I know, like I said, you are actually good at your job," Mom said, "which is why I think you should choose option two. You can do great things for small female business entrepreneurs. But just don't take advantage of them."
"Okay," Amber agreed.
"Okay, what?" Mom said, as I finished tightening my harness and grabbed for the lube.
"I'll take option two," Amber said.
"You understand I will oversee your business to make sure you keep your word," Mom clarified.
"You will?" Amber asked, as expectations kept being added.
"Yes, I won't intervene at all," Mom assured, "unless you decide to break our agreement."
"I won't," Amber assured, as I walked over with my double-dick toy well lubricated.
"Good, now get on fours like a good puppy," Mom instructed.
"Please, I have agreed to all your conditions," Amber pleaded.
"Get on all fucking fours right now so you can feel the humiliation I first felt when I was forced to submit because of your unethical business practices," Eleanor said, crawling over to be right beside her daughter.
"Yes, tit for tat," I said, pushing her from behind until she fell forward on all fours.
"Fuck my daughter's holes, Mistress Cassandra," Eleanor encouraged, then looked at Sophia, "and you come fuck me. I need a dick in my asshole again."
"Your mother is a natural ass slut," my Mother commented, as I pushed forward and after a little resistance and an adjustment the two dicks slipped inside Amber.
"Oh my God!" Amber screamed, obviously used to being the giver in this situation and not the receiver, even as a massive rush of adrenaline coursed through me.
"Don't worry, baby," Eleanor said, as Sophia bent behind her and slid her dick easily in the gaped back door. "Once you get used to it you will love it."
"It hurts," Amber whined.
"You've never been ass fucked?" Mom questioned.
"Noooooooo," the ex-Mistress whimpered, as the entire dick that had already been in my two holes were now in hers.
"So, let me get this straight," Mom continued, "you sodomized my daughter and other women but you have never experienced it yourself?"
"No," Amber admitted, as I sensed she couldn't believe the burn in her ass and the strange pleasure in her pussy as the two dicks created conflicting sensations inside her... at least that had been my experience.
"You understand being an actual Mistress means much more than just telling someone what to do, don't you?" Mom continued her questioning as she pulled out a strap-on herself.
"I never thought about it that way," Amber answered, as I was suddenly resting deep in both her holes.
"Are you thinking about it now?" I questioned, firmly holding her hips as I bucked my body forward even though I was already buried deep in her.
"Yeeeeeeeeeeeees," she screamed, as I assumed I created intense pleasure and pain simultaneously.
"A mistress is not just about power," Mom explained. "It's about understanding your pet's needs, giving her the structure required to explore her submissive nature and to always feel safe within the boundaries you create."
"Did you do that with my mother," Amber questioned, as I began to slowly double fuck her.
"Not at first, but your mother was originally an end to a means," Mom admitted, "but I have become quite fond of her the last twenty-four hours and see her full submissive pet potential."
"Thank you, Mistress, I'll be a good slave," Eleanor moaned, as Sophia pounded her back door.
"You see, Amber," Mom continued as she tightened the harness around her waist. "I own you now."
"Oooooooooh," Amber moaned, as I continued slow smooth strokes in and out of her. "I'm sorry, Mom."
"While I'm not happy with how this transpired," the mother replied, "I wouldn't have it any other way."
"You see, Amber, you accidentally brought me closer to my daughter and let me reveal my secret truth," Mom said, as she moved her eight-inch dick in front of Amber's face, "and perhaps the same will be true for you and your mother."
Mom didn't wait for Amber to be allowed to reply as she slid the dick in Amber's mouth and began slowly face fucking her. "But for now, let's triple-team this bitch, baby girl."
"Yes, Mommy," I agreed, as she moved her hands towards mine and we did an Eiffel Tower position where he rested on each other's hands for balance and began roughly using the bitch's holes.
Her moans got louder.
Her mother's moans got louder.
I discovered giving is a lot more work than receiving.
Eleanor encouraged me. "Give my daughter the rough fucking she gave you. Punish her. Destroy her asshole. Make her your bitch."
These nasty words humiliated Amber in a whole new way I could never do. She moaned as she was sodomized, yet you could also tell she was crying.
I should have felt bad, but the utter humiliation and degrading I had endured took away any sympathy I would usually feel.
"Oh yes, fuck my asshole," Eleanor moaned, as it sounded like she would reach her second anal orgasm.
"Let's make this bitch come," Mom said, as she moved her hands to Amber's head and began to skull fuck her.
I returned my hands to her hips and furiously hammered her holes from behind, sweat dripping down my body with this insane physical workout. I wasn't going to lie, while getting revenge was sweet, I definitely preferred being the one doing the receiving.



"Yes, fuck my daughter, fuck her hard, make the bitch cum like the whore she is," Eleanor moaned, just before her second titanic crashing orgasm hit her.
Mom pulled out of Amber's mouth and she ordered, "Stop fucking our slut."
"Yes, Mommy," I obeyed like the good Mommy-pet I was.
"Nooooooo, keep fucking me I'm so close," Amber desperately pleaded, with utter lust and frustration breaking in her voice.
"Beg to come, bitch," Mom ordered.
"Oh please, let me come, Mistress, I need it so bad," Amber responded with no hesitation and a dripping of desperation as she wiggled her ass on the dicks still lodged in her.
"Because you are Cassandra's slut?" Mom questioned.
"Yes, I'm Cassandra's slut," Amber willingly acknowledged... saying anything to get me to resume pounding her holes.
"A bimbo slave for Cassandra," Mom added.
"Yes, yes, I'm Cassandra's bimbo slave and will do anything she orders me to," Amber agreed.
Mom walked over to my desk, grabbed some papers and brought them to her, she placed them on the floor, dropped a pen too, and ordered, "Sign over my daughter's shop back to her."
"Okay," Amber nodded, grabbing the pen and quickly signing the paper. "now please fuck your slut's pussy and ass, Mistress Cassandra."
"Fuck the shit out of her," Mom said.
"Yes, Mommy," I nodded, as I resumed fucking my former mistress, this time using every ounce of adrenaline and muscle I had to fuck her to orgasmic bliss.
"Oh yes. Fuck. Oh God, shit," Amber babbled.
"Come my slut daughter," Eleanor ordered, watching her daughter get thoroughly double penetrated.
"Oh, Moooooooooommy," Amber responded as her orgasm hit and her body quaked uncontrollably. I didn't slow down as she moaned like a bitch on heat.
About a minute later, my pussy on fire with this role reversal, I pulled out of both her holes, and pushed her onto her side, as I quickly got out of the harness, rolled her over with my feet and sat on her face. "Now eat me, my pet," I ordered.
"Shit, she does have a dominant side in her," Mom said, as she moved behind Sophia and slid her dick in her.
"But she is still a submissive at heart," Sophia moaned, as her pussy was filled.
"You can't change that part of a person's natural persona," Mom agreed, as she fucked my secretary as I sat on Amber's face who, after a brief hesitation, began licking without being told what to do.
"Come over here, Amber's mom, let me taste the MILF pussy," Sophia moaned, as my mom gave her smooth back shots.
"Can I lick you too, while Mistress fucks you?" Eleanor asked.
"I'm sure we can make that happen," Sophia said, as Amber's mom moved to them, rolled onto her back, and awkwardly slithered her way under Sophia.
"That's hot," I said, a moment later as Sophia bent down to lick the spread legs of Eleanor while Eleanor licked Sophia while Sophia had her pussy pounded.
"Look at us, baby girl," Mom said, "both of us with our own pets."
"Thank you so much, Mommy," I moaned, as Amber licked my pussy quite well and I could feel my orgasm rising from the rush of sexual adrenaline.
"I'll always look after you, baby," Mom responded.
Then for a couple of minutes there were just the sounds of my mom fucking Sophia and the moans of Sophia, Eleanor and myself.
Finally, I was about to come, so I ground on Amber's face and said, "Get ready to be baptized my slut."
"Oh fuck, harder," Sophia moaned, close to orgasm myself.
I watched as Mom obliged the request giving her furious back shots.
Sophia quit trying to eat Eleanor's pussy and instead lifted her head up, placed her hands on Eleanor's legs for support and I got a great look at her face as she begged and then came.
"Oh yes, Mistress, fuck me. Don't stop. Don't stop. Yes, oh yes, oh fuck. Yeeeeeeeee!" She screamed.
I remained on Amber's face enjoying her lapping of my pussy juice and having a moment to enjoy finally breaking free from her.
A good couple of minutes later, Sophia rolled off Eleanor and said, "This Momma needs to come."
"Hey, this bitch needs to come," I smiled wickedly, finally ending my lengthy face sit.
"Eleanor, do you want your own daughter pet?" my mother asked. I looked down at my new pet's pussy coated face as her eyes went wide.
"Um, fuck it, if you use your daughter," Eleanor shrugged. "Amber get over here and eat Mommy's pussy."
"Mom, I...." Amber began to speak and likely point out the incestuous obviousness, but was cut off.
"Crawl over between your mother's legs right now, Missy," Eleanor demanded in a firm voice that sounded like a mother scolding a daughter.
"But it's incest," Amber pointed out as she rolled off of her back and onto her knees.
"You planned to make my daughter and I commit incest, did you not?" Mom asked, as she went to her duffel bag.
"Yes," she admitted, not yet moving, "but that was different."
"How so?" I asked, no longer scared of her as I looked at her broken soul.
"Because it wasn't me," Amber answered.
"Well it is you," Mom said, returning with a collar that she placed around Amber's neck and then added a leash.
Amber didn't say a word even as her already red cheeks burned more.
"What does it say?" I asked.
"Pussy slut," Mom answered, as she tugged the collar and Amber wordlessly crawled towards her own mother's spread-out legs.
"There is nothing like eating the forbidden fruit of the woman you came out of," I said, thinking of just how delicious my mother's pussy is and how exhilarating it was to taste it that first time.
"Yes, come taste my forbidden fruit, pussy slut," Eleanor ordered, as it seemed the hierarchy had officially been flipped as Amber went from top bitch to pussy slave even below her mother.
Now between her mother's legs, Amber looked into her mother's eyes, possibly wordlessly begging to change her mind, but Eleanor ordered, just as Mom moved behind the bent-over bitch, "Eat your Mistress Mommy while our beautiful Mistress fucks you."
"Pussy or ass?" Mom asked.
"Asshole," Eleanor chose, as she grabbed her daughter's head and pulled her deep into her pussy, "since she has been such an asshole for so long."
"Fair enough," Mom laughed, as she slid her dick into Amber's asshole and the new bottom bitch moaned from the anal insertion.
"That's it, baby girl, time for you to get back to the basics," Eleanor moaned, as Sophia and I both watched the threesome.
"Well, now what?" Sophia asked.
"Well," I said, grabbing the papers from the floor and looking them over, "things go back to normal."
"I hope not completely back to normal," Sophia smiled, as she leaned in and kissed me.
"Well, not back to normal, normal," I replied.
"Good, because I did like having my own boss pet," she said, as she put her hands on my shoulders and gently guided me back to a very familiar position.
"And I like having a secretary who knows all aspects of her job," I replied before adding, "and knows when it's time for my snack."
I then started licking her pussy.
Over the next few minutes as I serviced Sophia and her moans slowly increased having just come not too long ago, there was a variety of wicked talk where I couldn't see, but listened to intently.
"Yes, daughter slut, lick Mommy's pussy," Eleanor moaned loudly.
"Harder, fuck my asshole harder," Amber begged, clearly having gotten past the initial humiliation of eating her mother.
"Tell me how much you love Mommy's cunt, my daughter slave," Eleanor demanded, clearly enjoying the brief moment where she wasn't the bottom bitch.
I wasn't sure what I was expecting, but she responded, "I love your pussy, Mommy."
"Because what are you?" Mom asked, as she hammered the ex-mistress's asshole.
"An incestuous slave," Amber answered, as she kept licking her mother with eagerness, as I took a brief break to get a look at what was happening.
"More," Mom questioned.
"A dumb bitch who is now bottom fuck toy," Amber added, describing exactly what she now was to us.
"More," I added.
"A selfish bitch who deserves to be used by anyone, anytime," Amber said, before lifting her head up, turning her eyes to me and saying, with a loud moan as Mom was really giving it to her, "I'm sorry."
"Don't worry," I said, "unlike you, we don't plan to ruin the rest of your life."
"But we plan to use you whenever we wish," Sophia added.
"Because you can do great things for women," I said, wanting her to continue using her magic touch to help women entrepreneurs like she had me... just minus the sexual slavery.
"Thank you," she said before her mother grabbed her head.
"I'm not done dealing with you, young lady," her mother said, shoving her daughter roughly back to her pussy and beginning to grind on it.
"That's a good idea," Sophia said, as she grabbed the back of my head, pulled me easily into her oasis of juice and began grinding on my face.
"Oh yes, don't stop, baby slut," Eleanor moaned wildly, as I kept my tongue extended and just allowed my secretary to use my face to get herself off.
Eleanor came first, bellowing, "Get all Mommy's cum, slut."
The term 'Mommy' just sounded so hot bellowing out of Eleanor.
It wasn't much longer before Sophia gifted me her cum... and then not long after that when Amber screamed as she received yet another anal orgasm.
When Sophia moved away from me, she grabbed Amber's dress and lay it on the ground. She then grabbed the leash and led her to the dress, "Lay your head on it."
"Okay," Amber said, as she obeyed.
"Time for me to do what you did to me," Sophia said, as she straddled Amber's face and ordered, "open that big fucking mouth."
"Please, I'm so sorry," Amber pleaded.
"Now, you dumb cunt," Sophia ordered rather viciously.
Amber did and immediately was being used as a human toilet as Sophia pissed in her mouth and all over her face.
Seeing a golden shower live was hot and kind of the ultimate humiliation of the once-in-control bitch... yet it made me wonder what that would feel like.
"Anyone else have to pee?" Sophia asked once she had soaked Amber's face.
"I do," Eleanor said, as she walked over, just stood over her daughter, and urinated on her.
Amber was mortified.
Amber was humiliated.
Amber had hit rock bottom.
I should have felt bad for her, and perhaps a little bit of me did, but this is what revenge looked like.
Mom, who seemed a little surprised by the golden shower situation, ordered, once Eleanor had unleashed her bladder on her own daughter, "Amber go clean up, the day is still young."
"It is?" I asked, feeling we had accomplished everything we had set up to do.
"Yes, she has more women to beg forgiveness from and tonight we are taking her to the Le Cygne Club to be the community fuck toy," Mom said.
"What is the Le Cygne Club," Eleanor asked, as she moved away from her urine-coated daughter.
"A lesbian club," I said.
"An exclusive lesbian club," Mom corrected.
"Can I come?" Sophia asked.
"Now or there?" I teased.
"Both," Sophia played along, "although you do have a four o'clock meeting."
"I do?" I asked.
"Well, Amber did, but since she is clearly not in a situation to do so and you are again the boss it should likely be you."
I looked at the clock. It was 2:30.
"Well, I better get decent," I said. "Who is it with?"
"Clammendine," Amber said, as she got off the floor.
"Clammendine?" I repeated, they being the biggest up-and-coming wedding dressmaker in France.
"Yes, we were meeting to be the only supplier in New York," she said.
"No way," I gasped.
"She really is good at her job," Mom said.
"Shit, I can't do that meeting," I said, suddenly nervous.
"Why don't we do it together," Amber said.
"We should likely clean up," I joked.
"And I will need a new dress I think," she laughed awkwardly dripping of pee as she looked down at her never to be worn again urine-soaked dress.
"Okay, Sophia quickly go and get Amber a new dress, something in red, that really makes her stand out," I said.
"You should wear something in blue," Amber said, "it will be a good contrast."
"I have a few choices in my closet here," I said, having always kept a variety of outfits here depending on the occasion. "This meeting is online I assume?"
"Actually, they will be coming here," Amber said, "I am way more effective in person and they were already here to meet boutiques in Boston this morning.
"Holy fuck," I said, now frantic. "Could someone have told me this earlier?"
"Sorry, things got out of hand here," Sophia said.
Everyone cleaned up.
The toys were put away.
New attire was retrieved.
We all were dressed to impress a good ten minutes before they were to arrive.
Amber said, being a completely new woman, "You can do this."
"I don't know," I said, quite nervous. This would be the biggest possible deal we could ever earn.
"Let's do this together," she said, actually squeezing my hand.
"You're okay with all that just happened?" I asked.
"Okay, is a strong word," she awkwardly chuckled, "but I definitely understand the impact of my past actions."
"Through it all, you have somehow helped my business thrive," I said.
"Yeah, that is what I do," Amber said, just as Sophia walked in.
"They're here," Sophia said.
"You got this," Amber said, giving my hand one more squeeze before Sophia invited the Clammendine team in.
Epilogue:
We got the deal.
We celebrated by going out for dinner with them.
We then ended up at Le Cygne Club for a long wild night where Amber was initiated as the club bottom slut for a night, with her mother, while I got to spend some time with Petra and Mom found a few cute pets to play with.
In a dozen hours, everything had changed... and as I watched Amber and her mom, side by side, each eating pussy while getting fucked, and two pretty young Asian girls were eating my mom's pussy and sucking on her tits while Petra and I visited, each being dined on by submissive college coeds... I couldn't help but think I finally had it all.
The end
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Grandpa's Lap: Backseat Santa
Summary: Sitting on Grandpa's lap leads to many sexual revelations.
Note 1: This is a Holiday Season 2024 story so please vote.
Note 2: Someone had mentioned there are no grandpa lap stories and I felt it was time to rectify that omission. So, for Christmas, I put Grandpa into the hot seat. I hope you enjoy. I promise you he does.
Note 3: Thanks to Small_Island, OhDave1 and Shuj for editing.
Grandpa's Lap: Backseat Santa
"Do I seriously have to be an elf?" I asked, still not believing my mother had volunteered me to assist my grandfather at a charity event.
"Yes," she said, annoyed by my constant complaining. "If you don't want to do it, go and tell your grandfather that."
She knew I would do anything for Grandpa, and would never say no to him, but this was possible social suicide. I sighed. "You know I can't say no to Grandpa." While this was always true because my grandfather was such a wonderful man, it was especially true in this situation, when he'd be returning to his role as Santa after a two-year hiatus following my grandmother's death... the love of his life.
"I've never been able to either," she said in a pensive tone that I took to also be related to thinking about her own mother. For many years, my mom had alternated playing the elf with my aunt, and a couple of female cousins. This year she was taking on her mother's old role as Mrs. Claus.
"Fine, but if anyone I know sees me dressed like this..." I stopped to look at myself in the mirror. The outfit was way too small on me in the first place... the skirt so short it would definitely get looks. But it was the green pantyhose and hat that really made me look ridiculous. "Well...I'll never forgive you."
"You look adorable," she said, with a motherly smile, as she looked at me in the hideous seasonal outfit.
"Yes, every eighteen-year-old wants to be called adorable," I said.
"Well, your outfit is a lot better than the one I am wearing," she countered. In some ways this was true, as the old-fashioned dress, white wig, and glasses made her look significantly older than the forty-three she was.
"Maybe," I half-agreed, although, if I were wearing her costume, at least I might not be recognized by people who did know me.
"Plus, because you're taller than me the costume is as short as the usual outfits you wear," she pointed out.
"Now is the time you approve of my attire?" I questioned, shaking my head.
"Not approve," she said, "just pointing out it isn't much different from your usual fashion choices."
"I hate you," I said in what had become an almost automatic, mostly jokey response to any criticism from her about my wardrobe or behaviour. Any real ill feeling being strictly based on not liking her having me dead to rights on the costume length issue. I did like to wear outfits that showcased my long legs and since, as an ongoing act of teen rebellion, I usually chose not to wear panties, there was often the risk of exposing my naked ass. Of course, beyond tweaking my mother, I also liked the freedom of going commando... especially if it meant I could just flip up my skirt for a quick fuck on a date or to compel my good friend and lesbian pet, Mary, to eat me out.
"Oh, you love me," she said in rote response to what had become a bonding ritual between us. We'd had a few rough years when she'd sent my dad packing back when I was 14 but we'd gotten past it and were quite close now, especially since my brother had left for college.
"I tolerate you," I responded, the term I always used in this situation.
"Yeah, yeah." She waved her hand dismissively at me.
"And these pantyhose even have a hole in the crotch area," I pointed out. When I'd discovered it, I'd thought it would be a cool idea for quick, easy access to my pussy on a date... but now it was just something I was going to have to be careful about at a Christmas fundraiser at the children's ward at the hospital.
"What? They ripped the hose?" Mom snapped. The 'they' she was referring to were one of Mom's cousins and his family who had filled in for Grandpa and us the last two seasons. While Grandpa wasn't up to playing Santa himself while grieving Grandma's loss, the family tradition of supporting the children's ward was too long-lived to let it fall aside.
"Do you have another pair?" I asked.
"Do you know how hard it is to find green pantyhose?" she said. "And besides, we don't have time. Is the hole really big?"
"No, I guess not," I groused.
"I always wear green panties with them anyway," she offered, "didn't you choose a matching pair?" I decided it might not be the right time to announce I was sans panties. But, since I actually had a couple of pairs in various shades of green, I considered rethinking my commando approach. But then Mom squelched that idea.
Looking at the clock, she said, "Oh, we really need to get going, we still have to pick up your grandfather."
"Pick him up? I thought he was meeting us there?" I said, as I scurried after her as she hurried to her car.
She said, "He texted me while I was packing the car and said the garage needed to keep his car another day to fix some problem, so, he's riding with us."
I stopped and stared in wonder through the car windows. It was jammed full with all the raffle items and kids' presents.
"Sorry," said Mom. "I had a couple of tall, potted plants and could only fit them on the floor in front of the front passenger seat. You'll have to sit in back behind me."
I opened the rear door on the driver's side and saw that the whole center and right side of the rear seat were covered with packages. "How are we even going to fit Grandpa in here, there's barely enough room for me?" I questioned.
"We'll make it work," she said, as she slid in behind the wheel. As I got in behind her, she said over her shoulder, "Look at everything back there and see if you can think of how things could be rearranged."
"Okay," I said doubtfully, taking in the carefully constructed pile that almost went all the way to the ceiling. Unfortunately for this situation, Grandpa didn't live very far away, and I hadn't come up with any solutions by the time we arrived to find him already waiting outside in his Santa suit. It really was a high-class-looking suit, although hanging a bit baggy since Grandpa was actually still a very fit and dynamic man. He was holding some kind of small bundle with straps that I guessed he would stuff inside the coat for his belly when the show began. I got out of the car, went over to him and gave him my usual close, heartfelt hug... he and my now-in-Heaven grandma were by far the two family members I was closest to after Mom.
He held me out at arm's length and ran an appraising eye up and down my green-clad frame. "I can hardly believe you fit in that outfit," he chuckled, "but you look great."
Mom had joined us on the sidewalk and looked at me with a critical squint to her eye. "Well, I'm not so sure anymore that she does fit in it," she mused.
Although just a short while ago I'd been arguing against the costume, I naturally had to go counter to her opinion now. "It fits perfectly fine," I said, wiggling my ass at my strait-laced mom.
"Mandy," she said, shaking her head.
"Girls will be girls," Grandpa said, as we walked around the car. "Don't even get me started on the outfits your mother wore when she was your age."
"Mom, did you dress scandalously when you were a teenager?" I questioned with a mocking tone.
"Dad, look what you did," Mom sighed.
"Well, just saying, you are kind of the kettle calling the pot black," he said.
"Well, Mother," I said, "I think we need to have a chat."
"For the record it was the nineties and things were different," she said.
"You're grasping at straws," I teased as I opened up the rear door and exposed the mess inside to Grandpa.
"Dad, I didn't realize how much stuff we had in the car, and I can't think of any easy way to rearrange things in time. Would you be okay to just have Mandy sit in your lap?"
"I told you how much stuff we had," I pointed out, even as I considered her solution to the problem.
"That's fine," he said, "it will get me warmed up for the long night ahead. Ho, ho, ho."
"I'm a little bigger than most of the kids," I pointed out.
"Have you seen some of these young kids these days?" he countered. "I think their parents are raising them on potato chips and soda pop." As my mother and I laughed, he slid into the seat, squeezing his soft belly bag between the top of the stack and the roof. Oh, well, that should make it less likely to fall over on us, I thought.
Then he turned to me and patted his thigh. "Slide that little butt on in here," he said with a surprisingly roguish tone, I laughed again, not really bothered about having to sit on my grandpa's lap, as I still often snuggled up against him on the sofa when watching movies together during my visits to his condo a couple of times a month.
However, as I went to get on his lap, it became glaringly apparent that my skirt was indeed quite short. I tried to hold it against me but there was no way he didn't get a peek at my green pantyhose-clad ass and probably realized I had nothing on underneath since they were more sheer than one might expect for green elves' stockings.
As I struggled to wiggle my way in with some semblance of lady-like movement, he finally just took a firm grip on my waist and positioned me on his lap.
As I settled, my eyes went wide as I realized there was a significant lump pressing directly against my butthole. Was I sitting on something hidden in the folds of Grandpa's costume... or was I sitting on Grandpa... on his dick?
Mom closed our door, then got into the driver's seat and started the engine. She laughed as she said, "Get comfortable."
When she pulled away from the curb, the sudden movement drove me deeper into Grandpa's lap and I began processing the reality that yes, I had a semi-hard dick pressed up against my asshole, that it seemed to be a quite large dick... and that it belonged to my grandfather.
If it hadn't been my grandfather, just one of my fuck buddies, with his strong hands controlling my hips and his dick seemingly growing harder beneath me, I likely would have found a way to get that dick into my pussy through the convenient hole in the pantyhose. Of course, right there in the car, I'd blown a guy in an Uber before, hadn't I?
Actually, I'd always been turned on by exhibitionist sex and to fulfill that kink, I'd had Mary eat me out in a changing room at a Victoria's Secret, been fucked in a coat closet right off the main room at a house party, and even jerked a guy off in a movie theatre (he came all over my hand, and I'd licked it clean right in front of him). The idea of backseat sex with others in the vehicle was suddenly intriguing and exciting. And truth be told, maybe even more so because it was my grandfather back there with me, not to mention my mother up front.
So perhaps it wasn't surprising that my pussy betrayed me as it tingled when my grandpa's dick, his seemingly big dick, pressed against my privates.
The next shock came when Mom swerved suddenly, causing my position to shift so that the pressure moved to my taint and the bottom of my gash and then Grandpa's dick flinched. I couldn't help but moan ever so slightly out of shock and pleasure.
"Sorry about that, you okay?" Mom asked, as she rolled up to a red light.
"Yeah," I responded, as my grandpa's dick flinched again. The first time I thought it was a coincidence but two in a row had me confused... and even more confusingly... turned on.
"Good, get comfy, according to the GPS we have a twenty-minute drive," she said.
"Twenty minutes?" I asked, thinking it was a ten-minute drive, fifteen minutes max.
"Looks like construction," she said. "Probably going to be some bumpy roads and single lanes."
When Grandpa's cock flinched beneath me again, pulsed like some large snake getting ready to uncoil, I thought this time it couldn't be an accident.
"Okay," I said, getting turned on by this surreal situation. I mean my grandpa was a good-looking man still, a silver fox one of my friends had said after declaring he was hot. And I did find older men attractive, having fucked one of my friend's dads who really gave me the fuck of my life and treated me like a whore (which I didn't know I liked until he called me names and just plain used me). But Grandpa was in his sixties and well... my grandpa. And while I may be a bit of a kinky girl, incest seemed a whole other level of kink with far more serious repercussions.
As if some incestuous Cupid was stirring the pot, we suddenly hit a bump on the road and his cock pressed right against my pussy as his hands on my hips held me in place, making me moan again.
"Sorry," Mom said, "I didn't see that bump."
"All good," Grandpa said, his dick again flinching directly on my increasingly wet pussy. Was I going to leave a wet spot on his Santa suit?
"Yeah, it just startled me," I said, although I was referring to Grandpa's raging hard-on pressed against my pussy... only his Santa suit preventing something really inappropriate from happening.
"I'll try to be more alert," Mom said, "but I gotta warn you, the road ahead looks a little rough."
"We can handle it," Grandpa said, as he again flinched his dick and gave my hips a squeeze.
Shockingly turned on, and my naughty persona coming out, I decided two could play this game. If he was going to tease me, I would tease him.
"I'd better get a grip then," I said and grabbed the roof handle above the door with my left hand and put my right on the corner of Mom's seat back. With this leverage, I moved my hips back and forth to feel his dick rubbing my pussy, although as I teased him, I realized I also teased myself... I had to bite my lip to control another unexplainable moan.
Grandpa responded with three rhythmic cock throbs right against my pussy.
Not to be outdone and not thinking logically as my pussy burned, I responded in sexual Morse code by grinding my pussy back and forth on his crotch three times.
This time he groaned slightly, but not loud enough for Mom to hear over the radio that was playing 'Summer of 69'. I realized she'd tuned into a classic rock station that was playing songs from Grandpa's young days.
My sweet grandpa, who had apparently grown crazy horny after living alone for two-and-a-half years since Grandma passed, upped the ante, apparently taking my playful teases as real signals of permission, and moved both his hands to my nylon-clad legs.
When I didn't move his hands away, giving non-verbal permission, he slowly began to caress my legs... any chance of all this being innocent coincidences fading as his hands slowly moved up my thighs and under my skirt.
So, turned on, even though he was my grandfather, I moved my left leg over his, which spread my thighs apart, inviting him to continue his inappropriate meandering under my suddenly rather conveniently short outfit.
His cock flinched again as his hands began ever so slowly rolling my skirt in on itself. I looked up in sudden panic but realized that Mom couldn't even see my face in the rear-view mirror if I didn't lean over to the right, and because we were directly behind her, she certainly couldn't see what was going on in our laps. I couldn't believe this was happening. I couldn't believe I was allowing it to happen. I couldn't believe I was getting so turned on. I seriously was wanting his hand to touch my pussy as I spread my legs even a little bit further in clear invitation.
As we rolled to another red light, Mom said, "You two are pretty quiet back there, you still doing okay?"
"Yes, sweetheart, we're doing fine," Grandpa spoke for just the second time, even as his fingers exposed the gusset of my pantyhose, putting him ever closer to my needy pussy.
"Yes, Mom, doing just fine," I agreed, trying to communicate to Grandpa that I was good with what was occurring behind my mother. "It's much more comfortable than I expected. Just relaxing and taking in the scenery, I guess."
"That's good," she said, as she started driving again. Grandpa indeed took my response as formal permission to really cross the line, and his right hand swept across the front of my crotch, quickly finding the open hole in my last line of defense. He took his left hand and lifted it up to my left breast and squeezed. Looking at the rear-view mirror again, I realized that Mom really couldn't see what was going on on the left side. Grandpa used his strong grip on my tit to pull me back against him. I could feel his hot breath on my neck as he took control.
Although I was so young, I'd always been strong-willed and that had continued right into my first sexual encounter as an adult. I'd racked up a number of encounters since then (some might say a shocking number, I prefer a confident number) and had always been in control during sex (except, of course, for that whole whore-to-my-friend's-dad episode). Now, however, I was completely under Grandpa's spell as his fingers rubbed my clit after finding the suddenly really convenient hole in the pantyhose. After a few seconds he moved a finger directly to my pussy lips, their juicy wetness making it very clear what I thought about my own grandfather molesting me.
I desperately tried not to moan and alert Mom to the incestuous act taking place right behind her as Grandpa began to finger me. Alternating between opening me up with his fingertips and using a fresh coating of my slime as lube for rubbing my throbbing clit, Grandpa showed digital skills I'd never felt under another man's hands.
He was having trouble getting deeper, though, because of our position and my pantyhose gusset and it was getting frustrating for both of us. His tit-squeezing hand moved to my crotch, and he gave a loud stage cough off to the side to cover the sound of nylon ripping. I almost came right then. Instead, I began swiveling my hips to grind harder against his cock and try to help his fingers fuck me even deeper. Unfortunately, it only seemed to be making me crazier in frustration and I let out a little whine.
"Still good back there?" Mom asked, as my noise came out just as a song finished playing and commercials came on.
"Fine," I said. "I think Grandpa and I are just finding it hard to get in a comfortable position." I thrust again at his fingers to let him know I was enjoying this but was a little frustrated by the lack of more penetration.
"Yeah, maybe we need to adjust positions," he suggested, pulling his finger out and moving his hands to my hips.
"Should I pull over?" Mom asked, just as Grandpa lifted me off his crotch and gently pushed me to his right and forward, so my head suddenly stuck between the two front seats, causing Mom to twist her head and look at me in surprise. I gave the best shrug I could while grabbing the corners of the seatbacks and putting pressure on my right foot on the floor as I strained to hold my butt up off Grandpa's lap.
"No, no no," Grandpa said, almost sounding like ho, ho, ho. "The kids are counting on us; we can't be late. How much time do we have left?"
Bizarrely, this irked me. Not the not stopping, I knew that was a bad idea. But the fact Grandpa seemed more concerned with the little kids who'd soon be sitting on his jolly Santa lap rather than the grown granddaughter sitting on his horny Grandpa lap.
"Yeah, still says fourteen minutes," Mom informed us.
"Don't speed or anything," Grandpa said, "just get us there safe and in one piece."
"Will do," Mom said, smiling crookedly at me in my predicament.
"Umm, Grandpa...?" I said, really wanting to get out of this awkward position and back on his lap. Although now that I was all twisted and didn't have his fingers inside me, my mind was clearing and my common sense returning, reminding me just how wrong this was.



I didn't have time to put more thought into this before Grandpa announced, "Okay, I've readjusted myself; I think we'll both be more comfortable now."
Pressing on the seatbacks, I twisted and looked back to find that his 'adjustment' had been to pull his cock... his big, fat, hard cock out of his fly. It was poking up obscenely and it appeared he'd laid a white handkerchief around it, like some kind of napkin. My eyes went wide and then his hands were on my hips, pulling me back towards him and onto his amazing-looking dick.
I couldn't help but let out a moan as his fat knob split the lips of my soaking wet pussy.
I expected Mom to say something, but fortunately, she'd turned the radio up to listen to the news that had just begun. My moral reasoning faded as quickly as it had come as I dropped my pussy completely onto Grandpa's dick, easily the biggest I had ever seen in person, let alone had inside me.
Grandpa whispered in my ear, "Ride me, baby girl."
He had always called me, 'baby girl' and Mom, 'sweetheart', but hearing him say it in this completely inappropriate situation enhanced the fire already burning inside me.
"Yes, Grandpa," I whispered back, as I moved my hands to the top of Mom's seat and began slowly riding him.
Grandpa caressed my back as I quietly moved up and down on his dick.
When Mom suddenly reached up and twisted the rearview mirror toward us, I froze with her father's cock buried in me to his balls. "Were you guys able to get comfortable?"
"Oh, yeah," I smiled. "This position is way more comfortable."
"Good, I was worried it would be an awkward ride," Mom said.
"Actually, it's been a surprisingly smooth ride so far," Grandpa said, obviously able to see Mom's eyes in the mirror just as I was. I was starting to wonder about the twinkle in her eyes, when her father began pulsing his fat cock inside of me and all my thoughts returned to my pussy.
"Well, except that bump," Mom joked, finally adjusting the mirror back into place so she couldn't see our faces.
"Yes, except that bump," I agreed, biting my lip as Grandpa fucked me with short, upward thrusts. It wasn't a hard pounding like I would have liked, but the fact we were doing it in the backseat with Mom inches from us and oh, by the way, committing incest, fueled my libido so that it was still an intensely pleasurable experience.
"How far now?" Grandpa asked.
"Ten minutes," Mom said.
"Good, good," he said, as he continued slow, smooth pumps in his granddaughter's pussy.
Wanting it faster, wanting it deeper, I kept my hands firmly on the chair and began to move back to meet his forward thrusts... as the pleasure inside of me consumed me.
Grandpa read my actions intuitively and began thrusting into me faster.
Thankfully, Kiss's, 'I was Made for Loving You' began and Mom turned the radio up even louder and began to sing along.
I almost laughed out loud at the serendipity of Mom turning up the volume at the perfect time and singing out lyrics that could have been written expressly for a dirty old man seducing his dirty young granddaughter. Clearly some force out there really did want this perversion to continue.
As the song echoed through the car, it allowed both Grandpa and I to increase the pace of our raw lust. I didn't want to make Mom's chair shake, so I let go of her seatback, again grabbed the grab handle above the door with my left hand and put my right hand on one of the gift boxes for balance as I hovered my body over Grandpa and let him pound my pussy.
Grandpa took the initiative as he placed his hands under my ass cheeks and raised and dropped me to increase the impact of his pumping his big dick up inside of me. For a man in his sixties, he was thankfully still in amazing shape.
The taboo, kinky backseat fuck, with Grandpa bouncing me in his lap like a Raggedy Ann doll, had my orgasm rising and I wondered if I could somehow let go without announcing the ongoing taboo activity to my mother.
Before I could dare it, the Kiss song ended, and Mom turned down the volume. "Ha, ha," she laughed, "I could feel you rocking out back there, aren't the old classics great?"
'Fucking great!' I thought, thinking of Grandpa, but said, "Really great," while trying not to moan as the wonderful old pervert continued pumping his cock in me.
"How much time do we have left?" Grandpa asked, sounding impressively casual while he committed incest.
"Under six minutes," Mom answered, as the classic track 'My Sharona' began.
Wanting to bounce on Grandpa's cock, desperate to come, I said, trying not to sound as desperate as I felt, "Turn it up, Mom."
"You know this song?" she asked, sounding surprised, but turning it up.
"Of course," I said, biting my lip as Grandpa put his hands on my hips.
Taking the wordless order, I began to move up and down on his huge dick. Yet, I couldn't get into a rhythm where my hands were, so risking being caught, my libido leading the way, I placed both my hands on the top of Mom's chair to get the leverage I needed to ride Grandpa's dick to climax in under six minutes.
My feet firmly on the floor, my hands on the driver's seat, I began to ride Grandpa smoothly... taking as much of his dick inside me as I could without actually bouncing on his lap which would likely be heard or felt by my mother.
Grandpa's hands remained firmly on my hips for extra balance as I worked his dick over as best I could.
As the song went into its epic jam ending, I rode faster, almost timing my movements to the track as my orgasm approached its own peak.
Grandpa got there first, however, and I felt his hands squeeze my hips even tighter just before I felt that incomparable sensation of his fat cock pulsing in my vagina as his hot seed bathed my insides. When that was paired with him biting into my shoulder in a mostly unsuccessful effort to muffle his animal grunt, my own orgasm blasted loose, sending my body shaking... shakes that traveled straight into Mom's seat.
"What's going on back there?" Mom asked, as I pressed my cheek hard against her chair, trying to stay upright through the intensity of my orgasm.
"Leg cramp, just repositioning myself," I lied in my own grunt, as I just tried to enjoy the pulsating pleasure cascading through me.
"Oh?" Mom asked, her tone odd.
"Yeah," I mumbled, quite spent from the fucking and the awkward position and not wanting to have to talk.
Blessedly, Mom said nothing more for the next minute or so, allowing me to relish the call and response of my and Grandpa's bodies, which kept sending out pulses and quivers through our joined sexes. Then I felt the car stopping as she hit the next red light. I peeked up over the corner of her seat and saw her again twisting the rearview to look at us. She wore a wicked smile, and her eyes positively glowed with mischief.
"So, Dad," she cooed, "did you enjoy your early Christmas present?"
"Yes, it's exactly what I wanted," Grandpa responded, as he reached around my body and pulled me back against his chest with his chin on my shoulder, so we were almost cheek-to-cheek as Mom stared at us in the mirror. Of course, his cock was still buried deep inside me, and I couldn't hold back the moan the movement pulled from me, even as I tried to process the strange question Mom had asked and Grandpa's equally strange response.
"And how about you, Mandy," Mom continued, locking her eyes on mine, "did you like getting fucked by Grandpa?"
"What?" I asked. "You knew?" Well, of course she did, but it was still the best response I could offer, shocked as I was by her question, her use of the 'f-word' and the realization that she didn't seem at all bothered by the fact that her father had just fucked her daughter.
"Of course," she said, with that wicked smile across her face, "I planned it."
"You what?" I asked, hearing her but not believing what I was hearing.
"Grandpa has wanted to fuck you since you turned legal and well, you know I'm a Daddy's girl," Mom said, as someone honked at us... clearly the light had turned green.
"I don't even know..." I began, so completely confused.
As Mom turned her attention back to the road, Grandpa hugged me and soothed, "It's okay, baby girl, everything is good. Your mama knows what you're going through, she's ridden my hog leg many times."
I sat silent for a moment as I continued hearing words that I couldn't really process. Then I gasped, "Jesus, you and Mom?"
His only response was a soft, "Mmm hmm," in my ear.
"You mean, since Daddy left and Grandma passed, you've been...comforting each other?"
They both laughed, Grandpa gently, Mom a bit harshly.
"No, baby girl," Grandpa said, "for much longer than that. In fact, your mother has taken many backseat rides just like this since she turned eighteen."
"And let me tell you," added Mom, "even in his sixties in the backseat of a car, your grandfather is a better fuck than your father ever was."
"Although, it is true," said Grandpa, "that it has been a lot more often since I lost your sweet grandmother." Then his voice changed, going from sad to randy. "Yes, my little slut daughter has been a true comfort to her horny old dad."
My mind was still struggling, but I tried to use words to make it come into focus. "So, all the visits you make to Grandpa's during the week, you two are fucking?"
"All the time," Mom answered with no shame at all.
I went silent again, really struggling with this apparent new truth, which was the polar opposite of my own mental picture of my mom. I mean, my mother didn't date much, always dressed modestly, and seemed hell-bent on keeping me 'safe' from boys. But she was Grandpa's 'slut daughter' and fucked him 'all the time'?
"Wow," I finally said. "I can hardly believe what I'm hearing."
Mom's response just went further to dismantle her image of sweet and innocent. "Well, do you believe that you have my father's giant cock buried inside you?" she asked. "Do you believe that you just came so hard from riding that cock that you nearly tore my seat loose from the floor?"
No, there was no denying either of those things, especially as I registered that Grandpa's cock, while softer, was still filling me quite nicely. And I believed that when he pulled that cork out, a flood of his jizz was going to come running out of me. "I believe," I said softly.
"So," Grandpa asked, "now that you know what goes on in our family and have experienced the pleasure of it yourself, would you like to join me and your mother the way that she joined me and your grandmother?"
A sudden lightening of pressure in my chest made me realize they'd just answered a question I hadn't known was waiting in the shadows to ambush me: Had they been sickly sneaking around behind my beloved grandmother's back? Apparently not. "You mean, Grandma knew about you two... knew and took part?"
"Took part?" laughed Mom. "She got to my young pussy even before Dad. And when I spread my legs now to take his big dick or any of the many others always eager to fuck me, I always do my best to live up to her example and leave them crawling out of the bedroom drained."
Grandpa shifted his hold on me until he was squeezing both my tits, then he repeated his question. "Would you like to be the next generation of family slut to join my bed?"
The question was wild. The truth was wild. Yet, the fact I had just, secretly I thought, fucked my grandpa in the backseat of the car with my presumably prim and proper mother right in front of us in the driver's seat already made the answer pretty easy. It had been, without a doubt, the best fuck of my life and I couldn't even begin to imagine how good it would be when he could really fuck me or I could really ride his cock.
So, after briefly processing my shocking family secret, I answered, "I'd love to be your new granddaughter slut, Grandpa."
"It also means being my slut," Mom said, as she pulled into the hospital parking lot.
"What?" I asked.
"Just like I was my mom's pussy pet, you will now be mine," Mom said, driving quite some way before pulling to a stop.
"You ate Grandma?" I asked, continuing to be overwhelmed with shock.
"Until just days before she died," Mom said.
"Your grandma would have loved to live to see you turn old enough to service her," Grandpa said, his tone again tinged with melancholy.
"I'd have loved to service her," I said, my grandma was the kindest soul I ever met and the idea she was part of a secret incestuous world was a surreal turn-on and almost impossible to believe.
"Her cunt was delicious," Mom said, using a word she had bluntly told me she hated when she'd heard me once use it nonchalantly.
"Your mother's is too," Grandpa said to me, and I saw Mom flash him a broad smile in the rearview before she got out of the car.
"This is all true?" I asked, although I wasn't really asking.
"It is, honey," he said, "it's a tradition in our family going back generations."
Mom opened the back door and helped me up and off her dad. Standing up, I only then realized she'd parked us in a far back corner of the lot, many rows away from any other cars; we'd have to carry all the gifts way farther than made sense.
She then did make sense out of our remote location by moving past me and leaning in through the open door, which was on the side away from the hospital, then bending down and sucking my juices off her dad's cock, even as his cum oozed out of me.
"Mom, you cock slut," I said in awe, finding this all so wickedly hot.
"I can never get enough of Daddy's dick," she said when she stood back up. I noticed she'd collected the handkerchief Grandpa had wrapped around the base of his cock, apparently to prevent our juices from staining his Santa suit. "And you taste so good on his dick," Mom added while wiping daintily at the corner of her wet lips.
My regular dominant nature began to assert itself. "I bet I do," I said. "But I'm told I taste even better directly from the source."
"Ooh, I bet that's true," she purred. "Especially with your grandpa's spunk in your sweet, teen cunt."
"Oh, I bet you'd love to eat this cream pie," I said, already imagining Mom on her knees eating me.
She arched an eyebrow at me. "Just so you know," she said, "once we are done with this charity event I am sitting on your face while Daddy really fucks you."
"You know, I'm usually the receiver not the giver in lesbian encounters," I said, as Grandpa got out of the car after putting his dick away. He fluffed up the velvet where I had compressed it in his crotch area.
"Yeah, Mary, right?" she asked.
"Maybe," I stalled, really having thought I'd been successful in masking what was really going on the many times Mary was over for 'study sessions'.
"Yes, she is one fine rug muncher," Mom said.
"You have used Mary?" I questioned, one more shocking revelation.
"A couple of times," Mom said with a sly smile before she added, "although she prefers when I use my strap-on in her sweet pussy."
"You have a strap-on?"
"I have a few," she said.
"Jesus," I said, shaking my head, shock after shock after shock continuing to change my life.
Mom went back into the car and reached across to retrieve a bag from the floor behind the front passenger seat. "Here," she said, handing it to me. "Change into these."
"What is it?" I asked.
"Green hose that don't have a hole in them, and matching green undies - we never bring our kinks in among the children," Mom explained with a wink. It had all been a setup I realized, the overpacked car, the hole in the pantyhose, even relying on me to go commando. But it was also good to know that there were limits to their behaviour; entertaining the children was completely separate and separated from the family fun.
"Where should I...?" I asked, looking around.
Mom simply spread her arms, also looking around us, then raised an eyebrow at me.
'Wow, this sneaky mother of mine is really good at this,' I thought. At the far edge of the parking lot with forest behind me and the car in front of me, no one would see me change my pantyhose. Except for my mother and grandfather, of course, and his cum was dripping out of me, while she planned on cumming on my face in a few hours. What was there to hide from them?
Then Mom looked at her slim wristwatch and said, "Hey, we actually made good time getting here, so you can take your time, make sure everything goes on right."
Mom returned to Grandpa and gave him a big, sloppy kiss before leaning into him so they could both watch me strip off. What the hell, may as well go with the flow, it had certainly worked out so far. After toeing off my soft elf boots, I made a big production of pulling up my short skirt to examine the damage to my hose and expose my abused pussy to my voyeurs. Then something struck me.
"Hey," I said, flouncing my short green skirt at them. "How long have you been playing Santa's elf?" I asked my mother.
"Going on twenty-five years now," she said. "Although you know it's not me every year, we rotate turns getting to serve Santa."
"And how often do you end up with a hole in your pantyhose?"
"Oh, by the end of the night? Every year," she grinned.
"And the other elves?"
"Every year," Mom repeated, eyes gleaming.
So, Grandpa had a harem. Or did he? "And you, Grandpa, how long have you been playing Santa?"
"Oh, I took over about seventeen years ago, you know it's a long family tradition." He didn't say, Ho, ho, ho, but I still sensed it.
"And before you?" I asked.
"My grandpa," my mother answered. "Only he swapped every year with his brother, my Uncle Roger."
My head was starting to spin again with where this was heading, so I paused a moment to get on with the task at hand - changing my pantyhose. Grandpa had really torn into the nylons and between the two of us, the hose, my crotch, and my thighs were absolutely soaked in that heady mixture of man- and lady-juice. I seriously thought about asking Mom to take a picture with her phone, how good would this look blown up to poster size for my bedroom wall?
I found myself squeezing my labia together, causing a large bead of semen to start dangling out of me like it was on a spiderweb. "So, this is what each Christmas looks like when you're Santa's little helper?"
"Oh, baby, we're all Santa's little helpers, whether we go to the fundraiser or not," said my mother of the never-ending surprises. "So, by the end of the family Christmas party, we all look like that." I swore I could hear her drooling at the thought.
Then she brought me back to the present when she said, "There are also wet wipes and panty liners in the bag, make sure to give yourself a good clean. While that's my favourite scent for my bedroom..."
I suspected it would also be a great improvement over the normal smell of a hospital ward, but I took her point and after stripping off the ruined hosiery, I used several of the wet wipes to slowly clean myself. My audience seemed to appreciate my attention to hygiene because I noticed that Mom's hand was down in Grandpa's Santa pants and his had unbuttoned a few buttons at crotch-level of her Mrs. Claus gown and was also out of sight.
As I pulled on the green granny panties and tucked a panty liner into the crotch to catch whatever remained of Grandpa's seed, it brought another question to mind.
"So, while Santa clearly has some Christmas magic going on in his jingle balls, there are a lot of girl cousins and aunts in the family—"
"Don't forget wives," Mom offered.
"And wives," I added. "Does Santa create all this mess all by himself?"
"Ho, ho, ho, don't I wish," laughed Grandpa. "No, not all of Santa's little helpers are female. When you accept your role as the newest elf, you'll be getting a lot more male attention than just me."
"Although," Mom said firmly, "your grandpa always comes first as the family patriarch, not to mention having the biggest, most delicious dick."



"And Mandy?" my grandfather continued. "While we certainly have Christmas on the mind right now, just like the elves are making toys all year round, you can expect our family love to also continue all year round."
And there it was. I was to be bottom slut to multiple adult family members, male and female, and it was year-round. I thought about putting in another panty liner because I was ready to gush again at the mere thought of a constant string of horny family members and in-laws lining up to tap me.
Mom looked at her watch again, but this time frowned. "We really do need to get moving," she said with a sorrowful look as I pulled up my green hose and covered my panties. No sheer pantyhose this time, but real, heavy duty Peter Pan tights; very appropriate for a family activity.
As I stashed the ripped hose in the bag, Mom said, "I'm going to pull the car closer so we can bring in all the supplies and gifts. You and Dad should walk over; he probably needs to work the kinks out of his thighs before the little kids start climbing aboard."
I tossed the bag onto the floor behind Mom's seat and closed the rear door. As she pulled away, Grandpa took my arm in his and we strolled through the large parking lot.
"So, baby girl, what do you think?" he asked me.
"I think I may have passed into an alternate dimension," I joked. "I can't believe all this has been going on around me for eighteen years and I never knew."
"We're very serious about that," he said. "There is no grooming or any of that. Adults are told the truth and allowed to choose as they see fit. While we will dominate you, no one is truly forced or coerced."
"So, I could just say, no, I'd rather not?"
"You could," he confirmed, then he chuckled. "But I don't think you will."
"You really think it's okay for me to be the incestuous slut to all the menfolk in our family?" I made my voice stern, while inside I was screaming, 'Please, please, pretty please!'
"I think your grandmother and mother and others have found it to be wonderfully exciting and fulfilling. And after this little test ride, I'd say the same will be true for you."
"Test ride?"
"Of course," he replied. "When a young person is coming of age, we like to give them some sort of test to see where they are sexually; the backseat lap ride is a classic. You could have pulled away from me or asked your mom to pull over so we could change things, but you were taking my pulse rate through my dick almost right away; you're one of us.
"Let me ask you this," he continued while I pondered my new situation. "Are you looking forward to riding my cock again under more comfortable circumstances?"
"Oh, God, yes," I moaned, squeezing his arm tighter against me. "I can't wait."
"And your mother? Are you eager to taste that pussy?" Then he nodded his head forward and said, "I promise you it's sweet and tangy."
Looking up I saw we were coming up on Mom's car, parked in the hospital lobby drop-off zone. She had the trunk lid up and was bent over, reaching for something far in the back. The Mrs. Claus gown wasn't cut to enhance the character's sensuality, but stretched as it was now over my mother's mature, sexy ass, you could tell that Mrs. Claus had it going on. Suddenly I found myself quite looking forward to what Grandpa had proposed, but still...
"Grandpa," I said, "I understand and appreciate tradition, especially family traditions that everyone still obviously enjoys. But are you open to change when change is good?"
"It's never good to get stuck in a rut," he replied. "Do you have something in mind already?"
"Well, Grandma clearly did a great job training Mom to be a pussy pet, so it seems a shame to toss all that experience aside, especially since it does seem to suit her sweet, supportive nature."
From the corner of my eye I could see Grandpa looking down at me, one corner of his mouth up in a wry smile. "And how do you propose we deal with things?"
While I was looking forward to being an incestuous slut to the men of the family, in the hierarchy of the women I was thinking it was time for a revolution... with the young taking charge. And I knew where the change should start.
What I said to Grandpa...Santa...our incestuous family patriarch was, "I'd think a well-trained pet like that just aches to serve every day, but with no husband or son in our house to fulfill those desires, I bet she'd love to be my Mommy-pet."
Grandpa chuckled deep in his throat. "Oh, yeah, you are definitely one of us," he said before reaching down to give my little elf butt a firm squeeze.
Oh, yeah, this was going to be a holiday season to remember.
The End...
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GILF for the Holidays
"Derek, are you busy right now?" Mom asked as she walked into my room in the basement.
I was playing basketball online, which meant I was. It also meant Mom would think I was too, fortunately. "In the middle of a game," I said.
"How long until you're done?"
"Ten minutes," I said, watching the other team score an easy layup on me.
"Come see me when your game is over."
"Okay." I nodded, taking the ball up the court.
She left.
Me and my anonymous teammate won by three and I headed upstairs a few minutes later.
Mom was decorating Christmas sugar cookies, my favourite.
"I need a favour," she said, without looking up from the delicate work of making a Santa cookie.
"To eat these?" I asked, taking one and biting into it.
"Hey, I just made that!"
"And I just ate it." I shrugged and swallowed the rest. Nothing better than a warm cookie.
"Fine," she sighed, "I made them for you anyways."
"It's why you're the best mom ever."
"Is that the only reason?"
"Well, one of three," I joked.
"You're such a brat."
"So, what did you call me up for?" I asked. "Besides these delicious cookies."
"I need you to go pick up Mrs. Barnes and drive her out to get a Christmas tree," Mom said. "Then take it back to her house and help put it up for her."
"Oh." That was not what I was expecting. Mrs. Barnes lived across the street. She was a sweet old lady in her early sixties, who used to babysit me when I was young.
"With the snowstorm out East, Gwen and Hannah won't be here for at least a couple of days. She's upset about not having a tree up yet."
"Okay." I nodded. "I think I can fit it into my busy schedule."
"Can you go now?"
"After one more of these," I said, snapping up the cookie she'd not even finished decorating.
"Hey!" she called after me as I walked away. "I wasn't done with that!"
I changed out of the shorts that I always wore when Mom was cooking and the house was hot. Instead, I pulled on sweats and a long-sleeved shirt, grabbed my toque, mitts and jacket and headed out.
I drove the truck across the street and went to get Mrs. Barnes. It hit me that she must be pretty lonely living all by herself since her husband died a couple of years ago.
"You are such a sweet boy," she said as I led her to the truck.
"It's the least I can do," I said. "You put up with me in my terrible twos."
"You were a terror," she said with a smile and a soft laugh as I opened the door and assisted her in. She was a bigger woman. I imagined she was a stunner when she was younger, and she was still very pretty even at sixty. Plus, her daughter and granddaughter were absolute knockouts.
I'd had a couple of jerkoff sessions thinking about her granddaughter Hannah, who was a year older than me, and plenty thinking about Gwen - yes, I have a thing for older women. Truth be told, I'd had a few inappropriate fantasies about Mrs. Barnes as well.
"Well, I've kind of grown up," I joked.
"You've turned into a very handsome young man." She was always so sweet.
"Thanks," I smiled, knowing that it wasn't really true. I wasn't very popular at school, and at eighteen I was still a virgin. I mean, I wasn't a troll or anything, but a solid six, outside seven. I'd been working out the past couple of months to balance my academics. "I just have to get the girls at school to think that."
I closed the door, walked around to the driver's side and climbed in. It would be a short ride: the tree lot was only a few minutes away.
As we drove off, she said, "High school girls are brainless if they don't see what a great catch you are."
"Well, I guess they must be pretty dumb." I smiled again.
"Then they don't deserve you," she said, placing her hand on my leg and patting it twice.
"Thanks." I remembered that Mrs. Barnes was always very touchy-feely. "I'm planning to go away to college in the fall. So I don't really want a girlfriend anyways."
"Oh, just a friend with benefits?" she asked.
Caught off guard, I coughed. "Wh-wh-what?" I stammered.
"I'm up with all your teenage lingo," she said. "I was young once, too, and had one or two friends with benefits of my own."
I'd barely managed to get my previous coughing fit under control, and now this! "Mrs. Barnes!" I said when I could breathe again. Still, I managed to inject a playful tone. Her words surprised me, and yet they intrigued me as well.
"Call me Mary. 'Mrs. Barnes' makes me feel a hundred years old."
"Okay," I agreed. "Mary it is.".
"Also," she continued with a slight sigh, "I might not look like it now, but I was quite a looker in my time."
"You're still very pretty, Mrs. Barnes - I mean Mary." I meant it. She had a great smile and intoxicating blue eyes, and her full body showcased all her curves even at sixty.
Not that I was about to let her know I'd had a few jerk-off sessions about her full-figured body. I mean, I only watched MILF porn, and occasionally GILF porn, and I liked a woman with some meat on her bones. I couldn't stand the anorexic look of so many of my classmates.
"You're sweet, but I'm nothing like I used to be," she said with what sounded like a sigh of reminiscence.
"Mary, you're a beautiful woman," I said as we rolled up to a red light. "And your body is healthy and one of a good life lived."
"Oh, Derek, that is the sweetest way to describe me. You really are a sweet boy." She smiled, again resting her hand on my leg. This time she gave it a squeeze and a brief caress before removing it.
I was sure it was just her being sweet. Like I said, she'd always been a touchy-feely woman, like the hug she'd given me a few minutes earlier at her front door. Even so, the brief caress woke up my dick. It was rare that I was ever touched by any girl or woman I wasn't related to.
"I mean it," I said, hoping for more sweet acknowledgement. No matter how innocent, it would likely fuel my late-night self-pleasuring. "You have a woman's body, not like most of my skinny classmates."
"I was once a skinny classmate," she said as the light changed and I started driving again.
"I imagine you were just as beautiful then as you are now." I was doing my best to make her feel better while subtly trying to adjust my dick.
I was beginning to see Mary as a GILF. She was even wearing pantyhose, I realised, letting my eyes drop to the mocha nylons that covered her legs. Pantyhose were my fetish, though I had no idea why. I just found them sexy, and while almost no one my age wore them, many older women did - especially GILFs. So many GILF videos included nylons.
Apparently my attempts to adjust my now hard dick weren't quite as subtle as I hoped because Mrs. Barnes looked right at what I was doing. Her eyes widened a little, but she didn't say anything.
After a brief silence, she said, "I was a cheerleader, prom queen and all that high school drama."
"That makes you the first cheerleader I've ever had in my car," I joked.
She laughed just as we reached the tree lot.
I helped her out and put my arm around her waist to steady her on the uneven terrain. Snow began to fall during the twenty minutes we spent looking at trees. Once she'd picked one, I helped her back to the truck and got one of the workers there to assist me in loading the tree.
On the drive back, Mrs. Barnes said, "Thank you so much, Derek. You're such a gentleman." Again she placed her hand on my leg and gave it a squeeze. This time, she added a slightly longer caress.
"You're welcome," I said as she moved her hand away again, "I'll do anything for you, Mary."
"That's so kind of you.".
"I mean it," I said, trying to find the right words that would get her hand back on my leg. I was surprised by how good it felt, how much it turned me on.
Still, I was eighteen. A virgin. Kissed two girls. Went down on one. Had one hand job. It was only logical that such simple, probably innocent, touches excited me.
"Well," she replied, "I could use some help putting the tree up and decorating it, if you have the time."
"I'm free all day." Mom had already instructed me to help her anyway.
"You're just so sweet!" Her hand returned to my leg, this time just moving up and down for a few delightful seconds before she patted me and withdrew it again. "It will be nice to have some company. I've been quite lonely without Jack."
"I'm so sorry about his passing. He was a great man," I said, and I meant it.
"Yes, he was a wonderful husband and father," she said with a nod, and an air of sadness filled the truck.
"So, when are Gwen and Hannah coming home?" I asked to break the uncomfortable silence.
"In a couple of days, if the storm lets up," she said. "Although who knows, really? It's quite the storm."
"Yeah, they're calling it the storm of the century." I'd watched the news and seen over four feet get dumped on the Eastern states.
"I hope they can get here in time."
"I'm sure they will," I replied, trying to sound reassuring. Then, sure that Mom and Dad would be fine with the offer, I added, "And otherwise you can definitely spend Christmas at our house."
"You really are a sweet young man," she said again, and her hand once more went to my leg for a slightly longer tender caress before withdrawing. "It's really a shame no young lady has scooped you up yet."
"No, it's you who is sweet," I said, fighting the temptation to move my own hand to her leg.
"I mean it," she said. "You're a very handsome young man."
Once again her hand went to my leg, and this time it lingered. "You deserve a woman who knows how to take care of you."
"That's the dream," I joked as she gave my leg a firm squeeze before moving away again.
My dick was raging in my pants and I again had to adjust it. This time I was sure Mrs. Barnes noticed, and smiled.
Unfortunately, we reached her house then and it was the end of the surreal... flirtation? Was Mrs. Barnes flirting with me? I mean, I knew I had trouble reading girls, but I was sure there was something going on here... Yet I was equally sure I was misconstruing this.
She was over sixty years old, after all. I was eighteen.
So I helped her out of the truck, offered her my arm and led her into her home.
Once she was safely inside, I went and grabbed the tree and brought it indoors. Mrs. Barnes already had a tree stand out so all I had to do was put the tree in place.
"Thank you so much," she said as she looked at me and the tree.
"You're welcome," I said, glancing back at her. Now I really got a great look at her not dressed in winter attire. She was only maybe five foot four. She had very large breasts and thick hips, both things I liked in a woman. She'd taken off her boots, and through the beige nylons I saw to my surprise that her toenails were painted red. The splash of colour added to the sexiness of her feet, which were small and delicate. Somehow I'd never imagined her painting her nails. Looking at them now, though, I felt my dick hardening yet again after the brief reprieve while I set up the tree.
"What do I owe you?" she asked.
"Nothing," I replied, looking into her blue eyes.
"That's silly. Your time is worth something."
"I'm serious," I told her, "I'm having fun spending time with you."
"Really?" She was clearly surprised by my words.
"Yes, really," I said, noticing her vulnerable expression, the grey in her long black hair that somehow added to her faded beauty. "So, where are the ornaments and lights?"
"In the basement."
"Show me where and I'll bring them up and help you decorate." I glanced down again at her adorable cute manicured pantyhose-clad toes.
She led me down to the basement and pointed out the boxes. I grabbed the first and made two more trips. By the time I was done, she'd already started to decorate the tree.
Putting the last box down I asked, "What can I do?"
"Can you help me wrap the lights around the tree please?"
For the next thirty minutes or so we decorated the tree. Mrs. Barnes put on some Christmas music, and we sang along to classic tunes.
When we were done she said, "Wait here," and headed into the kitchen.
She came back a few minutes later with cookies and hot chocolate. We sat down, she on the couch and me in an armchair opposite her, and she put her stocking-clad feet up on the coffee table.
Sitting across from her, I sipped on the hot chocolate and admired her silky soles all the time. Just like I couldn't explain my fascination with nylon-clad legs and silky sheer toes, I was also attracted to the silky soles of a woman's foot - yet somehow a woman's bare soles did absolutely nothing for me. I know, I'm a weirdo.
After a few moments of silence, she said, "I'm so thankful for your help."
"No problem," I replied, dragging my eyes away from her soles, "it was fun."
"It's been pleasant to have company," she said, moving one foot over the other.
"Well, I can't lie. It was a nice break from playing video games. I need to get out more."
"Me too," she sighed. "I don't get out nearly as much as I should."
"Me neither," I said, "I mean, when I'm not at school."
"So you really don't have a girlfriend?"
"No." I said, then added, "I've never really liked girls my age." I thought I'd at least try to plant the seed, even if I was sure it wouldn't go anywhere.
"Oh, no?" She wiggled her toes as if she could sense my distraction.
"I mean, I don't have any real experience with women of any age," I admitted, "but girls my age don't do much for me."
"You're not gay, are you?"
"No, no, no," I quickly stressed. "I like girls. I mean women."
"Women?" She readjusted her feet, putting one on top of the other and then changing them back.
"Well, I'm just attracted to older women."
"That's interesting," she murmured.
"I just find girls my age shallow and immature." It was the truth. Sure, I'd love to get a blow job or get to fuck one of the cheerleaders, but usually I masturbated to the teachers.
"I see," she said, seeming to ponder my words.
"Yeah, and truth be told, I am attracted to a woman who isn't going to blow away on a windy day," I added.
"Well, it would take a tornado to move me," she joked.
"Mary, you are an absolutely beautiful woman," I repeated. I realized I'd keep repeating it until she believed it herself.
"You're too kind," she said, rising. "Wait here. I have something to show you."
I adjusted my hard dick before she returned with a photo album in her hands. "Come sit beside me," she said, sitting back down on the couch.
"Okay," I said, getting up and joining her.
"This is me in high school," she explained, flipping open to a page of her in a cheerleader outfit.
"Wow!" She looked absolutely gorgeous.
"I know," she said, "I used to be quite the looker."
"Mary, that's enough." Her nylon-clad knee had been revealed as her dress rode up when she sat, and I placed my hand on it. "You're still a beautiful woman."
"Except twice the size." She didn't move my hand off of her leg.
"And just as beautiful."
"Do you really think so?" She looked completely vulnerable.
"Yes," I replied, my hand still on her leg. "You've aged gracefully."
"It's been a long time since I got a compliment," she whispered, her cheeks a little red.
"Well, here are some more," I said. "You have amazing blue eyes a man could drown in."
"Thanks."
"You have a beautiful full-figured body," I continued.
"Well, it's full-figured." She laughed awkwardly.
"And beautiful," I stressed, giving her knee a soft squeeze. "Plus, unlike girls today you wear nylons, which I have to confess make your legs and feet look super sexy."
"I thought I noticed you admiring my feet."
"If you were my woman I'd worship them," I said, my naughty fantasies leading the way.
"And what would worshipping my feet entail?"
I looked up, surprised at how far I'd dared to go. "Sorry, sorry!" I apologized, "I've been way too forward."
"No." She closed the photo album and placed it beside her. "Perhaps I haven't been forward enough."
She turned her body and swung her legs onto my lap. "Would you be a dear and massage my feet? They're a little sore."
"Sure," I breathed. Her nylon-clad heels were resting right on my hard dick as I moved my hands to her feet.
"Thank you," she said, letting out the softest of moans. "Jack used to always massage my feet."
"He was a lucky man," I said.
"Lucky?"
"Yes," I said, enjoying the soft silky sensation having wondered many times what feeling a woman's legs and feet in nylons would feel like. "Every woman deserves to be catered to."
"You're going to make some woman very happy," she smiled.
"Maybe one day."
"Trust me, once you get out of high school and the cesspool it is and join the real world, you'll be a great catch."
"I look forward to such a time," I said. I mean, I was an average-looking guy. Not ugly, not hot; not skinny and not fat. I just didn't fit into the cliques of popularity. I was too smart to be cool at a school that celebrated football championships, not academic bowls.
"You're going to turn into a handsome man," she continued.
"Thanks." I was flattered, but her words made me a little uncomfortable. I wasn't used to compliments.
"I mean it," she went on. "If I was forty years younger, I'd be all over you."
I laughed awkwardly and moved my hands to her toes, massaging each one individually. Finally, I replied, "And if I was a little older, I'd be all over you."
"Would you now?" she murmured.
"In a heartbeat," I said firmly as I finished her fifth toe on her right foot.
"Why?" She clearly meant it.
"You're a real woman, a beautiful woman." I switched to her other foot and began massaging her sole.
"How so?" She seemed to have forgotten the compliments I'd given her earlier.
"I don't want to objectify you," I protested.
"Please do. I haven't been objectified in a long, long, long time."
I laughed. "Truth?"
"Yes."
"Well, besides your intoxicating eyes that I already mentioned, and the fact you wear nylons, which are my fetish," I began, but halted as she bent her knee and moved her other foot to rest directly on my dick. Maybe it was on purpose, maybe by accident. Either way, it was distracting.
"Go on," she said in a slightly sensual tone.
Her entire sole was resting on my dick. I let my dick twitch against it. If she noticed, her face betrayed no reaction.
I swallowed and went on. "You have very pretty toes, and they're perfectly manicured." I glanced down at the foot resting on my aching dick.
"These toes?" She asked, wiggling them.
"Yes." I let out a small groan as her wiggle caused a slight wave movement along my cock.
"I painted them just yesterday, for the first time in months."
"Well, trust me, they look amazing!" I meant it. "Especially with this shade of nylon."
"I'm flattered," she said, and then asked, "Anything else?"
"You sure? I really don't want to offend you."
"I need this, Derek." Her tone made it clear she did.
Well, if that was what she wanted, I was very willing to give her all the compliments I could. "You have voluptuous breasts, wide sexy hips, and an amazing ass," I rattled off quickly before I could change my mind.
"Derek," she said, moving her foot slightly on my raging rod, "you have no idea how much I needed to hear those words."
"And I meant every word." I moved my hands to her toes. "You're a beautiful woman inside and out."
"You sure you don't have a harem of women wanting you?"
I laughed, and then not even sure why, I muttered, "I've never had sex."



"Never?" There was surprise in her voice, and perhaps a hint of concern.
"Never," I admitted, a little embarrassed after her shocked reaction.
"A blow job?" she asked. Her question almost took my breath away.
"No."
"A hand job?"
"Once," I replied sheepishly as I finished her final toe.
"Well," she said, her foot again sliding over my crotch, "good for you for waiting for the right person."
I laughed. "That's one way to look at it."
Her foot seemed to drag ever so slowly over my hard dick, before she swung her legs off and rose from the couch. "I'll be right back," she announced.
"Okay," I mumbled, embarrassed at revealing my virginity situation. More importantly, I was disappointed that I'd screwed up the thrill of massaging her feet and feeling her foot resting on my dick.
A few minutes passed before I heard her return. She didn't come into the living room, but instead stayed outside the door and said, "Derek, close your eyes and stand up."
"Uh, okay." I did as requested, even though I was worried that the bulge of my hard cock would be obvious. The sweats I was wearing weren't the best for covering up a raging erection.
A dozen seconds later, I heard her voice again, sounding closer now. "Open your eyes."
I did and gasped.
Mrs. Barnes was standing before me in all red lingerie, with panties and stockings that were held up by clasps. A Santa hat on her head completed the outfit.
"Merry Christmas, Derek," she said, covering the three feet that separated us and reaching out with her hand to my crotch. "Is this because of me?"
"Yeeeeeees," I moaned, astonished at this sudden turn of events.
"Is this my Christmas present, Derek?" she breathed, slowly rubbing my dick through my sweats. I loved how she repeated my name. It felt sensuous.
"S-s-sure," I stammered, bewildered by what was happening, even though it was literally a dream come true.
"I'm not being too forward, am I, Derek?" Her hand continued to glide slowly over my hard-on. "I don't want to be presumptuous and assume you want this."
"I do... I do want this!" I said and then added, "Very badly."
She smiled, then, leaning in, pressed her lips against mine.
I'd kissed girls before, two to be exact, Sandra and Jamie, but this just seemed more real. Raw. Intimate.
I kissed her back, feeling her hand slip inside my sweats and underwear to my throbbing dick.
She slowly stroked me and rolled her fingers over my cock head. Her touch was like magic; like nothing I'd ever experienced.
When she broke the kiss, she lowered herself before me, tugged my sweats and underwear down in one smooth pull. My six-and-a-half-inch dick (I knew its precise measurements) popped out.
"What a lovely dick," she purred, taking it in her left hand before leaning forward and wrapping her lips around it.
"Oh my God," I moaned. I watched wide-eyed as she slowly engulfed my dick. You can imagine what a blow job would feel like, but nothing can prepare you for the amazing sensations of actually getting one.
"Mmmmmmmm," she hummed, bobbing back and forth on my dick while I watched in complete disbelief.
Unfortunately, it probably wasn't even a couple of dozen bobs, with my entire length inside her mouth, before I knew I was going to come. I managed to croak, "I'm... going... to...."
She let me slip from between her lips and murmured, "Come in my mouth, baby. I need your cum so bad. It's been so long." Before I knew it, she was sucking my dick again.
She switched from long, slow sucks to fast devouring gulps, taking my whole dick in with each hungry movement. After only a dozen or so lip-wrapping strokes I couldn't hold back any longer, no matter how desperately I tried, and I grunted and shot my load in her mouth. It was easily the most intense and longest orgasm I'd ever experienced.
She didn't slow down. Instead, she swallowed every drop for a good minute longer before she pulled back. "Mmmmmm, I needed that."
"That was amazing," I breathed, basking in a daze of pleasure.
"I haven't had a cock in my mouth in a decade," she said. The look she gave me was surreal, a look of lust and satisfaction.
"Didn't Jack just die a couple of years ago?" I asked, then wished I hadn't. What kind of fool would want to wreck the mood of a once-in-a-lifetime experience by mentioning her dead husband?
"He had erectile dysfunction, and then came the cancer. Even with Viagra he couldn't get it up."
"I'm sorry," I said, looking down at her, still on her knees before me.
"It's alright." She shrugged and rose. "The past is the past."
Hoping that the experience wasn't over, desperate to make sure it continued, I moved my hands to her panties and rubbed her.
"You don't have to," she moaned. I felt the moistness seeping through her panties.
"Oh, but I very badly want to." I moved my hands to her hips and pulled her panties down, happy she was wearing them over the top of sexy seasonal garters.
Her entire body trembled slightly as I took them off and admired her hairy pussy. While I had limited experience with vaginas, I had a lot of experience admiring them in pictures and porn, and I'd always found a hairy pussy more visceral and visually appealing. The pussy almost wrapped up, I suppose like a Christmas present, in a forest of pubes.
I was tempted to lean forward and lick her right there, since she hadn't stopped me from sliding her panties down her nylon-clad thick legs. I wanted her to be comfortable, though, and rose again. "Sit down on the couch, Mary." It came out almost like an order.
"Very well," She sounded as if she was in a flustered daze too, not questioning me at all, though her cheeks were already blushing red.
She sat, and I slipped down before her. I grasped her nylon-clad legs and pushed them apart.
"I imagine you haven't had this for a long time either." I leaned forward and buried my face in her forested pussy region.
As I did, I discovered that her pubes were quite wet already, her scent unbelievably strong, exotic and captivating.
"Oh, Derek," she moaned, even before my tongue had parted the hairs and found her hidden peach.
"You smell absolutely heavenly." From my extensive online research, I knew that many women were insecure about their natural smell and taste.
"Oh, Derek," she moaned again. For an instant I simply briefly enjoyed being overwhelmed by her scent: so unique, so unlike anything else I had ever smelled. And much more present than the almost non-existent scent of the one girl I had orally pleasured. She had had very little hair on her pussy.
"Heavenly," I repeated.
"Please, Derek, lick me. I need it so bad." The desperation in her voice couldn't possibly be fake.
I wanted to make her happy, to give her pleasure she hadn't experienced in years. I wanted to return the favour of the amazing orgasm she'd just given me. Extending my tongue, I forced it through her forest and found her very wet pussy.
"Oooooooooh, yes!" she moaned the instant my tongue made contact. Her cry sent a rush of adrenaline through my body: not only was I eating the pussy of one of my fantasy MILFs, or rather GILFs, but what I was doing was working as well. That first moan had been louder than any sound Kate had made when I went down on her.
"Mmmmmmm," I responded and began to lick up and down between her pussy lips.
"That feels so good, Derek," she murmured, surprising me by raising her right leg over my shoulder.
"You're absolutely delicious, Mary." I wanted to assure her I was enjoying this as much as I assumed and hoped she was. I'd done plenty of research on women, on how to eat pussy, on how to best make a woman come, and I hoped my dogged efforts would overcome my limited experience to give her the orgasm she seemed to crave so much.
"Thank yooooou," she moaned, placing her other leg on my opposite shoulder. This gave me more comfortable access to her delicious pussy and let me go deeper with my tongue.
Following a tip I'd read in an erotic story somewhere, I began with the alphabet technique, simply recreating the alphabet between her lips. According to the story, the unpredictability of the movements created a wild pleasure that built up steadily.
It seemed to be working. By the time I was at Q she was moaning loudly, begging me, "Don't stop, Derek, don't stop!"
Of course I had no intention of stopping. I could have dined on this delicious delicacy all day and all night, wallowing in the amazing taste. The thrill of making a woman moan and gasp, especially Mrs. Barnes, had my dick hard again after only the briefest of rests.
At V I felt her seize the back of my head. "Right there, right there..."
Figuring she was about to come, I didn't finish my alphabet routine. Instead I turned my attention upwards to her clit, sucking it into my mouth. The eruption this triggered was immediate.
Her ass lifted, her knees tightened against my head. A massive flood gushed from her onto my face and into my open mouth.
I lapped up her pussy juice like it was my last meal. I'd made this beautiful GILF come! A new rush of adrenaline coursed through me, rushing straight to my rock-hard cock.
"Fuck me, Derek," she pleaded, still gasping from her orgasm. The look she gave me was one of complete lust and arousal. "Do you want to fuck me?"
"I do." I nodded happily, looking up at her. I could see the desperation in her eyes. "I want it so badly."
She lifted her legs from my shoulders. "Fuck me from behind."
I rose, tearing off my shirt,
"Oh my," she murmured, "that's quite the chiselled chest." She stood as well and took my left nipple in her mouth.
I'd never known that nipples were an erogenous zone for men. Now, with her tongue flicking at mine and her lips sucking my nipple and areola into her mouth, I could only gasp, "Oh, that feels so good."
Her nylon-clad knee rubbed my dick as she went back and forth, giving each nipple attention in turn.
Suddenly she pulled away and spun around. Placing her knees on the sofa, with her hands on the back, she looked back at me over her shoulder. "Now, Derek, please shove that big dick into me. I need it so bad."
But I paused to admire her big back end, bent over before me. "Such a beautiful ass," I whispered, stroking her soft skin.
"You like my big fat ass?"
I squeezed both her big cheeks. "I love it."
"That feels nice," she said, rocking back and forth against my hands. "But I need that big dick in me so badly."
I was astonished by my own restraint. Mrs. Barnes - Mary - was offering to take my virginity, and here I was, dragging out the moment.
"Just slide it in me, Derek," she pleaded. "It's been so long since I've been fucked."
"Not as long as it has for me," I joked nervously.
She spread her legs wider as I positioned my dick at her wet pussy lips and then slid it in. "Yes, baby, let me take your virginity," she moaned as I filled her up. "Oh yes, fuck me, Derek. Give me all that dick!"
"Oh my God!" The sensation of being inside a vagina was as exhilarating as being in a mouth, and yet completely different.
I still could hardly believe it. Not only had I just had my first blow job, now I was losing my virginity as well. For half a minute or so, still adjusting to the surrealness of it all, I moved in and out of her pussy slowly.
"Harder," she moaned, "harder!"
I placed my hands on her hips and pulled her against me, slamming into her again and again, loving how it felt as my thighs slapped against hers.
"Yeeeeeees!" she wailed. "Pound me, Derek, pound my pussy!"
"Yesss," I moaned. Hearing this sweet older lady talk so nasty drove me wild.
"Harder," she begged, "slam your body into mine."
I thrust away at her, grunting and gasping, for what felt like a lifetime. It was probably only a minute or so, though, before she reached round and placed a hand on my chest. I slowed, disappointed, wondering if I was doing something wrong, cursing myself for whatever it was.
But she pulled herself off me and clambered off the couch. "Sit," she instructed, gesturing. "I want to ride you."
Relieved, I obeyed hastily. She barely waited for me to be seated before she straddled me, grasped my dick and lowered herself onto it. Then she leaned forward and began to slowly grind up and down.
Being fucked this way was a very different sensation from when I was doing the fucking. Much as I'd enjoyed the view of her ass, now her massive breasts hung right before my face. "May I suck on your nipples?" I whispered.
"Please do," she said, as she tugged her bra down to free her breasts.
Almost before she was done, with the bra bunched up around her waist, my hands were grasping them, cupping them, squeezing them. I took a moment to wonder at how heavy they were before leaning forward and sucking one large hard nipple into my mouth.
"Oh yes, suck on my tits!" The words came out in a moan as her big body rose and fell on my dick in a smooth rhythm.
"So big," I breathed. Her tits left me reeling as much as any of the other wild acts I had experienced today.
"Play with them," she urged, pressing forward.
"I could do this all day." My mouth went from one nipple to the other.
"Be careful," she moaned as I squeezed and sucked. "I might never let you leave."
"I wouldn't want to." I was in lust of these tits, this body, this experience.
Then the whole world was just me going back and forth, back and forth between those two large tits with their hard nipples. I sucked. I swirled my tongue around them. I even slithered my tongue around and buried my face between the voluptuous mounds of flesh.
All this time she slowly ground on my cock. I was just happy to let her do as she wanted, but then I noticed that she'd picked up the pace. One foot was on the floor and she was lifting herself further off my dick before falling back. Her big tits bounced in my face like balloons of temptation.
I leaned back and watched her ride me.
I watched her facial expression.
I watched her body bounce.
"I want you to come inside me, Derek," she moaned. Her orgasm seemed to be approaching. "Will you do that? Will you come inside me?"
"Yes," I gasped, "but I want to fuck you first. Lie down on your back."
"Yes, baby, tell me what you want." She clambered off of me and lay down on the floor and spread her nylon-clad legs.
I quickly got off the sofa and positioned myself between her open legs and quickly slid inside her. From this position her huge tits somehow looked even larger.
"Oh yes, Derek," she moaned. "Fuck me, fuck me hard! Give me all that dick!"
I was in control now, and I discovered that I could go deeper than when I'd fucked her from behind. "God, you're beautiful."
"Thank you." She smiled, then her face became more earnest. "Now fuck me, slam that big dick in my pussy!"
What else was I to do?
I fucked her as hard and as fast as I could. Fucking was quite the workout, I realized. I'd started going to a gym the past two months, luckily, and was just beginning to get into good shape.
I thrust away at her until she ordered, "Grab my ankles. Pull my legs together. Lean on them and piledrive me!"
I was a little worried about hurting her in that position, but I did as she instructed. A moment later I was leaning on her strong nylon-clad legs and pounding her from this new angle.
Apparently this angle worked well, because this sweet grandma became wickedly verbal. Hearing her talk dirty made my balls boil, but I was determined to make her come before I did.
"Oh yes, Derek, pile drive my pussy! Fuck me, fuck me, don't you dare stop. Give me all that big fat grandma fucking cock! Oh yes, hammer me, drill me, pound me!"
Sweat was pouring off me in this wicked unorthodox workout. "Come for me, my sexy GILF," I growled as I hammered, drilled and pounded her pussy.
"GILF?" she gasped. Her orgasm was close.
"Grandma I'd like to fuck."
"Oh you dirty boy," she cried, "then fuck your GILF, give me all that fat cock and cum inside me."
"You first, my full-time grandma cum dump," I grunted with a smirk. Clearly I'd been reading too much erotica.
"Oh yes, Derek," she moaned, "I'll be your granny slut, your grandma cum dump and your GILF fuck toy."
Her implication that this could be more than a wild one-time thing sent a shiver through me and made my balls boil with the imminence of my explosion. "I'll cum in this granny pussy, you sexy thing," I assured. Holding back was taking every fibre of my being. "I'll cum inside my grandma slut as soon as she cums on my dick."
A few deep strokes later she gave a scream and her body shuddered against mine. "Oooooh, yes, Derek, I'll be your sluuuuuuuut!"
Only seconds later, triggered by the noises coming from her mouth, her declaration of being my slut, my own orgasm was released and I unloaded deep inside her.
"Just... fill me up," she moaned loudly.
"So good," I grunted, shooting rope after rope into her.
"So good," she agreed in a weak voice.
Both spent from our climaxes, so close together, we collapsed in a gasping heap.
After a moment I pulled out and helped her to lower her legs. Then I bent down and kissed her.
Tender and sweet.
After a long kiss, I helped her up and we sat on the sofa, still trying to catch our breath.
At last she said, "I meant what I said, Derek. Anytime you want to come over and fuck me, you're welcome to."
"I plan to take you up on that offer often," I assured her.
"You'd better," she said with a smile. "Now that you've reawakened my neglected libido I'm going to need a lot of fucking."
"And I always need it."
"I haven't felt like a woman for a long time," she whispered, resting her head on my chest.
"You're all woman," I began, when a sudden sound of the doorbell startled us both.
"Drat, who could that be?" she said, as I rose and took a careful glance out the window.
"Shit, it's my Mom!"
"Quick!" Mrs. Barnes hissed. "You'd better get dressed."
I hastily began to retrieve my clothes from where they lay scattered on the floor. "Go to your room and put something on over that outfit," I suggested, "I'll get the door."
"I suppose I should," she said with a cute giggle. "Your cum is leaking down my leg."
"There's more where that came from," I growled at her as I slipped on my sweats and hid my underwear under the sofa cushion.
Just as I was pulling on my shirt the doorbell rang again and I dashed over to open it.
"What took you so long?" Mom asked, walking in.
"I was downstairs putting a box away."
"Where's Mrs. Barnes?"
"In the washroom, I think." It was quite possible that she actually was.
Mom glanced around. "I was worried about you."
"My truck is outside, in the driveway. Where did you think I'd be?"
"You haven't been answering your phone," she said.
"Oh, uhm, maybe it's in the truck." I wasn't actually sure where it was.
"Perhaps. Anyway, why don't you see if Mrs. Barnes would like to come over for dinner today?"
"I'll ask her," I replied with a nod.
"The tree looks nice, by the way." Mom said, taking it in.
Just then I noticed a small spot of cum on the floor. "Yeah," I muttered, trying to rub it away without drawing Mom's attention. "She picked a great tree."
"Your son is an absolute gentleman." Mary's voice behind us almost made me jump.
"He sure is," Mom agreed, as we both turned around.
Mary was in sweater, pants and slippers, not even a remote trace evidence of our recent transgressions visible.
"Mom is inviting you for dinner tonight," I said.
"That would be lovely," Mary smiled warmly. "Will you have some hot chocolate now, though?"
"I'd love to, but I need to get home," Mom said with a regretful smile. "The chicken is in the oven."
"Well, I'll bring dessert," Mary said. "No, I insist," she continued over Mom's protestations, before adding with the slightest smirk in my direction, "I make a delicious homemade pie. I already have one ready that just has to be baked in the oven."



"Well then, thank you. That would be great." Mom looking at the tree again. "The tree looks amazing."
"Your son has been very helpful," Mary replied with a smile at me.
"Feel free to keep him for as long as you need. Work him hard."
"Oh, I will!" Mary and I shared a smirk behind Mom's back. "If he's willing," Mary continued, "I'd love to have him come by and help me with a few things over the next few weeks."
"Use and abuse him," Mom joked, turning to face us again. "It's good for him to get off his computer."
I was struggling to keep a straight face at all this innuendo, and Mary was faring little better.
"I'll work him to the bone," she told Mom, and my dick twitched in my sweats. Without underwear I wouldn't be able to keep it concealed for long.
"Well, Derek, you stay here and help Mrs. Barnes with whatever she needs," Mom instructed. "Just make sure you're home at five."
"I'll go and put the pie in," Mary said, heading for the kitchen. "See you soon."
I walked Mom to the door. Before she left, she turned to me and said, "Thanks for doing this. Mrs. Barnes really needs the help, and the company."
"It's been a blast," I said, still trying not to smirk.
"You're a sweet boy," she said, kissing my cheek and leaving. I headed for the kitchen.
Mary was already out of her pants, revealing the sexy lingerie underneath the quick outfit she'd pulled on to cover herself up. "Come get some homemade pie," she said in a throaty voice, sitting down on a kitchen chair and spreading her legs.
"Mmmmmmm." I knelt before her. "Is this you working me hard?"
"This is just the warm-up," she murmured with a smile as I began to lick a delayed cream pie from her pussy.
I got her off again with my tongue.
She blew me for a while.
I bent her over the kitchen counter and fucked her from behind, before coming inside her for a second time.
That night, at dinner, she spent the entire meal rubbing my dick under the table. When we'd finished eating, Mom insisted I walk Mary home. I was rewarded with another blowjob that ended with me shooting a load all over her face.
It was the best day and night of my life.
.....
Next day I took Mary for groceries, and then to a sex shop. We bought a couple of toys and some sexy costumes for her, including a slutty Wonder Woman outfit that she let me pick out for her.
When we got back to her house, as soon as we'd put the groceries away we fucked again, right there in the kitchen. She still had cum leaking out of her when there was a ring at the door.
"Who could it be this time?" she sighed as she grabbed her dress. We'd just been gearing up for round two. She hadn't worn any panties, but she was still in her bra and pantyhose - ripped from where I'd been eager to get to her pussy.
"I'll check," I said as I put my pants on. I was beginning to appreciate how convenient sweats were.
I went to the door, peeked through the keyhole, and felt my eyes go wide.
I darted back to the kitchen, "It's Gwen and Hannah," I urgently said.
"Oh dear," Mary said. "I suppose I'd better answer the door then. You take this box and go downstairs."
"Okay," I said, as the doorbell rang again.
"How do I look?"
"Hot." I groped at her and squeezed. "You always look hot."
"You're so sweet," she said with a wide smile and shooed me away.
I grabbed the box from yesterday and took it downstairs. When I returned a couple of minutes later, I tried to be casual as I greeted Mary's daughter and granddaughter.
"Derek?" Gwen asked.
"Derek has been helping me," Mary explained. "We did the Christmas tree yesterday, and today he's been doing some odd jobs around the house."
"She's kept me hopping," I added with a grin. I looked at Hannah and couldn't believe how much she looked like her grandma in the pictures from Mary's youth.
"Hi, Derek," she smiled, giving me a hug.
"H-h-hi," I stammered, taken aback by the sudden embrace by this hot girl who was a year older than me.
"Thank you for helping Mom," Gwen interjected as Hannah let go. "It was very kind of you."
"Oh, I'd do anything for Mary," I said, trying to sound offhand.
"Why don't you stay for supper tonight?" Gwen asked.
"Yeah," Hannah added. "I'd love to catch up."
I agreed, a little surprised that Hannah was so excited to see me. We'd been friends since we were very young, though not very close. I texted her on occasion to ask about Harvard; she went there, and I had the grades to perhaps get in too.
"Well, that's settled then," Mary said, smiling at us all.
Epilogue
Over the next week, I was at the Barnes place most of the time. I even managed to fuck Mary once, when Gwen and Hannah went out for some last-minute holiday shopping.
I spent a fair amount of time with Hannah too, and we connected in a way we never had before. We didn't have sex or anything, but we kissed. I felt bad about that, but didn't mention it to Mary until after Gwen and Hannah had flown back to Boston.
Mary smiled through my second load, which I'd shot onto her face after a marathon fuck session with her dressed as Wonder Woman which was wickedly hot.
She said with a soft sigh "I'm going to miss this."
"Me too."
"And this may sound crazy after all we have done, but I think you and my granddaughter would make a great couple."
"You'd be okay with that?" I asked, shivering. Her hand was stroking my dick. It was still hard, but definitely needed a moment to recover. Sure, it was a strange time to have a discussion about her granddaughter since she had my load all over her face and she was stroking my cock for one more round, yet this was just who she was caring and compassionate.
"Of course!" she said. "I'd love to have you eventually become an official member of the family."
Half an hour later, she gave me a stocking-clad foot job and I came all over her feet.
"She loves how you help me and she listens to me most of the time," Mary said, taking the stocking off and sucked the cum from it, "I'll be sure to put in a good word."
Epilogue 2
Five years later Hannah and I married.
Mary was in a wheelchair by that time, and I only saw her occasionally. We hadn't had sex since a marathon session during the summer, six months after the Christmas fortnight of seasonal joy. We fucked non-stop over a three-day weekend before I flew out to Boston. As a going-away present, she even invited me to take her in the ass.
We agreed not to let it go any further if Hannah and I hooked up.
Well, we did hook up. We fell in love. We got married.
Sadly, Mary passed two years later, just weeks before Hannah gave birth to our first child. It was a baby girl. Of course we named her Mary.
Love. It works in mysterious ways.
The end



        Big Fat Cock: Eight Orgasms

        A wild night with mom and cheerleader Cherry.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/big-fat-cock-eight-orgasms

Title: Big Fat Cock: Eight Orgasms

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Illustrated

Description: A wild night with mom and cheerleader Cherry.

Tags: strap-on, cheerleader, submissive, lesbian, son, stockings, anal, incest, mom, thresome




BIG FAT COCK: EIGHT ORGASMS
Summary: A wild night with mom and cheerleader Cherry.
Note 1: This is dedicated to the real Jeni who told me about this BIG FAT COCK... although her story wasn't told in the prior installments, and it isn't in this one either... but perhaps in a few more chapters. (This series is already very long, but I ain't done yet!)
Note 2: This is the tenth part in a lengthy series about a nerd's discovery of the power from having a BIG, FAT COCK can have.
Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing, and for his illustrations. Also, thank to Shuj for one last proofread.
Note 4: Unfortunately, Tex passed away at the end of October 2024. As such, the many suggestions at the end of this story mostly won't be illustrated (although even pics were made for a few chapters to have between 4-12 pics... so we will see).
Note 5: This was supposed to be a special 700th story release, but was replaced with the illustrated Trans School. That said, this chapter will highlight the hottest conquests and moments of Kevin's sex life so far, tell a wild story of his mom and him having a wild night with a couple wicked surprises and then showcase all the potential future chapters.
Part 1 of the story, BIG FAT COCK: A Hot Mommy Seduced is a lengthy tale where Kevin learns from his divorced father, who has often been out of the family picture, that having a BIG FAT COCK makes a man irresistible to women. Kevin begins using this power on a few MILFs, and then he experiments more widely with his newfound power while he gears up to using it to seduce his ultimate fantasy conquest: his own mother.
Kevin's first-ever blowjob is from his dad's much younger girlfriend Portia while they're at a cabin next to a lake. Dad joins in, making it a spit-roast.

Kevin wants to keep his virginity, so for now he'll only fuck assholes. So his dad's girlfriend Portia is also his first ass fuck.

The Tuesday after arriving home (he got home on Sunday), Kevin pays an after-school visit to his neighbour who lives two doors down, Ms. Chan. She's confined to a wheelchair, and he's had a friendly relationship with her for years, bringing her groceries every Tuesday (including this time), and he's often done yard work for her. She's always struck him as being very insightful and wise, even though sex has never been a topic in their numerous conversations, which he's always found fascinating. She's one of the few people in his life who can not only keep up with him intellectually, but she frequently comes up with observations that he's never thought of, and she's the only person in the world he allows to call him 'Kevy'. But his dad has told him she loves giving blowjobs and drinking his cum in her coffee. When Kevin mentions this to Ms. Chan and asks whether she'd be inclined to perform such services for him, she's delighted to "help him become a man." And she somehow manages to suck his enormous dick and swallow his load without losing a shred of her innate dignity. Her status in his life soon expands from being his wise Life Coach, to now include the office of his hands-and-mouth-on Sexual Guru. And unlike Portia, who'd sucked his dick like a slut, her approach is far more dignified and worshipful.

A day or two later, following Ms. Chan's advice and her tip that his dad used to fuck his next-door neighbor regularly, during his lunchtime break from school Kevin approaches Mrs. Dieks while she's sunbathing in her backyard. Having far less respect for her than he does for Ms. Chan, Kevin has a few words with her, then whips out his dick and rudely offers it to her, threatening to offer it to someone else if she doesn't take advantage of his "generous" offer. She immediately gobbles it down. Their trite pillow talk boils down to Kevin bragging that his cock is even bigger than his dad's, and she agreeing that it's enormous.

After the blowjob, Mrs. Dieks asks Kevin to fuck her. Kevin has now decided to save his virginity for his mom, so he'll offer her anal, and she eagerly agrees. Still having absolutely no respect for the woman, he makes her beg for it. She strips naked, offers him her ass, and he sticks it in, planning to humiliate her regularly going forward.

After school one afternoon Kevin is feeling horny, so he drops by Ms. Chan's house for a blowjob. But when he lets himself in with his key, he finds a Muslim woman... naked except for her hijab and stockings... sitting on the kitchen table, with Ms. Chan between her legs. Introductions are made... and the woman is delighted to meet Kevin, since Ms. Chan has already told her about his huge dick. She tells him to whip it out, he does, and soon she's sucking it, while Ms. Chan watches delightedly.

Kevin learns that he should call the woman his sharmuta (which is Arabic for slut), but her female pets call her Mistress Aaleyah, and at the local university where ironically, she teaches Feminine Studies, she's addressed as Professor. When Ms. Chan informs Kevin his sharmuta's ass is ready for him, the woman fetches a small prayer rug, which she always uses whenever she's worshipping or being worshipped. He fucks her ass, while Ms. Chan films the action on her phone.

Kevin visits his across-the-street neighbour Mrs. Grady, while her minister husband is preaching in another city. His dad has told him that she and her daughter are two more of his sluts. Her daughter is currently away at college, but the mother confirms that they're both addicted to Mr. Walsh's big, fat cock, and mentions she's also having sex with Kevin's mother, and that his mom says she tastes particularly good. She was hoping he'd visit her, so she dressed for the occasion. Kevin decides to try some pussy eating for the first time (this early in the story he's still almost totally inexperienced sexually), so he strips and gets to it.

Then he decides to ass fuck her. "Just so you know," she says, "I'm a screamer, and I like it rough."

Another time when Kevin visits Ms. Chan, he arrives to find her fucking a woman named Mrs. Sinclair with a dildo she's wearing on her head. The elderly woman bluntly asks Kevin why he hasn't come to see her yet, now that he's "in the game." Soon she too is sucking his dick.

On the evening of Halloween, while Kevin and his mom are at home dressed as Superman and Supergirl, once they've finished answering the door to throngs of trick-or-treaters, it doesn't take Kevin much convincing to talk his mom into happily satisfying his week-long goal of having sex with her. They begin with a blowjob in the living room.

Then Kevin's mom takes him upstairs to her... no, now their bedroom going forward... where she takes his virginity (since oral and anal don't count)... although she changes into some crotchless pantyhose for this special event, knowing his fetish for nylons.

Part 2, BIG FAT COCK: Anal Mommy has Kevin taking his mother's last forbidden hole the next morning, while having some fun with some kinky roleplaying. Kevin also learns more about his mother's slutty past, which sets up Kevin's plan to give his sexual mentor and talented cock sucker Ms. Chan a special gift... his cock in her other two holes... aided and abetted by his mom.
Ignoring that it's no longer Halloween, they use whatever clothes are on hand to roleplay slutty versions of Harry Potter and Hermione, while Kevin fucks his mom in the ass for the first time.

Kevin's mom takes him to an adult store across town, introduces him to her Mistress from back when they were in high school Katie, who now owns four adult stores, and makes even more money than his mom does as a successful attorney. Katie takes them into a cum-stained room with a glory hole on each of two opposite walls, a large TV screen on another wall, and a bench near the fourth. The two women regale Kevin with tales of their previous sexcapades, then Katie... who has enormous boobs... even bigger than Kevin's head... strips and rides him cowgirl.

Kevin orders his newest slut to stand up, bend over, and offer him her ass. Resting her hands on the bench, she complies willingly, and he fucks his sixth ass.

Part 3, BIG FAT COCK: Double Penetration Fun has Kevin, with the help of his submissive mother, giving his paraplegic sexual advisor an amazing sex-filled birthday.
First he gives his mom a cream pie for his sex mentor to eat.

Then after Kevin cums inside his mom before pulling out and giving her clit one last squirt, he backs away, giving Ms. Chan enough clearance to wolf down her birthday breakfast... his cream pie.

In school that day, Kevin is fascinated by the pretty and super-brainy Heather. But in spite of the confidence... and even occasional arrogance... he's been exercising during the past couple of weeks, there's something about this girl that's incredibly attractive but also formidable somehow, and he's too shy even to speak to her.

Early that evening Kevin and his mom pay another visit to Ms. Chan, and this time they take her into her bedroom and spend some serious naked time with her. Best birthday of her life!
Kevin fucks Ms. Chan, while his mom cheers them on.

Then wearing a strap-on, Mrs. Walsh watches the Asian sex-and-life guru get ass fucked by Kevin before she eventually joins in and they double penetrate the beauty.

Part 4, BIG FAT COCK: Dumb Cheerleader has Kevin feeling a little insecure about scoring a girl on his own (meaning someone his dad hasn't fucked first). After a lengthy discussion with his guru Ms. Chan, he summons enough confidence to use his BFC to seduce and dominate a hot ash blonde.
Cheerleader Amber comes to the Walsh home so Kevin can tutor her in Geometry. But the tutoring is set aside when Kevin brags about the size of his cock, and she demands that he prove he's not lying. Once she sees the evidence, he arrogantly demands to see her tits, and then topless, she starts sucking Exhibit A.

Kevin guesses correctly that she's wondering what his monster would feel like inside her pussy... no, in her cunt... which is allowed now since he's fucked his mom, so she eagerly gets to her feet and bends over, and she gets stuffed like never before.

Part 5, BIG FAT COCK: Eating Asian has Kevin meeting Ms. Chan's niece who's visiting her from Japan, with whom he not only practices his oral skills, but he also takes her virginity after she begs him to. That night at the niece's hotel, he dines on three Japanese pussies, then he fucks the three Asian beauties, thus consummating his first foursome.
First in Ms. Chan's living room he offers to eat her pussy, which she finds amazing. According to her, Japanese men are normally even more piglike and entitled than American men. Ms. Chan instructs the two to strip completely, and then she gives 'Kevy' step-by-step instructions on how to be a first-rate cunnilinguist... including tips on artistically fingering the girl

Kevin is astounded when... right after she cums... the virginal Annie demands that he fuck her. When he questions her decision, Ms. Chan explains that until now she's likely only been with selfish, demanding men with tiny cocks, who've treated her badly. Annie agrees this is the case, so Kevin agrees to do her. As he climbs onto the couch (and onto Annie), Chan remonstrates, "And don't you dare come before she does!" Kevin replies that a lovely lady like Annie deserves the very best he has to offer.

Annie (her Japanese name is Ainu) invites Kevin to join her and her 'colleagues' that night at their hotel... they're all traveling companions 'with benefits' for some ultra-rich Japanese businessmen with tiny cocks and entitled attitudes, who all favour full bushes... and Kevin accepts with great pleasure. Early that evening she texts him the address to a room in the fanciest hotel in the Metropolitan area. When he arrives, Annie, Emi and Katana welcome him enthusiastically into their opulent suite.

Annie's colleagues/intimate friends are excited by what she's told them about Kevin's BFC, so they waste no time in stripping him below the waist, and soon Annie's companions are giving him a double blowjob.

Everyone strips, then after sitting on Kevin's face for a while, Katana hops back onto his cock and rides him till she has an orgasm. Meanwhile Emi licks Annie's pussy.

Once Katana and Annie both cum, Kevin requires the girls to get on their hands and knees, and he fucks all three of them for a while... ten strokes each before switching, then five for a while, and other variations subsequently. In short, the sex-filled night continues until daylight the next morning.

Part 6 BIG FAT COCK: Ebony Sinners. After a morning wake-up blowjob and fucking from his mom, Kevin engages in two wicked encounters while they're at church. First, a rendezvous as the service starts, with one of his pets in the preacher's office... the Minister's wife Mrs. Grady... and then after Mrs. Grady has revealed the identities of a few of her bisexual churchgoing pets, he's surprised to be called back into the same office for an anal encounter with the eighty-year-old black choir leader Mrs. Baker.


Part 7 BIG FAT COCK: Educating Mrs. Walker. Kevin seduces and fucks a teacher in her home when he's supposed to be there just to tutor her asshole son Ben. He also fucks the son's girlfriend Maggie, thus cucking him by fucking both Ben's mother and his girlfriend. (Mrs. Walker invites Kevin to call her Jasmine, so for now I will too, since in real life, she and I are very close.)
First, after the tutoring is done and Ben goes off to visit Maggie, Kevin checks out Jasmine's laptop and learns that she's his favourite writer silkstockingslover. Emboldened by his discovery, he then strolls into her laundry room almost naked, breaks the ice by telling her he knows she's Mrs. Grady's submissive pet and that she's silkstockingslover, but he also freely admits that he's fucking his own mom, and that her Mistress Mrs. Grady is his submissive pet. Perhaps surprisingly, they instantly agree they can now trust each other with all their secrets. They briefly discuss her stories... he tells her he's a big fan... and then she submissively drops to her knees and gives him a blowjob.

They next start fucking, but after a while Ben and his girlfriend Maggie come in and catch them. Ben gets upset and angry, but Maggie is delighted. At first Jasmine is startled, but Kevin just continues fucking her.

Jasmine interrogates Maggie and Ben, and learns to her horror that he's never gone down on his girlfriend, he's even called the taste of her pussy disgusting, and he's never... ever... even made her cum! She orders Ben to strip, then asks him why he's so hard. (He doesn't know.) She invites Maggie to give Kevin a blowjob. Maggie is happy to comply, and Jasmine coaches her, while Ben weeps.




After Kevin gives his two sluts facials and Mrs. Walker makes out with Maggie for a while, Jasmine strips Maggie naked, suggests she begin wearing stockings in the future, and Maggie quickly agrees. Jasmine then lies on the floor so Maggie can eat her pussy, while Kevin fucks her from behind.

Kevin then fucks Jasmine again, while Maggie, with cum dripping all over her face from Kevin's big load, pegs Ben.

Part 8 BIG FAT COCK: Effing Foursome. Kevin experiences his dream foursome with the amazing black mom and daughter from across the street, double penetrating his mom... an Oreo sandwich... in the Walsh living room. For the initial playtime, without Tamara knowing, Mrs. Grady has set up a link to a hidden camera, so he can spy on all the lesbian action via his laptop.

After watching the lesbian Oreo on his laptop for a while, Kevin decides to slip out the back of the house and come back in from the front, pretending the movie he'd been allegedly attending was sold out. But while walking from his backyard to the front of the house, he notices Mr. Dieks' car missing from his driveway, so he detours to pay a call on Mrs. Dieks. When he asks, she tells him her husband will be away for about half an hour. Perfect!. He announces he's going to fuck her, so she strips down to her nylons. But then she receives a phone call from her mother. He orders her to take the call, and then she needs to struggle to control her voice for her mother while he's fucking her.

When Kevin eventually joins the party in his own house, Tamara is outraged to see him at first, but once he reveals his BFC and their two mothers instantly obey him by sucking it, she... on the surface reluctantly and still wearing her strap-on... deigns to suck it, while their mothers watch approvingly.

By now Kevin has taken on the role of porn director, and even though Tamara still isn't overly impressed by his authority, she complies with his instructions anyway. After the gals remove their flimsy chemises, Joan (his mom) kneels on the couch, and Danai (Mrs. Grady) stands behind her and fills her ass with her strap-on. Then Tamara fills her mom's ass with her strap-on, and Kevin completes the train by sticking his BFC into Tamara's ass. Choo choo!

Part 9 BIG FAT COCK: Egged On. Kevin begins a very long day by getting a blowjob from his mentor Ms. Chan. Then at school, after being bullied by a jock named Ethan, he takes his revenge by fucking three cheerleaders at school... including the jock's bitch girlfriend Cherry, and he also bangs the school Principal, before ending the day by fucking Tamara's friend Amanda, a fitness trainer, in a sauna.
First off, the cheerleader Amber... the girl he'd fucked in his living room a few days ago, who's got a lot more beauty than brains... invites him to join her in a secret cheerleaders changing room... actually it's a massive lockers and shower suite... where he fucks her, and then gives her a facial.

While Amber is getting her facial, Ethan's girlfriend Cherry enters the room and demands to know why Amber is even associating with a nerd like Kevin, let alone allowing him to cum on her face. Idiot!
Not at all intimidated, Amber replies it's because of Kevin's Big Fat Cock, and that he's been fucking her far better than any jock ever has. Cherry isn't impressed, and not feeling the need to prove anything, Kevin leaves.
In the hallway, Kevin accidentally and literally runs into Ethan, who takes offence. For the first time, Kevin refuses to back down from the arrogant jock, but before Ethan can escalate the altercation into an actual fight, Principal Appleby happens by, and sends Ethan off to class. She also summons Kevin to her office. Then... oops! The secret changing room isn't so secret after all, since the Principal has a video on her computer of Kevin fucking Amber! But no worries, she just wants a piece of his BFC too. She's far from a delicate woman, but he loves a woman with a big wide ass, so he's agreeable. First she kneels down and sucks his dick...

...and then he orders her to strip... whereupon he learns she's not wearing panties... and he bends her over her desk.

During the break after Kevin's next class, he's thinking about Cherry, but is approached by her best friend and fellow cheerleader Stephanie, who wants to meet him in the cheerleaders changing room. Then Ethan butts into their conversation, eager for another altercation. They almost come to blows again, but Cherry yells at her boyfriend. Startled, he unintentionally knocks her down, then immediately starts apologizing. She slaps him and storms off, and he chases after her. Kevin goes to the changing room, and finds Stephanie eating Amber's pussy.

Amber invites Kevin to lift Stephanie's skirt and stick it in, and when he wants her to speak for herself, Stephanie asks him if she can please suck it first. When he agrees, she strips off his pants and boxer briefs and starts sucking, while Amber holds her head, coaching her on what to do.

Stephanie then begs to fuck Kevin, leans him against a bank of lockers, turns around and impales herself on him, doing all the work, while Amber pleasures herself.

Later on, Amber insists that Kevin skip class and return to the changing room. When he arrives, he finds Cherry... the hottest girl in school and head cheerleader... waiting for him. At first she's almost as standoffish as before, explaining she just wants to fuck him to get back at Ethan. But when his hands go to her shoulders, she willingly sinks to her knees, and then when she extracts his cock, she exclaims he must have stolen it from a horse! and she starts licking and sucking it.

Kevin promises to make her come like never before, and she says that'll be easy, since no cock has ever made her come at all. She sucks him for a while longer, then he pulls out and tells her to sit on the bench. When she does, he astonishes her by eating her pussy. Huh!? Guys never do that!

Soon she begs for him to fuck her. He stands up and insists that she call him Master and beg for it. Not just for his sake, but she'll really get off on doing it. It takes some doing, but eventually she's not only calling him Master, but earnestly begging him to fuck her.

Soon she's also calling herself his slut, his cum bucket, and even his three-hole bimbo! Oh, and her boyfriend Ethan? Principal Appleby saw some security video footage of him slamming Kevin against a wall, knocking Cherry to the floor, and later outside, slamming his fist into a glass door and shattering it to pieces. Not only is he suspended from school, but as far as Cherry's concerned, he's history. Kevin pulls out and tells her to bend over. She refuses, telling him to lie on the floor instead. She then sits her ass on his dick, thus showing off some of her agility as a head cheerleader.

When they're finished... yes, his dick is the first one that's ever made her come... he waves at the camera and asks Principal Appleby, "Enjoy the show Cynthia?" When Cherry demands to know who Cynthia is, he lies, saying Cynthia was his imaginary friend when he was three.
Kevin decides to skip the last class of the day and goes to a Subway for a healthy meal, part of his recent attempts to make his body look better. He then goes to the gym and changes into his gym gear, keeping his appointment with Tamara's fitness coach friend Amanda.

Then for three-quarters of an hour she brutally drives him like a sadistic drill sergeant.
But when she joins him in the sauna afterwards, everything changes... except she's still calling all the shots. First she strips them both naked and gives him a blowjob. Except her idea of a BJ is more like an acrobatic version of a 69.

Then she mounts him Cowgirl style and takes him for a ride.

And now... finally... we're back to the introduction to this newest story... part 10, BIG FAT COCK: Eight Orgasms. Except I already said everything I have to say about it up at the top, so let's dive right in.
...
...
...
...
...
...
...
...
...
I arrived home more than a little tired... actually, I was totally exhausted... and I took a long shower. I'd done a lot of fucking today, adding to the incredible amount I'd been doing ever since I'd begun discovering the power of my big, fat cock.
I'm not complaining, but I really did need some rest.
I went downstairs, and mom was plating our food for us. "Hey, honey! Ya hungry?"
"Yeah," I said, suddenly realizing how hungry I was.
"Well, I bought us your favourite meal," she smiled, as she proceeded to the kitchen table and set down two big plates of lasagna from my favourite restaurant. Since we weren't expecting anyone, she was wearing only a sexy babydoll and stockings, which I greatly appreciated.
"Mmmmmmm, you're the best!" I praised, gazing at her slightly hidden breasts, then down at her nylon-clad feet. Even after all my fucking today, and with my body totally exhausted, my mind and my cock had their own opinions.
"You can thank me properly after dinner," she promised, giving me a soft, gentle kiss on the lips.
"I already know what I want for dessert," I smiled, thinking as I sat down, that her delicious pussy would be the perfect end to a perfect day.
"And I know what I want for my main course," she grinned wickedly, as she dropped to her knees and crawled under the table.
"And what might that be?" I joked, as I took a bite of the amazing lasagna, while she squeezed my cock through my sweats.
"A nice... big... fat... sausage," she quipped, as I lifted my ass, and she pulled my sweats and underwear down. (Why do I even put them on at home?)
"Well, luckily that's always on the menu in this house," I said, then realized how dumb it felt to be saying such lame shit... as if I was starring in my own ineptly-written porn film. I shook my head disparagingly at myself, while my mom wrapped her amazingly soft lips around my cock, and I resumed eating my lasagna.

Now I know this is going to sound stupid, but I was enjoying the delicious-tasting lasagna just as much as I was my mom's amazing, slow, soothing blowjob. It was like what every jock wants... a woman who'll blow him while he's watching a football game on the big screen.
"This is amazing," I said when I was halfway done eating the lasagna.
"You'd better mean that 'amazing' word about your mom sucking your dick," she warned, as she moved down to my balls and sucked one into her mouth.
"I definitely mean that having my very own personal Mommy slut who eagerly sucks my cock, and also takes it in her pussy and asshole is absolutely amazing," I said wickedly, enjoying her soft lips and eager tongue on my balls and ball sac. "And it's amazing that she'll do any of those things whenever I want," I added.
"Mmmmmm, that's exactly what Mommy wanted to hear," she approved, shifting from one ball to the other.
"You know? No matter how many sluts I get to fuck or do whatever to, you'll always be my number one slut for any of it," I flattered her.
"If that's the case, you've been neglecting me a bit lately," she pointed out from beneath the table.
"I'm so sorry," I said sincerely. I never wanted to neglect the most important woman in my life.
"I forgive you," she said, "but for the rest of tonight, you're mine and only mine," she said, really working my balls over.
"Agreed," I said.
I finished my lasagna while she worshipped each ball individually, before she returned to my shaft and really worked my dick over. At first she just focused on the head... then she slowly bobbed up and down, smoothly deep throating the entirety of my big fat cock... then I stood up and turned sideways when my balls started boiling... and already knowing my cock so damn well... mother's intuition I guess... she smoothly repositioned herself, shifted to porn star mode, and bobbed hungrily.

Without my saying a word, my legs stiffened, I unloaded into my mother's talented mouth, and she easily swallowed it all without even slowing down.
Once every drop was inside her stomach, she did slow down, before we eventually returned to our chairs across from each other, and she asked in a motherly fashion... as if we weren't also lovers... "So how was your day?"
I gave her a recap of my wild day, which likely sounded completely unbelievable, and yet I knew it was the truth, since I'd lived through it.
"Quite the day," she approved.
"Yeah," I agreed, "I can't believe how my reputation is improving by leaps and bounds lately!"
"It's the power of your big fat cock," she explained as if I hadn't realized that already.
"So I'm learning."
"But don't you ever forget who your dirtiest and most loyal slut is."
"No worries. You'll always be my number one cum dump," I agreed wickedly with a smile... our shared ability to shift from mother and son in a traditional sense, to Mommy-slut and big-fat-cock stud in a heartbeat, still felt surreal.
"Cum dump?" she queried with a raised eyebrow,
"It's your call. Do you prefer Mommy-pet, fuck toy, cum bucket, or three-hole slut instead?" I asked, thinking how wild it was that I could call my very loving, very pretty, mother such despicable names as obvious endearments without displeasing her.
"They're all hot," she said, "but I especially love being called Mommy-whatever."
"Good to know," I said, as I got up and added, "go relax, mom. I'll do the dishes."
"You really are a sweet boy," she said.
"And while I do, go slip into something a lot sluttier," I said, not wanting her to catch me being too sweet.
"How slutty?"
"Show me you really want to be my Mommy-slut tonight," I said, looking forward to a sexy night in bed with my mother.
"I do have something kinky I haven't worn for some time," she said thoughtfully.
"Then my dick and I look forward to seeing you wearing it," I said, as I she got up. I pulled her to me and kissed her. A very not mom and son kiss... especially when she shoved her tongue down my throat.
When I broke the kiss, I slapped her ass and ordered, "Now go get all slutted up for your man."
"You know slutted isn't a real word," she pointed out.
"Semantics," I shrugged.
I did the dishes, removed the rest of my clothes, and was in the living room turning on Jeopardy, when Mom sauntered out. She was wearing an outfit so sexy and outrageous that my dick instantly hardened. It was kind of like a nun's outfit, but no actual nun would ever be caught dead wearing something so outrageous!
She raised her black nylon-clad leg to my crotch and rested her perfectly manicured toes and foot there. "My love, I'm ready to be worshipped."
"Mmmmmmmm," I groaned, as she slowly rubbed her stocking-clad foot on my naked dick.

"Are you ready to sin?" she asked.
"I thought you didn't get none," I said, playing with words about her nun costume... which was uber sexy... since real nun outfits didn't have slits almost up to the waist... real nun outfits didn't have narrow off-the-shoulder straps... and real nun outfits weren't ever nearly this transparent... I could clearly see my mother's hard nipples through the sheer black fabric.
"You're right, I didn't," she played along while she slowly pleasured my dick with her foot. "But that 'nunsense' had better stop real soon."
"I do have a lot of sins to repent for," I smiled, as I enjoyed her slow, silky foot job.
"Tonight I want us to commit some new sins to repent for," she purred, as she slid her stocking-clad sole across my foot.
"Ohhhhh," I moaned, "then we can sin together all night long!"
"Pick a number between one and ten," she said.
"Um, eight," I chose randomly.
"Perfect."
"And the purpose of my choosing that number?" I asked, as she continued working my dick.
"That's how many orgasms you're going to give me tonight," she explained, as I admired her utter beauty, which was on full display.
"Deal," I agreed, even as I moved her foot away from my throbbing cock and pulled her down to me, realizing I was in for a marathon evening... and even given my exhausting day, any rest for me would have to wait.



"You don't want a foot job first?" she asked with a sexy smile.
"Nope. Tonight is all about you," I said, as I pulled her against me and kissed her. Then for a couple minutes we did nothing but kiss... chaste and tender at first, until her tongue slid into my mouth, and I reciprocated.
"Fuck me, son," she said, breaking the kiss, and looking all hot and bothered.
"The hottest three words ever heard," I philosophised, standing up.
"Oh? But how about, 'Fuck me, you big-cocked mother-fucker?'" she asked, as she removed her dress and headgear, then braced her hands against the back of the couch, bending over to offer me either of her nether holes from behind... cockster's choice.
"Equally hot, but more than three words," I appraised, as I knelt behind her and squeezed her amazing ass.
"Well, never forget that your Mommy's holes are always available to you," she said, as I positioned my dick against her very wet pussy hole.
"And my dick is always..." I said, as I slid deep inside her wet inferno, "...available to you."
"It had better be," she cautioned, "I made that dick before you were born."
I laughed as I slowly fucked her from behind. "It's grown some since then."
"Oh, yes it has, honey. Give Mommy that dick back," she moaned. "She needs it so bad."
"You need what so bad?" I asked ritually.
"Mommy needs her son's big cock slamming into the cunt he came out of eighteen-plus years ago," she elaborated, as I kept up a slow and steady pace.
"Good, Mommy," I said, as my hands went to her hips, in awe of the nasty words escaping from this woman I'd always thought was prim and proper, before my discovering the BFCS... Big Fat Cock Syndrome.
"Don't just make love to me this time, son," she ordered. "Fuck Mommy deep and hard with that massive Mommy-fucking cock."
"God, I love your nasty mouth," I praised. And I slapped her ass and obliged her request, slamming into her.
"Oh yes, mother fucker!" she screamed, as I filled her as deep as I could. "Slam that fat cock deep inside Mommy's cum dump!"
"See? That's a great description," I smiled, loving her referencing the phrase I'd used earlier.
"That's what I am... brilliant," she moaned, as I began giving her really hard, deep, rough back shots.
"You want it like this, Mommy?" I asked, fucking her hard.
"Oh yes, son! Mommy loves it like this!" she moaned.

"Yeah! Do you like being your son's fuck toy?" I asked, although it wasn't really a question, just some more dirty talk.
"You know I love being your three-hole fuck toy... your cum bucket... and your Mommy pet," she listed off. Her moans were getting wilder and less controlled, so uttering that brief list took her more than half a minute.
"Then show me how much you love it," I ordered. "Fuck yourself on your son's dick."
"Yes, baby," she agreed, and I stopped my hard pounding and just braced myself and watched, as she began doing all the work, adjusting her hands and forearms to rest on the back of the couch, as she began bouncing vigorously back on my dick.
"That's it, mom," I praised, as I watched her taking all of my dick. She was bouncing backwards onto me with a force harder than anyone would think was possible.
"So good," she moaned. She was clearly close to reaching her first orgasm of the night.
"Come on my dick, mom," I ordered. "Come all over your son's big dick!"
"Oh, yes baby! More, say some more dirty stuff," she moaned, our filthy incestuous talk really making her pussy burn.
"Come on my dick, Mommy," I repeated, this time calling her the nastier 'Mommy' instead of just 'mom'. "Show me how dirty a son-fucking whore you are."
"Yes! More!" she begged, now gasping for breath as she bounced furiously back onto my dick so hard I almost lost my balance and fell backwards.
"Now, you dirty fuck toy! Now, my personal cum dump," I demanded, slapping her ass like crazy. "Come like the submissive cum slut you've now become for your son,"
"Oh, yes! Fuck!" she cried out, maintaining her fast and furious pace.
"Now, Mommy slut! Right fucking now!" I ordered, knowing she was moments away from her eruption.
"Fuuuuuuck!" she screamed just a couple strokes later, collapsing forward, my dick slipping out of her so her cum gushed out, and her body quaked uncontrollably.
"Good Mommy," I purred, as I began exerting myself by slamming my dick right back into her, thus resuming my hard fucking, wanting her to start experiencing multiple orgasms right off the fuck.
"Ooooh!" she moaned, savouring her orgasm.
"We're just getting started, Mommy," I assured her, fucking her hard.
"Then please don't stop," she begged.
Then for a couple more minutes, I continued delivering hard back shots into her. And as I did, her second orgasm rose inside her, her moans increased again, and after a couple minutes of silence, she got all verbal again.
"Harder, baby! Fuck Mommy harder!" she cried, looking back at me with both lust and love in her eyes.
"This dick is all for you, Mommy," I replied, switching into a somewhat sensual and sweet mode during our raw fucking.
"I love you so much, son," she said, gazing into my eyes.
"I love you too, Mommy," I replied, replicating her tender words. Our life was wild! I could fuck my mom anytime I wanted, in any of her holes I wanted, yet I still respected her completely. I'd never do anything to hurt her, and whenever she asked, I'd do anything she wanted. I guess I was wearing two hats... I was often her Master, but whenever she wanted me to be, I became her loving and obedient Momma's boy instead.
"Now drill Mommy's sloppy cunt with that big fat cock," she demanded in her strictest motherly tone (albeit through some moaning), and our few moments of tender intimacy were shattered. Hey, I'm not complaining!
"Yeah! Your cunt absolutely loves my big dick," I growled, and I reached out and grabbed her hair.
"Yeah! Treat me like a slut, son," she moaned as I yanked on her hair. Then after a few more deep thrusts, she added, "No matter how many fucking whores you bang and tell me about, I always want to be your number one slut."
"No worries, you will always be my number one slut," I assured her, our words so surreal and kinky. My life had changed dramatically when my otherwise useless father taught me the power of my big fat cock.
"And don't you ever fucking forget it," she moaned.
"Never."
"I mean it," she continued, "I'll be fucking you on your wedding day, and I'll keep fucking you after you're married."
"Deal! And if my slut wife can't accept that, then she'll never become my wife," I assured her, knowing that with a dick like mine, I'd be dictating the terms of our marital relationship, no matter who she turned out to be.(Spoiler alert: happily, I was wrong about that last part, but not about fucking my mom and other wild and nontraditional events that would happen on my wedding day.)
"Sounds good, son," she moaned. And we then stopped talking while I pounded her from behind for another couple minutes, and her moans increased.
Eventually, the wave of her second orgasm was rising inside her, and she cried out with lustful urgency, "Don't stop, baby! Mommy is so close!"
"Good! Come again for me," I urged, as I kept pounding her from behind... needing her to come soon, since I was beginning to feel a cramp in my upper leg.
"Yes, baby! Fuck yes!" she moaned, about to come.
A few more deep, hard thrusts, and she screamed, "Yes! Mommy's comiiiiiiing!"

Hearing those words never got old. Just hearing her call herself Mommy was its own turn-on, as were all the other nasty words that kept coming out of her mouth. But all of that was nothing compared to my adrenaline rush from making my hot mother come again.
"That's two," I said, and I gave her a few deeper, hard thrusts before pulling out.
"Six more to go," she gasped weakly, as she dropped to the floor and rolled onto her back... her legs spread wide... her sweet cum oozing out of her.
"At least six," I qualified, stretching out my leg.
"Cramp?" she asked caringly, looking up at me.
"Yep," I nodded. Just then, my phone buzzed to announce a text.
"Is that one of your many sluts begging you for a booty call?"
"Maybe. But whoever it is, tonight she won't entice me away from my favorite fuck toy," I smiled, as I went to check who it was.
"And don't you ever forget it," she said, dwelling on a theme that seemed to be leaking out of her subconscious. Which made me wonder if she was really worried I might leave her behind some day. I was her only child. When I went off to college in the fall, she'd be all alone for at least a while.
"Never, Mommy," I assured her, picking up my phone, but letting it wait for another moment. "I mean it, I'll put it in writing if you wish. Or better yet, I happen to know an excellent lawyer. She'll be able to draw up an ironclad agreement for us."
She laughed, since she was the lawyer, but her body continued trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm number two. "No, I trust your spoken word, but...."
She paused, as I read the text from a number I didn't recognize: I need your cock NOW!
"But what?" I asked, while I also responded to the message: Who is this?
"Nothing," she sighed, as she sat up and rested her back against the couch.
"No nothings are allowed," I said. "Just always tell me whatever's on your mind. Since Halloween, there are no more secrets between the two of us. Ever."
"Well..." she said, now looking noticeably insecure.
"Mom, what is it?" I asked, while whichever slut who so desperately needed my dick was typing into her phone.
"Well," she sighed sheepishly, as she climbed up onto the couch, "your dad used to tell me that too."
"My dad is an asshole," I pointed out.
"Yeah, he is," she agreed, "but once upon a time he was very sweet."
"But?" I asked, as a new message popped onto my screen: Cherry. Who else would it be?
I smiled.
"What's that wicked grin about?" mom asked, noticing my smirk.
"Answer my question first?" I wheedled, going over to her.
"He always had an ego, and he always wanted younger and younger girls," mom explained, her insecurity painted all over her face.
"Well, he's accomplished that," I said, sitting down beside her, thinking of Portia, his college girlfriend, whose ass was the first one I'd ever fucked (with his encouragement).
"Yeah, you're right. But while we were still married, he started loving to bring home college girls, or even eighteen-year-old high school girls, and then he'd fuck them right in front of me."
"What an asshole," I said, shaking my head disgustedly, as I pulled my mom close and cuddled with her beside me.
"Not necessarily, but the bad part was..." she said, and then paused again, clearly ashamed by what she was still in the middle of telling me.
"Mom, you can tell me anything," I said. "You must know by now I'll never judge you for anything at all."
"Yeah, I do know, sweetheart. Well, at first I got angry and humiliated, but as I continued watching him fuck younger, prettier girls than I was, and listened to them going ballistic from his big dick, it started turning me on," she explained.
"It did?" I asked, not replying to Cherry, since right now my beautiful, somewhat broken mother needed all my attention.
"Yes, and when he noticed, he then started pushing me to rub myself while I watched him fuck those pretty young girls. Sometimes the girls would get nasty and call me humiliating names as well, which also turned me on," she continued, now very close to tears.

My phone buzzed again. I continued to ignore it.
"It's okay, Mom," I said, pulling her into my arms.
"I'd usually get so turned on that I'd rush in to eat his creampie from the girl's cunt, or finger fuck myself to an orgasm, and often suffer both of them humiliating me," she wailed, burying her face in my chest.

My phone buzzed twice more.
"Who is that insistent girl?" she asked.
"It's Ethan's girlfriend Cherry. Or at least she was. He's a jock who's been bullying me since middle school, but today he got himself suspended from school. Then she dumped him just before we skipped class and fucked each other. She's the head cheerleader, so she never thought a nerd like me was worth associating with. But with Amber's encouragement and showing her my cock, she did a complete one-eighty today, and now she's texting me because she's desperate to fuck me again," I explained.
"You say she's another cheerleader?" she asked, looking curiously into my eyes.
"Head cheerleader," I clarified.
"Well good for you!" she said, gazing at me with the same pride she'd exhibited when I won the state debating championship.
"Thanks," I nodded, "it was lots of fun."
Another buzz.
"What's she saying now?"
"Her first message was 'I need your cock NOW' with now capitalized," I reported.
"Let me see what else she's been saying," mom said, reaching for my phone.
I unlocked it with the password and handed it to her without reading the other four messages. Like I'd mentioned to her earlier, we were no longer keeping any secrets from each other, so she was welcome to read whatever Cherry might have said.
Mom read the messages, and said, "Oh my, she really wants your cock."
"Bad luck. Tonight it's all for you," I said, having no problem making the bitch wait for a day... or maybe two. I too could be an asshole like my father.
"I've always hated cheerleaders," mom said, "well, hated and envied them," as she began typing something.
"What are you doing?" I asked mildly, curious to know what she was pecking away into my phone.
"I'm making a twenty-plus-year-old fantasy come true," she explained.
"And what's that?"
"I want my very own cheerleader pet," Mom said smugly, as she waited for a response.
"Sounds delightful. So what's your plan?" I asked, a little worried about the risk of being outed as an incestuous family... although I had blackmail evidence on Cherry available in case I ever needed it, since Principal Appleby had surely filmed today's entire sexual debauchery the head cheerleader had taken part in. That had also been mom's biggest concern back when I'd told her Ms. Chan knew about us.
"I just invited her over," she said, typing a bit more, "and she's going to come."
"But aren't you worried about being outed as my lover?"
"Nope," she said. "One thing I learned from your dad's parade of sluts, is they'll all keep quiet so they can get more of his dick. And like you've mentioned a time or two, your dick is even bigger and better than his."
"That makes sense," I approved. "Plus, I can get hold of a video of me fucking her pussy and coming in her ass."
"You plugged her ass already?" Mom asked, sounding proud of me again.
"Yep. Filled her right up," I bragged, as she handed me my phone.
"Well, then maybe you won't have to be the one to give me all eight of my orgasms tonight," she said brightly.
"You know I would," I said, as I examined the messages.
Cherry: Well?
Cherry: Don't play hard to get.
Cherry: Are you really ignoring me?
Cherry: please respond... I really can't stop thinking of your big cock.
Me (typed by my mother): You really want to come over and get fucked right now?
Cherry: Or you can come to my house.
Me (still typed by my mother): Nope. You come to me. I expect you to arrive wearing your cheerleading outfit and thigh high stockings and no panties. Is that understood, fuck toy?
My eyes went wide at the nastiness my mother wrote to somebody she'd never met, as she bent down and sucked my cock.

Cherry: The only thigh highs I have are the ones for my cheerleading outfit.
Me (still my mother): Then I don't see the problem, and you're an idiot. If you want my cock in your three fuck holes, you will always do whatever I say without arguing. Is that clear, fuckee?
I couldn't believe my mother's arrogant words. I equally couldn't believe the normally arrogant Cherry's meek responses.
Cherry: Yessir. Send me your address, and I'll come right over.
Me: (mom): Good slut. Now get that ass of yours over here right away, before I summon another one of my playthings.
Cherry: ON MY WAY!
"Jesus, Mom, you really put the fear of God... or me... into her," I said admiringly, as she leisurely sucked my cock some more... tasting herself and her cum on it.
"I'm more than just a pretty face," she smirked, before she resumed worshipping my cock.
"Oh, you're a lot more than a pretty face," I said, as I enjoyed her tongue and lips on my cock.
After a couple minutes, she stood up and said, "I'll be right back. This outfit won't work for my cheerleader pet."
"Good call," I said, as I watched her rush off. God, my mom was hot!
My phone buzzed again. It was my next-door neighbour slut Mrs. Dieks: Can you please come over right away?
I responded: Spending some quality time at home with mom. Send me three pictures with different kinky things in your pussy, and I might stop over tomorrow.
She responded immediately: Okay Master.
I shook my head at her utter submissiveness, almost regretting how poorly I always treated her.
I noticed I'd missed an earlier text from Amber: Missing your cock.
I smiled. It was hard not to enjoy all this fawning attention I was getting from girls who either hadn't known I existed, or had been disdainful about my existence, but were now desperate to get my attention. I responded: Bring me another slut to use, and I'll give you the fucking of your life.
She responded immediately, as if she'd been watching for my response, although her initial text was over thirty minutes ago: I'm on it.
I responded immediately this time, generously giving her some positive reinforcement for her eager obedience: Good slut. Now go fuck yourself with your phone turned on. You may aim the camera at yourself if you're a really obedient cum slut, or face down so it's just audio while you tell me how much you love my cock, what you're willing do to have my cock, what you want from me the next time I see you, and some rude terms for what you are. And be creative. There's a lot of competition for my cock, so you'll have to earn your share of it.
She responded, again immediately: Yes sir, stud, I'll give you the show of a lifetime.
I responded, curious about what she might come up with: I'm looking forward to it.
As I slowly rubbed my throbbing cock, which hadn't erupted yet since mom's blowjob during dinner, I couldn't help feeling in awe of the power of my big cock. In addition to my mother, I'd just received three pleas for sex in under an hour, and two of them were from popular cheerleaders.



I sat waiting for mom to return for a couple of minutes, and then my first picture popped up from the cum dump living next store. She had an incredibly fat zucchini stuffed in her pussy. It was pretty hot, with the lustful look on her face and her sexy lingerie.

But even though it was pretty hot, I responded as if I wasn't impressed at all: Is that the best you can do, cum dump? You obviously don't want my dick very badly.
She responded almost instantly: That was just a starter picture. I'll do better. I want your cock so badly! It's all I think about.
I smiled at her utter desperate obedience, just as mom returned.
"Holy shit!" I gasped. This time she was wearing a black leather skirt with black nylons, sexy as fuck boots, and a sheer blouse that didn't even try to hide her hard nipples! And to top it all off, she was also wearing an elaborate necklace.
"Like?" she asked, posing for me.

"You look fucking amazing!" I gasped again.
"Tonight I'll be submissive to you, but dominant to the bitch cheerleader," mom explained her ground rules, as she came over to me, pushed me against the back of the couch, straddled me, and dropped her pussy right onto my cock. (She was commando, of course.)
"Works for me," I agreed, and suddenly my mother was riding me.
"I want you to dump a load inside my pussy before Cherry gets here," Mom said, tightening her pussy around my dick in a grip I'd never experienced before... it felt like she was literally trying to milk my cock right into her... which was exactly what she was accomplishing.

As she rode me, she reached for my phone and handed it to me, saying, "Unlock please."
I did.
"Oh my," she said, as she saw the veggie picture from Mrs. Dieks.
"Yeah, she's one submissive desperate slut," I shrugged.
"So I see," she nodded. "I'm just texting my cheerleader slut, to find out where she is."
"Her name is Cherry," I mentioned.
"Of course it is." she said with a smirk of both dismay and amusement. "Although I would have guessed Amber."
"Funny you should say that," I chuckled. "The first cheerleader I fucked in this very room, and the one who's since brought me two more cheerleaders... including Cherry... is named Amber,"
"There's always an Amber in a gaggle of cheerleaders," she said. "Five minutes."
"What?"
"Cherry will be here in five minutes," Mom clarified, as she began riding me faster.
"Which means we only have five minutes to get you to orgasm number three," I said, as I watched her bouncing on my dick.
"And the first of many for you tonight," she said, tossing my phone safely onto the seat of the couch.
"I already came once in your mouth during dinner," I pointed out.
"Right! How could I forget?" she laughed, as she kept bouncing on my dick.
I wasn't sure how many loads I had left in me, truth be told, and I wasn't even sure how many loads I'd unleashed today already, but I didn't mention that.
"Now ride me, slut," I ordered, even though she was already doing just that, and doing it fucking well.
"Do you like Mommy riding your big fat cock, son?" she asked, her eyes boring right into mine while she moaned.
"I love Mommy riding my big fat cock, or bending over the kitchen counter and taking it from behind, or waking me up with those perfect cock-sucking lips, or begging me to hammer her perfect tight asshole, or willingly swallowing my load, or taking it all over her pretty face," I listed.
"Oh, yes son. Mommy loves doing all of those things," she moaned, really riding my cock with smooth fluidity... taking my entire length all the way inside her. I wasn't going to last much longer.
"I'm about to fill your pussy with a massive load, Mommy," I groaned. "Is that what you want?"
"Yes, son. Go ahead and give me that load," she responded urgently, her own third orgasm also imminent .
"Tell me what you want, Mommy-slut," I ordered, holding back for as long as I could.
"Mommy wants you to cum inside her unprotected cunt," she said wickedly. The thought I might get her pregnant hadn't even entered my head until that moment... but the nasty idea really turned me on!
"Do you want to carry your son's child, you nasty cum slut?" I teased.
"I'll do anything for my precious son," she vowed, her pussy once again tightening around my cock.
"Oh fuuuuuck." I groaned, before I could continue our nasty and hot conversation. Her pussy milked my dick, and I erupted inside her.
"That's right, breed Mommy," she moaned, and she continued riding me and taking my entire load deep inside her pussy.
"Fuck," I grunted again at the wild thought of impregnating my own mother, just as my phone buzzed with a text... which I ignored.
"Oh, yes son! Fill me right up," she cried out, and she kept bouncing on me like I was a human trampoline, her braless tits bouncing all over the place beneath her transparent blouse.
"Come for me, Mommy slut! Come while you imagine getting knocked up by your son," I commanded, shocked by the idea, but shocked even more by how much it was turning both of us on.
"Yes, I'll GLADLY carry your babyyyyyy!" she screamed, as orgasm number three struck, and her breasts collapsed onto my face, while her entire body quaked against mine. The sensations of her pussy twitching on my cock, and her body shaking and quaking against mine all combined, giving me an amazingly satisfying rush!

"Good Mommy," I said, as we cuddled together in the aftermath of our simultaneous orgasms.
A minute later, she sat up and observed, "Well, that was a new experience!"
"It was," I agreed, unsure if that had been just kinky heat of the moment talk, or something she'd seriously consider. Her next words resolved my pondering.
"I'm serious, son," she said, kissing me once. "If that's something you want, I'll let you knock me up."
"Seriously?" I asked, having assumed for some reason she'd had her tubes tied, since she'd already let me dump a few loads in her pussy.
"Yes indeed," she smiled, kissing me again. "And for all we know, you already have."
I was about to respond, when the doorbell rang.
"Go answer the door; I'm going to disappear for a few minutes," she instructed.
"Um, okay," I said.
"Pretend you're home alone," she said, climbing off of me and sauntering away in all her sexy finery. "You know? Your cum is leaking right out of me."
The doorbell rang again.
I shook my head at the wildness of the encounter we'd just shared, and that the head cheerleader was at the door anxious for my dick. I was curious to discover what else might happen on this already crazy night.
I decided to let Cherry wait, as I checked out a second picture from Mrs. Dieks. This time she had the assumedly same zucchini up her ass, and seemed to be fucking herself with an impossibly wide wine bottle.

I was impressed. I responded: Now that's better, slut. Think you can top it?
She responded: I'll try.
I headed to the door while it rang for a third time, smiling at Cherry's obvious impatience. This entitled girl wasn't accustomed to waiting for anybody. I was still totally naked as I reached the door and peeked through the peephole to make sure it was her... it was.
I opened the door, and she bustled right in. "What took you so long? It's really cold outside when I'm dressed like this!"
I closed the door before she turned around and saw that my dick was already out and undeniably hard.
"Jesus!" she gasped, looking really hot in her cheerleader outfit with the thigh high stockings... which were completely in view beneath the short skirt.
"Knees," I ordered, pointing to the floor.
"Excuse me?" she objected, even while she couldn't take her eyes off my dick.
"You heard me," I said. "Don't pretend you're not here because you're desperate to get fucked."

"You're quite the smug bastard," she accused, but using a tone that inferred she was very impressed. Not to mention she couldn't rip her eyes away from my hard dick!
"Why wouldn't I be?" I asked. "The head cheerleader is dressed like a bimbo so she can get all three of her holes plugged by a guy who yesterday she considered a nobody nerd."
"Don't call me a bimbo," she complained, but not denying my three-holes barb.
"Don't like being called that? Then how about I call you a slut? Fuck toy? Cum bucket?" I pushed my various descriptions of her one at a time with pauses between them, a huge smug smile on my face.
"You're lucky I'm even here," she said, trying to make it all about herself.
"Oh Cherry," I gasped overdramatically, shaking my head in mock sorrow. "Let's not pretend this isn't about your hungry cunt. I gave you the fucking of your life today, and now it's all you can think about."
"Don't flatter yourself," she denied ineptly. Her weak-ass resistance was hilarious, since she drove over here dressed exactly like my mother had told her to. Not that she realized that yet, which was also hilarious.
"I don't need to flatter myself," I said. "I can have two of your fellow cheerleaders here in a few minutes, if you're going to play this ridiculous pretentious game about you're-not-here-to-be my-bimbo-fuck-toy," stressing the word bimbo. "So either drop to your knees to show me you're ready to be my submissive slut, or get the fuck out of my house."
She sighed as she dropped to her knees before me and admitted, clearly confused by her own feelings and needs, "I can't believe I'm here letting you talk to me this way."
"Or that just seeing my cock and being called a bunch of dirty names is making your pussy wet?" I added.
"Sadly, that's true," she sighed, as she began stroking my cock, clearly ashamed by the truth about her.
"And you'll do anything to get it back inside you," I added, as her expression changed to perplexed.
When she brought her face close to my cock, she gasped, "Your dick is sticky! And it already smells like pussy!"
"True. You're not my only slut," I pointed out.
"But this is fresh pussy juice," she objected, looking up at my face while she stroked my cock.
"Yeah. I unloaded inside a sexy MILF just a few minutes ago," I bragged.
"Seriously?" she asked, shocked.
"Yeah. Older women are much better cock suckers, and even all-around sluts," I said. "Maybe it's experience. Or it could be appreciation."
"Are you telling me that older women are better lays than I am?"
"Without a doubt," I said without even needing to think about it. "Although if you're a good girl, I'll train you how to be a perfect cock-sucking, cock-riding, ass-taking cum bucket. So if you behave, you might have something special to look forward to. Now get sucking."
"Jesus, you're sick," she accused.
"Perhaps. But you're the sicko who drove over here without any panties so you could get my dick inside you," I pointed out.
"I can't believe I'm doing this," she sighed, even as she opened her mouth and unknowingly sucked my mom's pussy cum off my dick.

"And you love it," I said, as I watched her slowly bobbing on my cock... taking barely more than two inches into her wide-open mouth. After a minute, I made my dissatisfaction clear by suddenly shoving my entire dick into her mouth, then pulling out when she gagged. "For the record, all my MILF sluts can easily deep throat my cock."
"I can't imagine how they could even manage," she gasped, wiping saliva off of her lips.
"Practice," I shrugged.
"Can we go to your bedroom now?"
"You'll have to earn that," I said as I slid my cock back in her mouth, and she resumed sucking, now taking more of it into her mouth... but still not even half of it.
I caught sight of mom surreptitiously filming us with her phone, and she mouthed, 'make her talk... to incriminate herself'.
I pulled my dick out and ordered, "Beg, slut."
"Please give me that big dick," she whined more than begged.
"What are you?" I asked, bringing my cock close to her lips.
"Huh?" she asked, not understanding the question, and trying to get my dick back into her mouth, but I pulled it away.
"Tell me you're a nasty slut who'll do absolutely anything to become my three-hole fuck slut again," I ordered, "and make it believable."
"You nasty fucker," she accused.
"Oh, you don't know the half of it," I smirked, slapping her face with my dick. "Now tell me what you are. Prove you're worthier than Amber."
It must have been her competitive nature, because she immediately responded nastily, yet sensually, "I want to suck your cock, to taste and feel you unload into my mouth, to cum on my face, pound my pussy, and destroy my asshole with your big cock, Kevin. Is that what you want to hear?"
"It's a start. Next tell me... who would you rather have inside you... Ethan or me?" I quizzed, slapping her face with my hard-on again.
"I'm inside your house, dressed like a complete slut like you told me to. I'm on my knees sucking your dick, and I've just said I want to take it in all three of my holes, beginning with when you came inside my asshole this afternoon," she said wickedly. "Doesn't that speak volumes?"
"It does, it certainly does," I agreed. "But I already have a dozen other sluts who'll do everything you just promised me. What makes you special?"
"You asshole," she growled, my statement and question actually annoying her. "I'm special because I'm the most popular girl in school, my daddy is a U.S. senator from this state, and I'm rich as fuck. You can't possibly do better than me."
"Interesting. So... will you walk down the hallway at school holding my hand?" I asked, not really wanting her to, just seeing how far she'd go for my cock.
"I, um, I...." she stammered.
"Just kidding," I laughed, sliding my cock into her mouth and beginning to face fuck her. "I don't want you to be my girlfriend. I just want you to be my three-hole cum dump, and perhaps I could also use your daddy's connections someday."
"Mmmmmmmm," she moaned, as I kept sliding just over half of my dick in and out of her mouth.
"Although since you're rich, I think you could buy me some nice things," I suggested, thinking of a wicked twist to the age-old concept of a Sugar Daddy, "maybe you could be my Sugar Cheerleader."
Then I pulled out and asked, "How much are you willing to pay for me to fuck you?"
"You're so bad," she said, evading the question, while she leaned down and sucked on my balls.
"Today's a freebie," I said, "but next time you'd better buy me something for the privilege."
"What do you want?" she asked.
"I could use a virtual reality set for my PlayStation Five," I said.
"Done," she agreed. "Now please shove that dick in my pussy."
"You mean in your cunt?" I corrected.
"My cunt, my fuck hole, my twat, whatever," she listed off frantically, "just give me that cock right now!"
"You still haven't said who you'd rather have inside you... Ethan or me," I pointed out, knowing mom was still filming our interaction.
"I'd rather suck and fuck you over Ethan any day," she answered point blank. "He has a tiny-boy penis, while you have a giant man-spear." (Cherry herself was tiny, I assume because she'd been a competitive gymnast while her body was growing up.)
"Yeah, and I'm going to destroy those holes of yours," I promised, and I slid my dick back into her mouth.
After another thirty seconds or so, mom finally spoke up. "So this is the slut whose asshole you dumped a load in today?"
"Actually I fucked all three of her holes earlier today," I corrected, as Cherry's eyes went wide.
She then turned around and froze when she saw my mom filming her. "Who the hell are you?"
"I'm your new Mistress," Mom introduced herself, still filming as she sauntered the remaining few feet towards Cherry.
"My what?" she asked, stunned as my mom hiked up her leather skirt, grabbed Cherry's head, tugged it up a few inches, draped her right leg over Cherry's left shoulder, and used the girl's momentum to shove her face firmly against her own pussy.

"Slurp down that load out of my pussy that my darling son shot into me a few minutes ago," Mom ordered, thus answering the question that was just formulating in my head... would she let Cherry learn I was fucking my mom?
"You're his mom?" Cherry gasped through her daze a few moments later, when mom released her head.
"I am," she agreed without hesitating.
"And you let him fuck you?" Cherry gasped some more.
"He does it all the time," Mom admitted. "I mean, who in her right mind could resist that cock?"
"Mom, Cherry; Cherry, mom," I formally introduced casually.
"So to make matters clear between us, you won't say a word about our incestuous relationship, or else the video I just filmed of everything you said and your mouth full of cock goes viral," mom warned. "Do you understand?"
"Yes," Cherry agreed, looking back at me just as I knelt behind her, and Cherry placed her hands on the floor. But I wanted to dominate her more than that, so I grabbed her upper arms and pulled her up until her back was arched, probably uncomfortably. And her top had gotten disheveled, so her breasts were now showing.
"Yes, what?" mom asked archly.
"Um. Yes ma'am," Cherry said, a bit confused, as I slid my dick deep inside her pussy. "Oh, fuck!"

"It's Mistress, you dumb bimbo," Mom barked. "Kevin, pull out of her twat, she hasn't earned that right yet."
"Yes, Mommy," I agreed, pulling it out as quickly as I'd slid it in.
"Noooooooooo," Cherry whined.
"Obey your Mistress," I ordered harshly, slapping her ass.
"I won't say a word to anyone, Mistress," Cherry blurted out urgently, desperate to get my dick back inside her pussy.
"Good. Because if you do, we'll destroy you," mom warned.
"And I'm going to destroy her holes anyway," I said, then I slammed back into Cherry's sloppy pussy.
"Let's go upstairs to my bedroom," mom said.
"Okay," I agreed.
"And slut, you may crawl behind us," mom instructed, as if it was a privilege. Or actually, I guess it was.
"Yes, Mistress," Cherry obeyed mindlessly, as I pulled out of her again and followed my mother upstairs. I looked back to see Cherry crawling on all fours with a mixed look of humiliation, submission and horniness.
I smiled ferally.
Once we were in mom's bedroom (actually our bedroom now, but Cherry didn't need to know that), mom slid out of her skirt and boots, got onto her bed and asked rhetorically, "I assume you eat pussy?"



"Usually they eat mine," Cherry said, still acting rather stubborn, trying to hold onto the scant pride she had left.
"Well, tonight you're the one eating mine," Mom dictated, spreading her legs and snapping her fingers imperiously.
Cherry silently got onto the bed, crawled between my mom's legs, and began licking.

Watching them was really hot.
After a couple minutes, I went behind her, removed her shoes, and caressed her nylon legs.
"Just fuck her, son," Mom ordered, "the slut obviously needs your cock badly, don't you, slut?"
"I really do," Cherry agreed from between mom's legs.
"All right," I said, climbing onto the bed behind Cherry. Except there wasn't enough room on the bed for all three of us in a row, so we relocated our ménage à trois down to the floor. Then Cherry resumed licking mom, and I slid my dick back inside her.
"Oooooooh, yes," Cherry moaned.
"You've obviously licked pussy before," Mom observed.
"I'm afraid I have," Cherry admitted.
"I think this is your natural role... a submissive slut to men and women, girls and boys," mom mused, as I slowly fucked Cherry. "You'll become more comfortable with yourself once you abandon the pretense of being an arrogant bitch."
Cherry didn't say a word... she just moaned... I assumed because of my dick inside her, not the accuracy of mom's words... but perhaps it was both.

"I think you're right, mom. She saw my dick and stuck her nose in the air, but then she caved and became my fuck toy within a couple of hours," I said, slowly pumping my fat cock in and out of Cherry.
"I couldn't resist it for very long at all," Cherry admitted from between my mom's legs.
"Me neither," mom concurred. "His dick is just too perfect." Then her mood changed. "Now really get that tongue in there," she ordered, grabbing the back of Cherry's head and shoving her deep into her perfect pussy.
"Get my mom off, slut," I ordered, as I continued my slow, methodical fucking. I was giving her pleasure, but not fucking her hard enough to get her off. Plus, I was enjoying the lesbian show.
"Yeah, slut. You'll come over here to service me whenever I summon you," Mom said, gazing into her eyes. "Is that understood?"
"Yes, Mistress," Cherry replied obediently... and even contentedly... as she kept licking... apparently already accepting her new role as our family pet.
"I've always wanted my own cheerleader... lesbian... bimbo... pet," Mom said.
"Now you have one," I smiled.
"And she is quite the pussy licker," mom admitted.
"And I bet she'll soon become a good ass eater too," I opined.
"I bet she will," Mom agreed, "but right now I need her to get me off."
I stopped moving, although buried all the way inside Cherry, and said, "You heard her, pussy slut. No more dick until you get my mom off."
Cherry didn't say a word, but her head began moving faster, and mom's moans increased.
"That's it, bimbo, get me off," mom said, and she began grinding her pussy up and down.
"That's good, use her pretty face," I urged, finding this scenario so fucking hot!
"Do you want me to come all over her face, son?" mom asked.
"Yes please, Mommy. Coat her pretty face, and use her like the cheap slut she is," I urged.
"Okay, I will," mom moaned, and then she closed her eyes, and thirty seconds later, she came. "Fuck!" Mom held Cherry's face plastered against her pussy while her orgasm ripped through her.
"Halfway there," I noted, and I resumed slowly fucking Cherry, since she'd successfully completed her assigned task.
"Mmmmmm," mom moaned, and she opened her eyes and released Cherry's head.
Cherry immediately begged, "Harder, Master! Please fuck me harder!"
"What do you think? Does she deserve it harder, mom?" I asked.
"She does," mom approved. "Pound that slut's cunt and give her a great orgasm."
"Yes, Mommy," I replied, and I grasped my hands firmly around Cherry's hips and slammed into her.
"Fuuuck, yes!" Cherry moaned.
"You like my son's cock?" mom asked.
"I love his cock," Cherry replied, as I pounded her hard from behind.
"And you'll make sure everybody starts treating him better at school?" mom asked, shifting into her traditional mom mode, even though her legs were still spread wide, like the slut she also was.
"I'll do what I can," Cherry said, not too convincingly.
Mom noticed that too, and her voice got edgy, "I'm not asking you to make a trivial effort, I'm ordering you to accomplish something meaningful, come hell or high water, even if you think it might damage your precious reputation."
I pulled completely out of her pussy, and slapped her ass with my cock. "You'd better show us your dedication a lot better than that! You know I could have Amber and Stephanie here to replace you in fifteen minutes or less."
"But neither of them has the influence I have," Cherry rebutted, and she moved her ass around blindly, trying to locate my dick by chance. "Plus, you earned some major respect by standing up to Ethan today. You really got people talking!"
"What did you do?" mom asked.
"Stood up to my longstanding bully," I explained.
"Humiliated him, too," Cherry added.
"That's my son!" mom glowed with pride.
"Thanks, mom," I said.
"Can you please stick your big fat cock back in my pussy?" Cherry asked, frustrated she wasn't full of dick.
"Depends. Will you make sure my son... your Master... will no longer be ostracized?" Mom asked.
"Master?" she gulped.
"You've already been instructed about that," I reminded her, having coerced her into calling me Master earlier today. I slid back deep into her pussy, but then pulled completely back out... and waited for her response.
"Yes, your Master," mom stressed. "You'll obey whatever he tells you to do. It's pretty fucking simple. In fact, I do it all the time, and I really get off on it. Show her, Kevin."
"Come here and suck my cock, mom," I instructed with authority, while I stood up and sat on the edge of the bed.
"Yes, Master," Mom said, hurrying over to me and kneeling.
"Shit!" Cherry said, releasing a shocked little gasp as she watched my mother take my cock into her mouth.
"You see, slut?" I said. "This is the kind of dedication I expect from a slut who wants regular access to my big fat cock."

"I don't think I could ever do anything that kinky," Cherry said, as she watched in complete fascinated shock and awe, while mom sucked my cock right in front of her. I suspected she didn't actually mind the idea, she just didn't think she had that much gumption.
"Au contraire, you'll be doing some very kinky things even before you leave here tonight," mom assured her, taking a moment's break to speak, before devouring my dick again.
"Have you officially broken up with Ethan?" I asked.
"Well, not officially," Cherry said uncomfortably.
"No?"
"I have a reputation to uphold," she explained as if that was a given.
"So you can sneak out to slum it up with me and get the fucking fix you crave, but pretend to everyone you're still with him?" I asked, not at all surprised.
"It's not like that," Cherry objected, although we all knew it was exactly like that.
"I think 'sneak out' was the key phrase just now. So your plan is to sneak out and use my son for his dick, with nobody knowing your 'shameful secret?'" mom asked, sounding very annoyed. Which was demonstrated when she manhandled Cherry onto the bed, pushed her onto her back, and roughly spread the cheerleader's legs.
"Well, I... um... I...." Cherry began, and shambled to a halt. She then admitted, as I went back between her legs, "Okay, you're right. That's exactly why I'm here."
"Then how badly do you actually want this dick, going forward?" Mom asked, "such as right now?" as she positioned my dick back against Cherry's pussy and waited for an answer.
"So fucking badly," Cherry admitted, and mom glided my dick head up and down her very wet pussy lips.
"Then what are you willing to do for it?" Mom asked, tapping Cherry's slit three times with my cock head.
"Ooooh, almost anything," Cherry moaned.
"Wrong answer," Mom said, slapping her ass hard.
"Okay, absolutely anything, Mistress," Cherry urgently corrected herself.
"Better," Mom approved, and she repositioned my dick, placing it back between the girl's pussy lips, but not very far past them.
"Oh, please fuck me! I need it soooo bad," Cherry pleaded, desperate for my cock.
"All in good time. Where's your phone?" mom asked as she pushed my ass forward, thus sliding my dick back inside the popular cheerleader. I was enjoying my mom's manipulation of me, but was also curious about what her plan was.
"In my purse near the front door, why?" Cherry asked.
"I'll ask the questions," mom said firmly, as she headed out of the room and downstairs. "Tease her with your dick... maybe edge her some... but don't let the bitch come yet," she called back to me.
"Please, Kevin! Give it to me harder! Even fuck my ass if you want," she pleaded, "I need to come so bad!"
"Not quite yet. You heard my mom."
"Do you really just do whatever she tells you to?" Cherry asked, trying to shame me into doing whatever she wanted me to.
"No, usually she does whatever I tell her to," I corrected as I slowly fucked her. "We both call her my Mommy-slut."
"That's so crazy," Cherry moaned as I fucked her. I couldn't tell if she was impressed or appalled.

"You think that's crazy? Then how about this? I've never met your mom face to face, but I've learned in the past couple weeks that because of my huge dick, I could get her... for instance... on all fours next to you getting fucked. Or if I chose instead, I could get her between your legs munching your wet pussy while I sodomized her," I bragged wickedly, confident I could actually make that claim into a reality.
"I'd like to see that happen," Cherry said, still in an unreadable tone.
"Just ask me, and I'll have her begging for me to fuck her, begging to eat your pussy, and begging for my load all over her face," I listed off, those possibilities making my dick throb... I'd been in the same conference room with her at school on a few occasions, and Cherry's MILF mother was as hot as her daughter was... and equally as bitchy.
"None of that could ever happen," Cherry said confidently.
"Why not?"
"Because she cares more about her reputation than anything else."
"And you don't?"
"I'm here, aren't I?" she answered.
I pulled out and flipped her onto all fours.
"But you're too embarrassed to admit that to anyone but me, and once you leave here, you'll feel ashamed for allowing yourself to succumb to your lust for some chubby nerd's cock," I said. I sucked on my finger for some moisture, then positioned it at her puckered anal entrance, while I slid my cock back into her hot box. "I imagine those were your feelings earlier today, once you were alone with my load leaking out of this asshole of yours."
"Yes, but how did you know that?"
"Because you're a stuck-up cunt, and you think you're better than everyone else just because you're hot and rich," I explained, sliding my finger inside her asshole. Then once I felt I'd prepped her enough, I worked my dick into her ass.

"Ooooh," she moaned, but she didn't verbalize anything... perhaps I'd struck a nerve.
"I see you've progressed to some anal with our slut," Mom said, as she went over to Cherry, handed her own phone to her and ordered, "Unlock this for me."
"Excuse me?"
"Did I stutter?" Mom barked, instantly annoyed. "Unlock your fucking phone!"
Even while I continued fucking her rosebud very slowly, Cherry, fully cowed by my mom, silently unlocked her phone and handed it back.
"Don't fucking question my orders again, or there'll be consequences," Mom threatened, which made me wonder what kind of consequences or whatever else might already be marinating in her wicked mind.
"Just now, I was offering to fuck Cherry's mom and present her to her as her own personal Mommy-slut," I reported.
"Or perhaps instead, we should give Mrs. Allen this bitch for her personal daughter pet," mom suggested.
"Nooooo," Cherry wailed. "Master said he could make her be mine!"
"So you want your pretentious bitch of a mom to become your fuck toy?" mom asked.
"I do," Cherry agreed, her tone of voice finally expressing that she really loved the idea.
"And do you also want to watch me fuck your mom?" I asked.
"I want to watch you fuck her ass, come on her face, and make her into my pussy-eating slut," Cherry listed off. There was obviously some tension between her and her mother... trouble in paradise.
"That's pretty extreme," mom said, as she snapped a pic of me slowly fucking Cherry's butthole.
"Please don't take any more pictures," Cherry pleaded, although she made no effort to stop what we were doing, or even to cover herself. Then, obviously beginning to understand her position in the hierarchy of her brand-new sexual submission, she added, "Sorry... Mistress!"
"Tonight we're going to make sure your tiny-dicked and bullying boyfriend understands that it's over between you," mom announced.
"Huh? What are you going to do?" Cherry blurted out, her eyes going wide, as I began fucking her faster... and deeper... knowing that any impulse she might have to stop my mom from doing whatever she had in mind would be overridden by just a bit more pleasure.
"I'm going to take a few more pictures of you in a variety of submissive slut positions to your Master, and then I'll text them to him," Mom explained.
"No! Please, not that!" she pleaded. "Then he'll use them against me if I try to break up with him!"
"If, or when?" I asked.
"Ummm... okay, when. He can't give me anything even close to what you and your mom can."
"I'm glad that's settled. But now we also need to make him powerless to hurt you. Hmmmmmmm," mom pondered, wanting to humiliate this bitch, to use her like a cheap slut and teach her to love it, but also not to destroy her reputation.
"I'd love to humiliate him as a tiny-dicked asshole who never satisfied me," Cherry explained. "I just don't want him to be able to use any compromising pictures against me."
"Gotcha. And that's fair enough," Mom agreed, pondering the best way to make her mysterious plan work.
Meanwhile, I began fucking Cherry faster, since her orgasm was rising.
"How about you take some pictures just for you and me?" I suggested, stopping deep inside Cherry's bowels.
"But also text him it's over with me," Cherry added, apparently now on board with anything we decided to do... so long as her reputation remained intact.
"That's a good idea," mom agreed, and she did just that, and then she set Cherry's phone down and picked up her own phone. "And perhaps even some video."
"Whatever. Just keep fucking me," Cherry frustratedly demanded.
Mom aimed the camera at Cherry and asked, "What do you want, slut?"
Cherry didn't hesitate this time and responded, "I want Kevin to give me the fuckings my small-dicked boyfriend could never manage."
"Fuckings plural?" I asked.
"Yes please, lots and lots!"
"And who's your boyfriend?" mom asked.

"Ethan was my boyfriend," Cherry said, and I gave her three hard thrusts for answering the question acceptably... and I noted she'd stressed the word 'was'.
"Do you want your new boyfriend's huge dick in your asshole?" Mom queried, and she gave me a nod, so I resumed fucking Cherry's butt, now slamming into her tight body with each hard thrust.
"I'll take my new boyfriend Kevin's dick in all three of my holes anytime he wants," Cherry moaned wildly.
"And you'll be his no-holes-barred cum slut?"
"Yes! I'll take his cum in my pussy, down my throat, in my asshole, or all over my face," Cherry listed off, her orgasm clearly rising rapidly.
"Anytime, anywhere?"
"Yes... yes indeed! He's already sodomized me at school, and now I'm at his house just a few hours later, begging for his dick," Cherry admitted, although it came out as a totally disjointed sentence, since she was being overwhelmed with pleasure.
"Beg, bitch," mom ordered harshly, giving me another nod, so I pulled out completely.
"Nooooooo! I was so close!" Cherry whined like a bitch in heat.
"Suck all your ass juice off his dick," Mom ordered, loving that she was pushing Cherry to the brink.
Cherry spun around and devoured my cock with a lustful urgency that couldn't be faked... it was obvious she was cock drunk.

"Oh, yeah! Show Kevin how much you love his cock," mom spurred her on, while Cherry sucked her own ass juices off of it.
"Yeah, I think she's cock drunk," I quipped, a term that'd popped into my head a moment earlier, while I was watching the most popular girl in school sucking me, no longer wearing her cheerleader outfit, but still wearing the orange nylons my mother had ordered her to wear for us.
"Mmmmmmmm, what a perfect description," mom purred. After a minute, she asked, "Are you cock drunk for Kevin's cock?"
I backed away from her, even though my balls were beginning to boil.
Cherry responded, "Oh God, I can't explain why, but I'm completely in lust for this cock," as saliva dropped down her chin. "I fucking have to have it!"
"And you'll do anything for it?" mom asked.
"Yes, I'll do absolutely anything!" Cherry responded. Her frustration and desperation were hot as fuck.
"Roll onto your back and spread your legs," Mom ordered.
Cherry obeyed without hesitation.
Mom, still filming as she approached to get a great view of Cherry's amazing spread legs and wet pussy, ordered, "Tell Kevin what you want him to do to you. Use his name. Be detailed. Talk about how much bigger and better his is than any smaller dick."
Cherry looked at my cock, and back to my mom.
"Once you do what I just said, he'll fuck you until you come," mom promised her.
Upon hearing those magic words, Cherry, speaking directly into the camera... and to me, since I was crouching on the bed right beside my mother, who was still standing, "Ethan, we're fucking done, and I'm proud to say that I'm now Kevin Walsh's three-hole cum slut. I'll do anything to earn having his big fat cock gagging me, or filling my pussy, or destroying my asshole. I'll happily take his loads on my face, down my throat, on my cheerleader outfit, inside my pussy or just like our first time, when he plugged all three of my holes, including my ass. His dick is so much bigger than yours, and also unlike you, he knows how to use it. He's not a jock like you are, but I no longer care about that, because he's a real man, while you're just a widdle boy, and you'll always remain one. And now since I hope Ethan is watching this video... please, Kevin... crawl between my legs... clad in the nylons I wore just for you... and shove your big fat cock deep into my cunt, while my pathetic ex-boyfriend watches us, and to his shame, probably gets all hard and excited... and especially... humiliated."



Mom nodded approvingly and kept filming, while I went between her legs.
"Oh yes, Kevin! I need your big fat cock so bad," Cherry moaned.
"You're saying you want Ethan to know you're my personal cum bucket?" I asked, and now between her legs, I slapped her clit with my fat cock.
"Oh, yes Kevin! I left my house dressed as a whore just so I could be your fuck toy," Cherry said, moaning wildly.
"Then beg for it, bitch," I ordered, feeling so powerful, and loving that my mother was filming this utter submission of the stuck-up popular cheerleader. I grabbed her legs, shoved the right one high and the left one low, and held them in place.
"Please fuck me now, Kevin," she begged. "Pound my pussy, plug my asshole, and cum anywhere you want! Just please use me as your cheap cum slut."
"As you wish," I said, and slid into her.

"Oh, God!" Cherry screamed, as I slid deep inside her from a new angle, thus stimulating her differently and better.
"You like that?" mom asked, and she set the phone on the dresser, assumedly still filming, then she joined the twosome on the bed, making it into a threesome again.
"I fucking love Kevin's dick!" Cherry declared, "it's so fucking perfect!"
"Kevin promised me I'd have eight orgasms tonight..." mom said, as she straddled Cherry's head and lowered herself down. "...and I've only had four so far. So I want you to give me number five."
"Yes, Mistress! Just drop that sweet cunt onto my face, and I'll do it," Cherry agreed brightly, while I slowly fucked her... still filling her with pleasure, but not enough of it for her to come.
"I think we've found our perfect plaything, honey," mom observed as she planted her pussy onto Cherry's face.
"Our perfect three-hole cum bucket, with the added perk of also being our cunt-munching slave," I embellished, and I assumed said cunt-munching slave was now licking mom as required.
"Mmmmmm, now fuck her good, honey. Fuck her like you always fuck Mommy," mom instructed.
I nodded, and began pounding Cherry's pussy hard, making her moan into my mother's pussy and giving her good vibrations.

Then for a few minutes, there were just the sounds of fucking. Me slamming into Cherry hard. Mom's moans increasing as she sat on Cherry's face, and began to grind. Cherry's cunt-muffled moans as I pounded her... having already surfed through one orgasm, and now cresting towards another one. I adjusted my grip on her legs, spread them wide, and really hammered her hole. this new angle going even deeper than before, and sending her ballistic!

Cherry's muffled moans sounded wild as Mom ground on her face, and she ordered me, "Make the bitch come again."
By now I was very excited, and I cried out, "Can do, Mommy! But you've gotta cum on her face! Come all over our slut's pretty face!" and I felt passionate about that. My balls were once again bubbling... but I wanted to hold back long enough to shoot my load on Cherry's face. But only after she made my mom cum on it first.
"Yes, baby! I'll come for you. I'll come all over our pet's face for you," Mom agreed, using Cherry's face very roughly.
"Now, Mommy-slut! Come right fucking now!" I demanded about thirty seconds later, staring into her eyes.
"Yes, Master!" she screamed. Her orgasm struck, and she lost it all over Cherry's face.
After a moment, mom rolled off, and Cherry begged, "Please don't stop now, Master! I'm really close again!"
"You want my cum?" I asked, really piledriving into her.
"Yes please! Give me your load," Cherry affirmed.
"First come for your Master, and then I'll give you my load," I promised, and mom rolled onto her side to watch.
"Oh yes Kevin, that's a deal! I love your dick so much! Oh, fuck! Yes, fuck! Yes, yes, yes! Massssssster!" she bellowed loudly enough to wake the dead, when her second orgasm in rapid succession ripped through her slender, tiny, perfect body.
I accelerated my pumping, now almost ready to erupt on her face.
After a couple dozen more strokes, I pulled out and ordered, "Get down on the floor and get ready for my load on your face!"
She obeyed, although it took her a few seconds, since she was still weakened from the rapture of her twin orgasms. But soon she was on her knees looking up at me, while I stood above her, stroking my cock furiously.
"Beg," I ordered, loving my new ability to get what I wanted with just a single word.
"Please, Kevin! Come all over my slutty face," she responded dutifully but sincerely, her mouth wide open.
"Close your mouth," I instructed. "I want my entire load to go on your face."
She obeyed, just as rope number one of half a dozen cannonballed out of my cock directly onto her face. Six direct hits... sexual target shooting at its finest!
"Mmmmmmmm," she purred as I painted her face.

"Yes! Give her all that cum," mom cheered as she filmed the cum shot, although I'd pretty much already done that. Then she left the room for some reason.
I slid my cock back into Cherry's mouth, and she sucked my dick, swallowing down any last droplets.

Mom soon returned with a double-ended dildo, but before using it, she first snatched up the phone that had been filming everything, and took some closeup pics of the cum-coated Cherry with my dick still in her mouth.
"That's so hot," mom said.
"She does look terrific with my load all over her face," I agreed.
"Want to take a rest and watch your mom and your cheerleader slut fuck each other?"
"What do you think? Am I a mother fucker?"
"Why, yes you are," she grinned.
I pulled out of Cherry, and mom told her, "Smile."
Cherry did, and mom took a few more pics.

"Now once again, tell whoever sees this video what you are," mom ordered, now that Cherry was dripping with cum.
By now Cherry had succumbed completely to her roles as our bottom bitch, cock slave and pussy pet, so without hesitation, she said to the camera, "I'm lots of nasty things, but I'm proudest to be Kevin's personal cum slut."
"More. And tell everyone your name," mom instructed as if she were hosting a popular TV game show.
"I'm Cherry Allen, daughter of U.S. Senator James Allen and socialite Sarah Allen," she elaborated, "and I'll do absolutely anything for the privilege of being Kevin Walsh's cum slut. For instance, I'll wear his load on my face like I'm doing right now... doesn't it make me look pretty? I'll also take his dick deep inside my pussy whenever he wants, and even let him bury his fat cock in my asshole. I'm his obedient slave who's ready and willing to be his mindless slut, by which I mean I'll always do anything he tells me to without even questioning it for a moment."
"Impressive," mom approved.
Cherry turned to me and added, "I really mean it, Kevin! I'll even walk hand in hand with you down the hallway at school, and proudly tell everybody I'm your submissive girlfriend."
"Really?" I asked, this newest concession surprising me... since until now, she'd pretty much said and inferred the very opposite of that. Until this moment, her reputation and social standing had been all-important.
"I'll do anything for you, Kevin," Cherry pledged, looking vulnerable, which was a very odd look on this heretofore stuck-up, diva head cheerleader.
"You understand that I still plan on fucking lots of other girls and MILFs?" I asked. "Probably including all your cheerleaders?"
"Yes, that's just fine," she agreed, "I just want to be your number one slut."
"No way. I'll always be his number one slut," Mom interjected. "Right, Kevin?"
"Absolutely, Mommy," I agreed immediately.
"Sorry, Mistress," Cherry apologized, looking up at my mom. "Then can I please be his number two slut?"
"That's Kevin's decision," mom told her.
"And I won't decide right away; you'll have to earn it," I said. Although the idea of walking down the hallway with the hottest, most popular girl in the entire school holding my hand was too good not to consider... it would completely upset the school's social hierarchy.
"I mean it, Kevin, I'll do anything for you," she reiterated.
"I hear you, but like I said... before I decide, I'll have to test the sincerity of that promise," I assured her, already having a few sluts doing whatever I wanted them to... like Mrs. Dieks, Mrs. Grady, and Amber. And of course I couldn't exactly call my sex guru Ms. Chan my slut, but secretly, she was definitely second only to my mom in my affections.
"Please do, and I'll show you I live up to my promises. You can require anything of me," Cherry emphasized, and she looked into the camera, scooped some cum off her face, slurped it into her mouth and purred, "Mmmmmmmmm."
"I'll be holding you to that obedience pledge too," mom said, giving me a wink. "Now lie on your back and scootch beneath my legs and impale both of us on this dildo, until we're pussy-to-pussy. Let's give our Master a hot show."
"Yes, Mistress," Cherry replied readily, in full submission mode.
They closed in on each other as described, then for a few minutes I watched mom and Cherry fucking each other with a long, turquoise, double-ended dildo, with the entire massive snake disappearing inside both of their pussies, until they were literally tribbing each other, with the long, fake snake inside them both.

I just watched at first.
Then I filmed.
Throughout, I remained hard.
I watched mom reach orgasm six and Cherry orgasm three, and I considered it wickedly hot when mom ordered Cherry to call her Mommy, and even hotter when Cherry screamed when her orgasm hit, "Thank you, Mistress Mommy!"
Mom got off the bed, and Cherry just laid there, exhausted from the marathon tribbing. I had at least one more load stored away inside me, and I planned to deposit it in Cherry's pussy, or perhaps another load in her ass... there's just something about shooting a load into a woman's asshole that's exhilarating.
Cherry smiled at me as she rolled onto her side. "I can't believe you fuck your own mother."
"I fuck a few mothers, and I can fuck yours too, if you want," I bragged, recalling our earlier conversation.
"I'd love to see that," she said with a wide grin.
"You sure?" I asked. "I'm not kidding. And if I offer her my cock at all, she'll very likely take it in all three of her holes soon afterwards."
"Sounds great! Please make it happen," she urged.
"Consider it done," I agreed. "But you understand I'll expect to see some incestuous lesbian action as well."
"Just so long as I can be in charge," she said. Then hastened to add, "Not in charge of you of course, Master! I just want to boss around my bossy mom."
"I can make that happen too," I assured her. The visual of one of the hottest MILFs around bent over taking my dick in her pussy or ass while she ate her daughter's pussy, would be pretty hard to get out of my head.

"Want to DP our slut now?" Mom suggested, having stripped down to just her stockings and necklace, but also with a new accessory: a strap-on cock around her waist. She handed me some lube.
"I think I do," I concurred, so mom took the phone and placed it on the nightstand to keep filming, and then she stood next to the bed.
"Now I'm going to orchestrate some choreography for us," mom said. "Kevin, you stand right there," pointing to a spot very near the bed. "Now Cherry, I want you to back up against Kevin, and son, stick your dick in her bum. Is it nicely lubricated?"
"Yes it is, Mommy," I said, wedging my slick dick into my... new girlfriend's?... back door.
"Good. Now Kevin, wrap your arms around Cherry and bend your knees as if you're sitting down, and Cherry, lift up your legs while Kevin holds you in midair."
Then mom approached us, lowered herself just like I'd done, guided Cherry's upper legs so they were resting on top of hers, slid her eight-inch strap-on dildo into Cherry's pussy, and reached her hands past Cherry to grasp them around my waist.
"And almost finally, son," she said, "wrap your arms around my waist." Then when I had, she said to Cherry, "Wrap your arms around me tight. Now your feet aren't anywhere near the floor. Are you the least bit concerned you might fall?"
"Not at all, Mistress."
"Good girl."
And here she was... in mom's and my bedroom, essentially naked, and happily doing all the weird things we told her to. Which would have been impossible... and completely unfathomable... before I began proving the veracity of the big cock theory my dad had told me about.
"And now, actually finally... we start fucking our slut in two of her holes," she finished.
"Yeah, baby! Pound that big fat cock up your slut's shit hole," Cherry urged me wickedly, holding onto my mom breast to breast, thus offering me even better access to her back door.
"Just so you know," I then said, as I gently stroked my cock in and out of her asshole, "I'm an unfair bastard. Because I'm going to fuck other girls as much as I want, including your friends and your mom, but I'm reserving your three holes for my dick only. Is that clear?"
"Except that my dick is the exception," mom added. "I too get to fuck you any way I want, and also any other women I want, unless Kevin objects. Plus, I guess, I'll fuck any guy he tells me to fuck, although we haven't discussed that possibility."
"Yes, Master and Mistress, I agree. No other dicks will touch my holes unless you tell me to. But why would I bother with them? You two have already ruined me for other men."
"I think you've found yourself the perfect girlfriend," mom told me, as I continued fucking my new girlfriend.
"Oh fuuuuuuck!" Cherry whimpered, as I pounded her ass.
"She's hot, filthy rich, and submissive," mom summarised.
"And I'm a compete slut for this mother and son team I'm serving right now," Cherry added, as both of our cocks stroked away gently, deep inside her.

I then recalled mom's earlier suggestion while we'd been double teaming Ms. Chan on her birthday... that we'd gather a collection of sluts to share with each other. I also recalled that originally she was afraid of getting outed by our doing anything like that. That fear had faded it seemed, although she was taking steps to protect us... such as filming compromising videos of our various sex partners. Which of course we'd have to edit carefully if we didn't want to out ourselves as well, if we ever made any of them public.
"Now let's really give it to her," mom urged me.
"On three," I said, still resting, buried in Cherry's rectum.
"Yes, dominate my two holes," Cherry said, a brief calm before our sex storm.
"One, two, three," mom counted, and then I pulled out and slammed back into Cherry's asshole, mom also bucking her hips to counter my deep thrusts.
"Oh my fucking God!" Cherry screamed, as our two cocks raced back and forth along parallel tracks inside her playground of pleasure.
"You like that?" mom asked.
"Fucking love it!" Cherry responded, as my mother and I worked together in perfect unison, having already practiced a similar maneuver on Ms. Chan.
"You like my dick in your asshole?" I asked as I slammed into her.
"So fucking much!" Cherry moaned wildly, her tiny body bouncing around all over the place, as our two cocks filled her entirely, but from different angles.
"Yeah, she's just a fuck toy for our pleasure," mom gloated, rubbing her tits against Cherry's for their mutual enjoyment.
"Oh, I think she's getting a lot of enjoyment out of this too," I said, as I kept up my hard, deep thrusts inside her incredibly tight ass.
"You're so right, Master! And please don't stop," Cherry managed to say semi-coherently during our double assaults against her two holes, rendering her a moaning mess.
We continued the double teaming for a while, then mom suggested, "Let's try a new position."
We both pulled out, and mom ordered, "Lie on the bed on your side, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Cherry said, somewhat out of breath, but still with utter lust shining from her eyes.
We repositioned ourselves, mom lying down in front of Cherry face to face, while I reclined behind our well-fucked cheerleader.
"Please shove those cocks back inside your slut's holes," Cherry begged. She raised her left leg, thus giving mom smoother access into her pussy, while I slid back into her well-gaped asshole.
In this position, mom could really fuck Cherry... and after a couple of misfires, we got our timing perfect, so we could slam simultaneously into the tiny tight cheerleader with aggressive bravado, and our fast-paced double teaming brought Cherry to utter rapture within a couple dozen strokes. The pleasure for us all was so intense there was little talking, and not any complete sentences, but Cherry did manage to babble things like, "Oh, fuck!" and "Jesus!" and "don't..." and "...stop!" before she screamed through yet another orgasm ripping through her body.
Yet wanting to completely drain her while giving her multiple orgasms, neither of us even slowed down, while mom ordered, "Keep fucking our slut, son."
"I sure will, Mommy," I responded, as we continued slamming into our quaking, moaning slut.

"Fuck," Cherry mumbled. She was in a lustful daze, while we continued double penetrating her roughly and thoroughly.
As we continued, I studied mom while she fucked Cherry. She was so hot! Her big tits were bouncing all around as she fucked. I was so lucky to have a mother like her!
Sweat was eventually coating my mother and me, and yet another orgasm was rapidly rising inside Cherry, who was still moaning like a bitch in heat. "Oh God!" "So good!" "Fuck my holes!" and "Jesus Christ!"
"Come again, slut!" mom ordered. I sensed she was getting tired. I sure was.
"Yes! Fuck! Oh God! Yes, yes! Fuuuuuck!" Cherry babbled through another dozen-plus double penetration strokes, before once again she erupted.
This time mom pulled out instantly, apparently needing to stretch. She then slipped out of her strap-on and lay down on Cherry's face, using her weight to push our pet onto her back.
I got off the bed and watched the lesbian action for a minute, before mom demanded, "Come fuck my ass while our pet eats my pussy, son." She then spun around, bent over and stuck out her ass, while she straddled Cherry's face.



Never one to refuse any invitation to fuck any of my mom's holes, I maneuvered myself between the two pairs of legs, placed my hands on my mother's hips, and demanded, reminding Cherry I was in charge of all the women I fucked, "Beg, mom! Beg for your son's cock up your asshole."
"Oh, you nasty boy," mom purred, as Cherry licked her pussy, and her own body was still trembling. "You want to show your new fuck toy girlfriend what kind of demanding mother fucker you are?"
"I do," I affirmed, rolling my cock around against her rosebud.
"Well then, please son... slam that big fat cock deep inside your Mommy's asshole and use me as your incestuous fuck toy," mom said wickedly, and she reached underneath herself with her left hand, pulling Cherry's face roughly against her pussy.
"As you wish," I acceded, pushing myself forward and watching as my dick disappeared inside my mother's ass... which was still the most exhilarating experience of all my recently discovered sexual prowess.
"Oh fuck, son! Yes!" mom moaned, as she took my considerable length into her ass. "Fill Mommy's butt with your fat cock!"

"This is so hot," Cherry said, her words muffled by my mom's pussy in her face.
"Now give it to me, son. Fuck Mommy's asshole hard," mom demanded.
I obliged, giving her deep, hard, backdoor butt shots, which I loved doing.
"Oh, yes! Fuck me!" mom moaned. "Fuck Mommy's asshole!"
"Do you like getting your asshole reamed?" I asked as I kept pounding her.
"I love it, son," she moaned, "I love your fat dick up my shit hole."
"Jesus!" Cherry gasped from beneath my mom.
"Remember bitch, you'll never be his number one slut," Mom said through her wild moans, her next orgasm looking imminent.
"I will. Mistress," Cherry responded dutifully.
"Now get Mommy off, Kevin," mom demanded. And for the next couple minutes Cherry worked mom's pussy over, while I destroyed her back door.
Eventually she screamed, as orgasm seven erupted through her, "Yes! Mother fuuuuuucker!"
I kept pounding her throughout her newest orgasm, and eventually she rolled off of Cherry and onto her back.
"My turn!" Cherry sang out merrily. She rolled onto her stomach, got on all fours, and begged, "Please fuck me again, Master."
"Suck my cock first," I ordered, loving to see sluts... especially my new ones... doing ass to mouth... pushing them to the extreme.
"Yes, baby," she agreed. Then she hurriedly spun around and took my dick... recently inside both her and my mom's assholes... deep into her mouth. I noticed she still had my slowly drying cum all over her face.
"Yep, she's a keeper," Mom approved, standing up and stretching.

"Probably," I said, still not giving the girl a clear win, as Cherry bobbed on my cock.
The doorbell rang.
"I wonder who that could be?" mom said.
"I don't know," I responded, suspecting she knew very well who it was, even though I didn't.
"Drop another load onto her ass or her face," Mom suggested, as she headed downstairs.
"Put on a robe!" I called after her.
"Not necessary!" she called back as she disappeared. Yep! This was definitely someone she was expecting.
"Want it back in your ass now?" I asked.
"Yes, please," she said, looking up at me.
"Crawl up here first," I ordered, deciding to do something I hadn't done with her yet.
While I leaned up to meet her halfway, she crawled closer until we were face to face, and I kissed her. I wondered if she'd kiss me back, and she did without hesitation.

After about a minute, I broke the kiss, got us both facing the foot of the bed, stuck my cock in her ass, and invited her to, "Fuck yourself on my dick."
"Mmmmmmm. Yes baby," she said, licking her lips as she began rocking.
"There you go," I approved, watching her slowly take it all back inside her ass.
About another minute later, Mom entered the room... and so did Ethan!... and she taunted him, "See? I told you she was busy."
"What the fuck?" Ethan bellowed, the moment he saw his now ex-girlfriend riding my dick... although he didn't yet know she'd terminated their relationship.
"What are you doing here?" Cherry asked unashamedly, still fucking me.

"What THE FUCK are YOU doing here?" Ethan countered, absolutely furious.
Unconcerned and still naked, mom grabbed a strap-on.
"What's it look like I'm doing? My boyfriend is fucking my asshole," Cherry answered matter-of-factly.
"You're dead," Ethan growled, getting ready to lunge at me.
"Stop! Don't you DARE!" Cherry ordered in her trademarked Ice Queen fashion.
He froze.
"I believe I made it clear in my text that it was over between us," Cherry said, just as frostily as a moment ago.
"First, you don't break up with someone with a text," Ethan said, still growling, his eyes on fire. "And second, we're not done until I SAY we're done."
"It's numbers, is it? Okay, first, shut the fuck up," Cherry snapped, still smoothly riding my dick in her ass.
"Stop fucking him... NOW!" Ethan demanded.
"I SAID... shut the fuck up!" Cherry repeated, giving him her famous glare.
This seemed to work.
Behind him, Mom had her strap-on back on.
"Second, let me make something perfectly clear... you never once got me off, not fucking once!" Cherry barked.
"Huh? But I..."
He stopped speaking, and I assumed Cherry had given him another frozen glare.
"Third, you have a tiny fucking dick," Cherry continued. She then crawled off my dick and to the side and pointed at it with a 'Tadaah' gesture and said proudly, "Now that's a dick!" (Think Crocodile Dundee saying to some thugs with his big grin, "That's a knife!")
"Jesus!" Ethan gasped, partly out of revulsion, but also partly out of shock and awe.
(Mom was lubing her dick, and I wondered what her intentions were... was she planning to fuck him?)
"Now fourth, unless you want the pics I have of your tiny dick sent to everyone at school," Cherry threatened, "you're going to strip off your pants and underwear... NOW!"
"What? Why?" he asked, flummoxed by the demand.
"Because it's high time you learned your proper place in the world," Cherry explained, sill coldly. She then climbed down to the floor, braced her hands on her knees and requested, "Master, would you please sodomize me some more in front of my ex?"
"Don't you dare," Ethan warned me. But before he could move a muscle, my mom reached over and squeezed his dick.
"Why is your dick so hard, sonny boy?" she asked, while I crouched behind Cherry and easily slid my cock back into her well-gaped asshole.
"W-w-what?" he stammered.
"Why is your tiny dick so hard? Is it because you're watching my son fucking your girlfriend?" mom asked.
"Ex-girlfriend," Cherry reminded everyone while I sodomized her.
"It's not hard," he denied, while my mom rubbed it.
"Oh, it's hard all right," mom said sweetly, and she tugged down his pants and underwear with a single yank, then grabbed his uncovered cock.

"What are you doing to me?" he asked, confused. He tried to cover his tiny dick, but mom's left hand was giving a new meaning to the term 'cock blocking'.
"I'm showing everyone how hard you are, while we watch my son pounding your ex-girlfriend," mom breathed into his ear. "And if you look closely..." she added with a giggle, "...you'll see something you've never witnessed before... she's about to have an orgasm!"
"Why don't you fuck him, Mistress?" Cherry suggested.
"Huh?" Ethan asked, his eyes going wide. "What the hell are you talking about?"
"I'm saying that unless you want the pics of your teentsy little dick I shot earlier, PLUS the evidence I have that you cheated on the SAT's revealed far and wide, you'll bend over wherever she tells you to, and allow my Mistress to fuck your asshole for as long as she wants," Cherry explained.
"You can't be serious!" he gasped, even as my mother grabbed his hand and led him to the bed... and he followed.
"Oh, I'm serious all right," Cherry moaned, as I kept pounding her ass in this perfect position. "You used to fuck my ass... well, if you can call what you did fucking... so now it's your turn. Fair's fair."
"Bend over, bitch," Mom ordered, sounding like a drill sergeant.
"But I'm not gay," Ethan objected.
Mom bent him over and rebutted, "There's nothing gay about taking it in the ass from a woman. It's called pegging, and some perfectly straight couples do it all the time."
"They do?" he asked. His tiny dick was rock hard.
"Only some couples. In fact, it takes a real man.. like Deadpool for instance... to obey his woman and take it like a man," mom asserted, positioning her bright blue dick against his rectum.
"Just slam it in there, Mistress," Cherry recommended, "he'll love being our bottom bitch."
"I don't know about tha...." he began saying, but then swallowed his words when my mom filled his asshole with her dick.
Now I'm not gay, but watching my mom slide a dick into Ethan was pretty hot. Especially when he began whimpering!
"Take it like a man, bitch," Cherry ordered, struggling to hold back her giggles.

"Slut, tell your ex how much you love my cock," I ordered, wanting to play my part in this cuckolding humiliation session... recalling how humiliated Ben Walker had been when I'd fucked his storytelling mom and his girlfriend right in front of him.
"Oh yeah, baby, you know I love your big cock," Cherry started adlibbing a litany. "It's filling my asshole so good." And Ethan moaned when mom began slowly fucking him... but he didn't say anything at all.
"I think he likes this," mom said.
"Maybe almost as much as I like finally getting fucked by a real man, with a real dick, who's already made me come half a dozen times since this afternoon," Cherry said.
"And still counting," I added.
"Fuck you," he grunted through gritted teeth. I couldn't tell whether he was feeling pleasure or pain.
"Sorry, you'll have to make that request later. Right now I'm too busy fucking my new girlfriend in her asshole..." I said, "...while my mother fucks your asshole."
"Never talk back to my son," mom scolded, emphasizing her point by bucking her hips hard, pounding her dick to new depths inside his asshole.
"Ohhhhh, fuck," he grunted.
"You know... you never made me come... not once... not even close," Cherry repeated, as she moved into a new position, one that only someone with the flexibility of a prizewinning former gymnast and current cheerleader could achieve.
"Never?" he asked, shocked by this revelation. I guess he wasn't paying attention the first time she told him... understandable at the time, since we'd sprung all this upsetting chaos on him without any warning.
"No woman will ever come from a dick this small," mom added, as she began fucking him faster. "I hear they're selling dick extensions these days. Maybe you should look into that?" She stopped fucking him long enough to strip him naked, before resuming her fucking him in a new position... still anal. Except for his clenched fists, I thought he looked downright effeminate, especially with the profound embarrassment on his face.
I slid back into Cherry's gaped asshole and said, "Jesus, I could fuck this asshole all night."
"You'd better," she said. "For you, I dumped my boyfriend today, took a load in my ass, came over here in the middle of the night dressed like a slut, ate your mom's pussy without complaining, and became a three-hole fuck slut... again. I'm far from regretting any of that, so kindly keep doing me."

"Cherry, please!" Evan gasped in humiliated shock upon hearing her words, but he was also beginning to moan like a girly bitch.
"We did that second part at school today, right after you dumped him," I added, as I resumed giving her asshole deep hard thrusts... in a position I'd never imagined until she guided us into it.
"Yeah, but that first time you were only inside my asshole long enough to dump that load inside it," she revealed wickedly.
"True, true," I acknowledged.
"You like that dick in your asshole, slut?" Cherry asked Ethan.
"I don't know," he answered with a moan that compromised his masculine image. He ignored her calling him a slut.
"Do you want it harder?" mom asked.
"I don't know," he repeated with another moan.
"I think you do know... you just don't want to admit it out loud," Mom said, pulling her dick all the way out, and then slamming back into him.
"Fuuuuuck!!" Ethan screamed, not sounding at all like the so-called he-man of the school he'd always pretended to be,
"Give me a minute, honey." Cherry rolled over, stood up, and grabbed her phone, while mom's was still filming our entire debauchery.
"I'll ask you again. Do you want it harder?" mom repeated.
"Yes," he whispered shamefacedly.
"What?" mom asked, "we can't hear you," pulling all the way out and slapping his butt.
"Yes," he said more loudly, but his face was buried in his chest.
"Yes, what?" Mom interrogated, slamming back into his ass and then pulling out again. "And look me in the eyes when you speak to your Mistress."
He raised his head while I watched, and Cherry began filming, "Yes, Mistress. Please fuck my ass harder!" Then he noticed Cherry filming, and he begged, "please don't record this!"

"Why not? Are you ashamed?" mom asked, pulling out.
"No! I... I just, I..."
"Get down on your knees," mom ordered brusquely, spinning him around and roughly shoving him to the floor.
"Suck that cock," Cherry ordered.
Ethan didn't have time to do anything, before mom slid her dick into his mouth, and he was suddenly doing ass to mouth.
"Oh yeah, look at the mighty jock sucking his Mistress's cock," Cherry purred, as she filmed mom slowly fucking his face.
"Yeah, maybe he's a secret faggot," I mused out loud, as I went behind her, reached around and felt her up, and slid my dick back into her ass, while she kept filming.

"He does love calling guys that," Cherry said with a moan, "perhaps he was deflecting."
"Huh? What's deflecting mean?" the boy wonder asked.
"It means saying something stupid to obfuscate the main point," she explained.
"What does obfu... oh, never mind," he said, giving up while he was behind.
"Oh, yeah. Suck that cock like a good boy," mom encouraged him, following our cues.
To no one's surprise, he started bobbing on his own.
"Oh yeah! Suck that cock, faggot," Cherry taunted.
"Yeah, he's a natural cock sucker," mom added, winking at us as I noticed Ethan's dick was rock hard.
After about two minutes, mom suggested, "Shall we fuck our sluts in unison, son?"
"Fuck yeah," I agreed.
"Get on the bed on all fours," mom ordered Cherry.
"Yes Mistress," Cherry replied obediently, a bit reluctantly setting her phone down.
Mom pointed reassuringly to hers, which was still filming whatever happened on the bed.
"This farce has already gone too far," Ethan finally objected from his knees.
"You don't want me to fuck you anymore?" mom asked, surprised.
"Get up here beside me, faggot," Cherry ordered.
"Please don't call me that," he whimpered. He was clearly confused and overwhelmed by his newfound desires, so mom explained, "You're discovering the real you, sweetie. We're being a bit rough on you because you've acted like an asshole to everybody for so long, but believe it or not, we're looking after your welfare. Now just do whatever you're told, and trust us." She then helped him to his feet and semi-gently pushed him towards the bed.
"Our Mistress is right," Cherry chipped in. "For one thing, it's obvious to us that you love cock, even though you probably still think you don't. So behind closed doors, we're going to keep calling you a faggot and a slut, and you'll learn to enjoy being called those names. Sound good?"
"Ummm... I guess," he mumbled almost inaudibly.
I then gave him a grin and got onto the bed, and he sheepishly followed my lead.
I got behind Cherry, and mom ordered, "Sluts, onto your backs."
Ethan quietly did so, and so did Cherry.
"Such an obedient boy," mom cooed, as she pulled him to the edge of the bed, muscled his legs into the air, and positioned her cock at his asshole.
I got off the bed and got into a similar position, as my mother and Ethan wiggled their bodies to the edge of the bed.
"Ethan my boy, you're now on the road to becoming a major cock-sucking bottom bitch for dicks," mom told him wickedly, sliding her dick back inside his asshole.
"Oh fuck," he groaned.
I did the same, sliding into Cherry's asshole once more.
"Oh, yes! Fuck my ass some more," Cherry moaned, looking into my eyes.

"Do you know Ehan refuses to eat pussy?" I asked my mom, as we both slowly fucked our respective assholes.
"Seriously?" Mom blurted out. "What a selfish asshole!".
"Yep, he won't, and he is," Cherry confirmed.
"Maybe he prefers cock," mom speculated.
"Noooooo," Ethan denied. But all his moans from mom's dick gave the lie to his protest.
"It sure looks like he's enjoying yours, mom," I chipped in.
"I'm not gay," he muttered, as mom and I picked up the pace.
"I bet he'd love getting cornholed by a real cock," Cherry said, ignoring his denial.
"Oh yeah, he's a born cum dump," mom appraised,
"His tiny dick is rock hard from getting fucked, which means he's a faggot," I Sherlock Holmesed.
"Nooooooo!" Once again he disagreed pathetically.
"Beg for it," Cherry ordered, reaching over to stroke his tiny dick.
"Oh, God," he groaned.
Mom pulled out and ordered, "Beg for me to resume fucking you, bottom bitch."
After a moment while he looked at Cherry (who was still stroking him), he turned back to mom and said, "Please fuck me some more."
"Because you're our bottom bitch?" mom queried.
"Yes," he admitted, this time shamelessly, and mom slid back inside his asshole.
"Yes what, cum dump?" Cherry asked. She took her hand away, and mom pulled back out.
"Yes, I'm your bottom bitch," he admitted, defeated.
"And our cum dump?" Cherry repeated.
"And your cum dump," he mumbled softly.
"Joey would love to use him," I said. Joey was a gay friend of mine who'd come out to everyone a while ago.
Mom slid back inside him and hammered him hard.



"God, no! Not that!" he moaned, even though his cock twitched.
"Oh yeah, I bet you'd love Joey's cock in your mouth," I said.
"Or being on all fours taking Joey's load up your ass," Cherry added, as mom kept hammering his hole.
"Or taking his load all over your face," mom added.
"Noooooooo," Ethan moaned again. "I'm not gay!" But then his body spasmed, and he came all over himself.
"Shit! Only a real faggot comes from getting sodomized," Cherry laughed harshly. She then got up, straddled his face facing away from my mom... and guess what... he raised his head and started licking her!
"Wow!" Cherry exclaimed. "He's licking me! Mistress, maybe you're curing him of his assholery!"
"Maybe so," mom agreed with a grin.
Then Cherry ordered... while mom kept fucking Ethan's ass... "Master, please fuck me some more and cum in my pussy."
"I can do that," I agreed, and I quickly got off the bed and left the room to wash off my dick... ass to pussy was NOT something I wanted to inflict upon my new girlfriend... and I returned to find mom still fucking Ethan, and Cherry still straddling his face with a happy expression on hers.
I got onto the bed, straddled Ethan's torso facing Cherry, and slid my dick inside her pussy from behind... while she arched her back to give me access to it.
"You're soaking wet," I noticed while I filled her up.
"Being your fuck toy and watching Ethan become our faggot cum dump set me on fire," she explained. "Now please fuck me good, and cum in my cunt."

"Sure thing," I said, having been holding back my next load for a while now.
"Yeah, fill her up, son," mom encouraged.
"Yeah, give me a nice big cream pie for our bottom bitch to dine on," Cherry said.
"Please! No more," Ethan whined, as mom kept hammering his ass. His cock was still rock hard, and he was underneath me, watching my dick slide in and out of his ex-girlfriend's pussy from two inches away.
"Shut the fuck up, cum dump," mom ordered.
He did.
A couple minutes later, just after Cherry had reached yet another orgasm, I grunted and spewed a load inside her pussy. "Yes! fuck!" she screamed.
As soon as I finished cumming and had pulled out, she dropped her pussy back onto Ethan's face and ordered, "Eat me some more, you pussy. Now my pie is a la mode for you."
I climbed off of the bed and turned to my mom, while she pulled out of Ethan. She dropped to her knees and sucked Cherry's pussy juice off my dick.

"Yeah, eat that man-cum," Cherry ordered, grinding her pussy up and down all over his face.
Mom's phone rang, and she went the dresser to get it.
Cherry climbed off of Ethan and ordered, "Get down on the floor on your knees."
Totally defeated by now, he rolled off the bed and sank down onto his knees.
"Kevin," Cherry said as she grabbed her phone, "please stick your dick in his mouth for a moment."
"Really?" I asked. "Just for a moment, right?" I wasn't eager to do it, but by now she'd earned a favour or two.
"Yes please. Just long enough for me to get a closeup of him with someone's dick in his mouth, in case he ever considers doing anything stupid to any of us," Cherry explained.
"Cherry... not that, please! I'll never say anything about this to anyone! I promise!" he pleaded desperately.
But I was already bringing my dick to his mouth.
"Open up, faggot," I said bluntly.
He stared up at me, then back at my dick.
"Now, cock sucker," Cherry ordered, "or I'll ask him to fuck your face until he cums. Maybe you'd enjoy that more?"
He shook his head no, and with no further protest, he opened up and took my dick more than halfway into his mouth. I grabbed his head, and... I guess instinctively... he grabbed my hips.

Cherry sat down on the floor and took a few closeups... of Ethan's face and my cock, but not my face... and then she barked, "Now get the fuck out of here, ex!"
Ethan went to fetch his clothes.
"By the way, how the fuck did you know I was here?" she asked.
"I installed a tracker on your phone a long time ago."
"Delete it, or I'll get the entire nerd squad to team-fuck you in front of all the cheerleaders," Cherry threatened, in full bitch mode.
"Yes, ma'am."
"Now!" she yelled, stalking over and handing him her phone.
"Yes'm." he replied humbly, and he took about half a minute to uninstall the app, while she watched closely.
"Now get the fuck out of here. I've got a proper dick to suck some more," Cherry said, and she dropped before me and took my dick back into her mouth.
"Deep throat me, babe," I ordered, as Ethan sheepishly slunk out, not taking the time to dress, but just carrying his clothes away.
A couple minutes later, mom returned, still on the phone. She asked somebody, "So what time are you arriving?"
She sat on the bed and pointed at her pussy.
I pulled out of Cherry's mouth, pulled her to her feet and led her to the bed, holding her hand in mine, which I must admit, felt nice and intimate.
Mom spread her legs wide as she said, "All right. I'll make sure Kevin and I are there on time to pick you up."
"Who?" I mouthed, now standing in front of her, still holding Cherry's hand.
"My mom," she mouthed back, and pointed at Cherry and then at her pussy.
Cherry applied her mouth to mom's clit, and I knelt behind her, shoving my cock into her cunt again.
"I've got to go," mom said. "See you on Thanksgiving."
As soon as she hung up, she lay down on the bed and ordered, "Lie on your back, son, and I'll climb aboard for another ride. I'm hungry and horny again. Cherry, why don't you lick his balls while he fucks me?"
"Sounds good," Cherry said, and she did just that.
So for a few minutes, I fucked mom, and Cherry licked my balls. The double stimulation felt really good!

And soon mom received her eighth orgasm of the night, thus reaching our target.
We switched positions, and Cherry had one more O herself... I'd lost track of how many we'd given her.
And I finished the night with one final load... coming on Cherry's face again, after she sucked mom's cum off my cock.

Mom took a picture of her cum-coated face. Then one more with her mouth wrapped around my cock with my load on her face.


Cherry then asked while she got dressed, "So what about tomorrow?"
"What about it? What do you want to do?" I asked.
"I want to come out to everyone as your girlfriend."
"Really?" I asked, a little surprised, even after all our fucking, and all her promises in the heat of the moment. Since at this point, her libido was no longer controlling her.
"Yeah, I can't explain why, but maybe it's time I dated a nice guy," she said.
"I'm a nice guy?"
"Well, in the bedroom, you're a nasty fuck," she grinned, leaning in and kissing me tenderly. "But the rest of the time, you're a great guy."
"If that's a compliment, I'll take it," I said.
"Soooooo..." she said bashfully.
"So what?" I asked.
"So are you going to ask me out?"
"Absolutely! Would you like to go out with me, Cherry?" I asked, calling her by her name for once.
"Yes," she said, kissing me again.
"But I still plan on fucking lots of other girls and women," I reminded her.
"Including my mom," she reminded me.
"Including your mom," I agreed. Then I led her out of mom's and my bedroom and downstairs to the front door, kissed her goodnight, then went and found my phone.
Mrs. Dieks had sent me a third picture, this time with a vacuum handle buried deep inside her pussy. I couldn't imagine how that was even possible: How is this one?

I responded: Impressive, slut. I will see you soon. But I expect you in a slutty schoolgirl outfit when I do, with your hair in pigtails.
I saw Amber had also responded, sending me a video. That would have to wait for later, since I was exhausted, and ready for some much-needed sleep.
I headed back upstairs and mom said, leaning against her doorway, still almost naked, "You've found a keeper."
"Maybe," I said, not sure how I felt about all these recent changes in my lifestyle. And maybe someday I'd find the courage to approach Heather.
She took my head and led me to our bedroom. We didn't fuck anymore that night, but she cuddled into my arms and whispered, "I love you, Kevin."
"I love you too, mom," I said, and I drifted to sleep, exhausted after perhaps the wildest day of my life. And that's saying a lot!
The next morning when I woke up, there was a message on my phone from Mrs. Dieks: Master, I'm dressed like you said. If you'll please drop by my backyard before school, I'll be most grateful.
I told mom about it, she decided to come along, so she donned a transparent teddy and did. Sure enough, Mrs. Dieks looked like a very slutty schoolgirl. But...
"Joan!" she worried. "What are you doing here? This was supposed to be a secret!"
"No worries," mom replied. "I'm just coming along to watch my sexy son in action. As you can see by my own sexy apparel, I'm not here to be prudish. So just relax and strike a sexy pose for our enjoyment."
"Are you sure this is all right?" Mrs. Dieks asked me nervously.
"Perfectly all right," I reassured her. "So strike that pose my Mommy-slut asked you for. And if we like it, she'll get to watch us doing a 69. Trust us... we'd never out you in a million years!"
"Well, if you say so," she said, gaining some confidence. Then she flashed us a dynamite smile and posed like a professional stripper.

So then we stripped down, and with mom watching us and posing languorously, we did a pretzel version of a 69 until we both came.

While we were walking back home so I could dress for school again I said to my mom, "You know, I've been thinking that maybe I've been treating Mrs. Dieks a bit too disrespectfully. What do you think?"
"Well," she replied, "judging from those pictures she sent you recently and from being with her just now, I think she's been going the extra mile for you, so I think she deserves some respect."
"I think you're right," I agreed.
Then when I got to school, Cherry kept her promise. Between each of our classes, we strolled through the halls together hand in hand, accompanied by Amber and Stephanie. They were very congratulatory about our new status... especially after both Cherry and I reassured them I'd still be fucking both of them whenever I chose to do so. We encountered lots of surprised looks from the other students, and even from some teachers, but hey... I was hanging with the top-of-the-social-hierarchy cheerleaders! So nobody said a negative word. (I was unaware at the time that our parading around had caught the attention of my secret romantic crush Heather, who sometimes followed us, gazing at me curiously. Just like me, she never said a word... that's her in the sweater and wearing a ponytail).

The End
BUT keep reading for clips from more possible episodes that might come someday... maybe.
PLEASE NOTE TO CELEBRATE REACHING 700 STORIES WE DECIDED TO HAVE A LOT OF FUN WITH IT (This was supposed to be story 700 before going instead with the Trans School rewrite... but consider this a double celebration) ... SOME OF THE FORTHCOMING CHAPTER IDEAS ARE REALISTIC POSSIBILITIES, AND SOME ARE EXTREMELY OUT THERE. (Also in the suggested chapters that are really out there, we'll be living in a make-believe world where all the women wear nylons (which seems like a good world to me), and everyone loves to be naked (but still with nylons of course) and to fuck at the drop of a hat (which also seems to be a good world to me).
So future chapters might include (P.S. If I do write any of them, they may be very different than what I'm proposing here, LOL):
ALSO, please leave a message of which chapters you would like to read!!!
.....
.....
.....
BIG FAT COCK: Elated Scenes at School (won't be illustrated as only have the 4 pics below)
The next day is another great one for Kevin....
After struggling to look pleasant during the parade of cheerleaders down the hallway featuring Kevin and Cherry holding hands, a very jealous Amber decides she needs to do whatever it takes to keep Kevin's dick in her life. She takes Kevin to the cheerleader room at school (Kevin's new location to fuck a variety of hot chicks), and knowing Kevin appreciates new sluts, she introduces him to her hot cousin. The cousin is a beautiful blonde named Veda, who Amber has told in great detail about Kevin's dick, and Amber asks Kevin to allow her to give him a blowjob... and then, of course, Amber gets that big dick in her pussy, for a marathon pounding that makes them all quite late for their next classes.

Cherry realizes Amber is scheming to get Kevin's dick for herself, and she hates to lose any contests. So at lunchtime, she too invites Kevin to the cheerleader room, and she brings along the pretty Asian-American nerd and pet Shani, who Kevin had always thought was very cute.
Cherry had instructed this pussy-munching pet to wear green nylons, and Shani, who loves to eat Cherry's pussy, obeys. Cherry is wearing a pair of sexy beige nylons.
Taking control, Kevin surprises both girls by ordering Cherry to lie down on the tiled floor, and Shani to sit on the redhead's face, thus flipping the school hierarchy on its head in just a few words. He then reveals his humongous cock.
Cherry obeys... although she doesn't like the hierarchy shift, she knows she's about to get fucked by Kevin's perfect cock... as does the very impressed Shani... and Kevin fucks Cherry's pussy while he watches the head cheerleader eating Shani, who looks adorable in her oversized glasses while she's being eaten out. Shani even gets nasty by grinding her pussy on Cherry's face and calling her a slut.

Kevin, of course, fucks Shani too, before he drops a load onto both of their faces. Cherry then regains control of the hierarchy by fisting the disobedient pet nerd in her pussy, and ordering her to leave the rendezvous with cum still on her face.
After school, Amber... now dressed in the utterly sluttiest outfit possible, that doesn't even try to conceal her hard nipples, and with her face dripping with cum from several massive loads delivered by Kevin and some of his nerd buddies (taking 4 loads in total), in a secluded location in a city park walks hand in hand with the guy she's utterly in lust with for a wicked cum walk.

They pass a few people, who are shocked at the sight of her drenched in cum, but Amber is delighted by all the attention she's receiving, and the thrill of Kevin holding her hand in public.

BIG FAT COCK: Elderly Orgy (my version)... (Won't be illustrated)
That's just before Kevin's big night volunteering with the elderly.
BIG FAT COCK: Elderly Orgy (Tex's much more twisted version which wouldn't be written but here it is anyways)
Kevin's mom Joan learns of the elderly orgy Kevin was invited to be a part of, and instead she invites him and the old ladies to a swinger's nightclub that has an entire basement reserved for elderly women... mostly GILFs... to pair off with some young, hard cock. Also welcome down there are any other people who're strongly attracted to these timeless women.
Kevin, respecting his elders, takes part in a marathon night, fucking seven different fifty-plus sluts, including the three pictured below that he's fucking in a rapid rotation. Also included is a matron of eighty-two years Mrs. Baker, who isn't feeling well, but takes this picture just before she asks Kevin's mom to eat her pussy. (You're never too old to cum on a gorgeous MILF's face.)

BIG FAT COCK: Exchange Student (From Holland) (Will be illustrated)
Kevin's luck continues when he gets a wild day with an exchange student that catches him fucking Mrs. Walker in the secret rendezvous locker room leading to a threesome, followed by a five-some in the Principal's office and another threesome back home with mom and the wild exchange student who is up for anything.

BIG FAT COCK: Ethan's Family (Will be illustrated)
At school, Kevin encounters Ethan and an attractive lady that he surmises must be his mom. Pretending they're friends, Kevin greets Ethan cordially and asks if this attractive lady is his mother. Playing along in front of his mom, Ethan introduces them politely, and Kevin learns that Rayne Harrison is there for a meeting with Principal Appleby, to discuss why her son was suspended.
This leads to a threesome in the Principal's office followed later by a wild orgy at the Harrison house with multiple generations of Harrison women.
Here is a teaser pic of Kevin fucking Ethan's grandma while the orgy is in full swing.

BIG FAT COCK: Farm Fun (Won't be illustrated)



One weekend Stephanie takes Kevin to visit her Aunt Maggie, Uncle Henry, and Cousin Penny, who live on a farm.
Kevin is no traveling salesman, but with Stephanie watching and touching herself, he plows the farmer's daughter in the barn.

BIG FAT COCK: Foot Worship Foursome (Won't be illustrated)
Amber, generously fulfilling one of Kevin's ultimate fantasies, invites two moms who are her pets, to indulge in a wicked Sunday evening foot worship... which Kevin thinks is way better than worshipping at church. All three give him foot jobs, and they also let him suck on their salty, sweaty feet. He, of course, fucks them all, while always having at least one nylon-clad foot in his face. For a grand finale, they triple tag team him with some nylon-clad foot worshipping.
Soon their respective purple, green and pink nylons are spattered with white.

BIG FAT COCK: Fucking Cherry's Mom (Will be illustrated)
Cherry takes Kevin home to meet her mom, and she immediately disappears to slip into something sluttier, giving Kevin some time to work his magic, since they'd agreed he needed to pound her mom.
As usual, it takes Kevin just a few minutes to get Cherry's mom captivated by his irresistible cock, out of the dress she was wearing, and on her knees. When Cherry rejoins them, she isn't at all shocked to see her mother succumbing. You know the saying 'like mother, like daughter', or perhaps this time, 'like daughter, like mother'.
Here is a teaser pic:

BIG FAT COCK: Funeral (Comforting a Widow) (Won't be illustrated)
Kevin goes to attend his mom's recently deceased friend Harold's funeral, and ends up assisting the grieving widow in losing some of her sorrows in the funeral chapel.

BIG FAT COCK: Girl Guide's Mom (Won't be illustrated)
Kevin fucks the hot mom of a girl guide... but oh dear... the daughter arrives home early!

But the darling girl, named Pamela, is intrigued instead of appalled. She wants some too, so the trio proceeds with their tête-à-tête.

BIG FAT COCK: Gloryholes (perhaps a little out there... but hey, what can I say? My illustrator and editor is just as twisted as I am. And what the fuck is with those vines... I seriously don't know). [P.S. from Tex: Jasmine really loves appearing in her stories, and I really love showing her off in hot situations. I'm as twisted as she is? Guilty as charged. But the vines? I dunno, I just work here.]
Kevin's mom Joan orders the persuasive Cherry to invite some teachers to meet at a certain address at 6:00 PM for a sexy good time... and Kevin also invites Mrs. Walker and a couple of his buddies, Silas and Ollie. Everyone arrives on time, and Joan escorts them into a private club and orders everyone to strip. She then hands out extraordinarily skimpy outfits to the women, consisting only of green vines and pale blue stockings. She then escorts everyone into a hallway, where the brick walls are painted... guess what... also pale blue with green vines. There are also round glory holes installed in the walls. Everyone gets the picture, and the guys disappear... almost... then the quickest three women... Ms. Peterson, Ms. Camden and Ms. Marcella... start sucking dicks, and Joan and Mrs. Walker make out with each other while waiting their turns.

Next round: Mrs. Walker bends over and fucks herself on Kevin's dick, while Joan blows Ollie, and Ms. Peterson moves from Ollie to Silas. Meanwhile, Ms. Camden and Ms. Marcella get it on with each other.

Then the guys come out from behind the wall, and everyone pairs off. Kevin goes for chocolate with Ms. Marcella, Mrs. Walker does the same with Silas, Ms. Peterson pairs off with the nerd Ollie, and Joan gets it on with Ms. Camden.

The guys get blown and fucked by teacher after teacher at the gloryhole, and for the finale, of course, they all cum dump on Mrs. Walker.


BIG FAT COCK: Grandma Visits for Thanksgiving (unfortunately not illustrated)
Joan's mother visits for Thanksgiving, and knowing the randy old gal all too well, Joan immediately presents her with her grandson's amazing dick.

Which leads to a family threesome, with the mom and son hoisting grandma into the air and DP-ing her. One thing they're all thankful for is that grannie isn't the least bit fragile!

BIG FAT COCK: Harvard Orgies
Kevin's father's rich girlfriend Portia charters a lavish jetliner to fly him and Kevin to Cambridge MA for a visit to Harvard. The four bare-breasted hostesses have various delightful surprises in store for their two passengers, and one of them has already been mentioned. They also confiscate all the guys' clothing, and one of them folds it into a nearby suitcase. They promise they can have them back ten minutes before the plane lands at Logan Airport.

Then they show the guys what First Class really means, by putting on a first-class show!

Then the hot stewardesses double-team their two passengers.

A few hours later, freshly decorated with the 'gentlemen's' cum, the hostesses bid them a fond adieu.

Once Kevin and his dad deplane at Logan Airport, his dad tells him not to worry about him... he's going to check out some strip clubs in the area. Kevin gets into a taxi, which takes him to an address Portia texted him in a rich rural area near Cambridge. When he arrives and rings the doorbell, Portia greets him wearing some sexy as fuck lingerie. She escorts him into a living room and introduces him to five other gorgeous coeds, all of them dressed just as sexily. "These are my closest girlfriends," she says. "I showed them my photos of what you're packing, so until we totally exhaust you, we're all yours."

With Portia doing the choreography, first Kevin shares a foursome with Tessa (in green lingerie), Tanaquil (in wine-coloured) and Darina (purple). Meanwhile, the other three girls share a lesbian threesome.

Then Kevin swaps trios. This time he's with Mei Lin (violet), Isabelle (red, with a flower in her hair) and Portia (blue).

Then Portia comes up with an idea that just might be an original one... a reverse bukkake! All six girls stand around a kneeling Kevin jilling off, and they do a wonderful job of synchronising when they come. And when they do, they all squirt on Kevin!

The next day, Portia sends him to visit a couple of her friends, who just happen to be hot identical twins. He takes an elevator to the top floor of a skyscraper, and discovers their apartment is inside a clock tower. The twins are indeed hot, and the only difference he can see between them is the colour of their hair. (Perhaps this is out there, but I like the 'Back to The Future'-esque clock).

Almost before Kevin has a chance to introduce himself, they're all naked or as good as, and the twins have Kevin almost standing on his head, while they give him a double blowjob.

And then it's time for a proper threesome.

BIG FAT COCK: Here Cums the Bride (not illustrated)
Kevin fucks a bride in the church before her wedding, and again during the reception, so he's both her very last single fuck, and her very first married fuck.

Here's the blushing bride ready to walk down the aisle... well... if nobody looks at her too closely! 
The reception is held in an upscale private park. The happy couple (no, not that one... the illicit happy couple) manages to sneak in a quickie before too many people arrive. The bride leaves her wedding dress on (but no underwear), so from the dance floor behind them it isn't too apparent what kind of horizontal mambo they're doing.

BIG FAT COCK: Hot Time Fucking (with Mrs. Walker plus two) (Not illustrated)
One morning Principal Appleby requests over the school speakers, "Will Kevin Walsh please report to the Principal's office?"
When he shows up, he learns that Mrs. Walker paid a visit, and she interviewed for a job at the school in the fall... although the interview was a mere formality, since all that really occurred was Mrs. Walker ate the Principal's pussy and took a double strap-on in both of her holes.
And now Mrs. Walker is being worked over by Cherry and Stephanie, so Principal Appleby generously summoned Kevin, so he can go and join them.
So he goes and looks in on them.

And then the threesome becomes a foursome.

BIG FAT COCK: Hot Treasure Next Door (not illustrated)
When Mrs. Dieks' daughter Joline comes home from college for the weekend, she walks in on Kevin destroying her mom's asshole. Jolene is mortified for her mom to be stooping so low, since Kevin is such a fucking geek, until she sees his big fat cock, and then she approves 110%!

She really likes what she sees, and soon she's learning the power of a BFC, while her mom watches.

BIG FAT COCK: Husband Cucked (not illustrated)
Rev. Grady does something terrible... don't ask... so his angry wife cucks him... by forcing him to watch Kevin fucking her and their daughter.

BIG FAT COCK: Japanese Visit (unlikely illustrated as I only have these 4 pics)
Kevin travels to Japan, where he visits Katana and her family (one of the three girls from Big Fat Cock: Eating Asian). Appropriately, given the occasion, the scantily-dressed family waits until Katana has escorted Kevin into the master bedroom, before they formally welcome Kevin into their home.

Katana then invites Kevin to fuck three generations of her family, beginning with herself. Unlike Rev. Grady, her father has a wonderful time watching the show.

Next, Katana's buxom mama-san makes Kevin feel more than welcome, while Katana and her papa-san demonstrate that American families aren't the only ones that play with each other.

And then Katana's grandma-san (is that a thing?) hosts Kevin inside her.

BIG FAT COCK: Kevin's Gay Friend (not illustrated)
After returning home from the Orient, Kevin invites his nerdy and gay friend Joey to come over, and Joan summons Ethan. Once all four are together, Joan orders everyone to strip, and then she instructs Ethan to service Joey. Ethan is reluctant but obedient at first, but soon he's thoroughly enjoying the experience, and thus he becomes a complete faggot... and the two guys become a couple for a little while after this encounter.

BIG FAT COCK: Las Vegas (also perhaps a little out there... but Kevin's BFC is simply magical) (not illustrated)
Kevin's dad takes him to Las Vegas, and they visit a club where the strippers do more than just strip... no tipping allowed, to keep it legal). While the guys are enjoying their initial blowjobs, a cocktail waitress explains the ground rules to them. In short, no tipping, to keep it legal, but the cover charge is exorbitant.

Once word spreads about the two BFC's in the house, more strippers join the party, and an impromptu orgy takes place.

Soon even more strippers join in.

BIG FAT COCK: Lesbian Teacher (not illustrated)
With Cherry's help, a 100% lesbian teacher pet of hers unexpectedly discovers the joys of BFC, thus drastically reducing her percentage.

Then after a change of positions, and still with Cherry's assistance, the now former lesbian cums on her first dick... loudly!

BIG FAT COCK: Mom's Best Friends (not illustrated)
Kevin participates in a wicked foursome with his mom and her two best friends from high school, Alise and Presley.


BIG FAT COCK: Mom's Sister (not illustrated)
Kevin's Aunt Janie and Cousin Sarah come for a visit. Joan takes them skinny dipping at a lake, where they're happily corrupted by Kevin's big dick. First in the water, with Kevin taking Sarah airborne, while Joan and her niece get busy...

...and then swapping partners on the shore.

BIG FAT COCK: Movie Theatre (not illustrated)
Kevin doggies a MILF at a movie right up front, where everyone can't avoid seeing them, while her shocked daughter watches. (Ignore that the movie is a nasty one starring yours truly with cum on my face, LOL... my illustrator is perhaps a little too twisted.)




Then the mother and the daughter take Kevin for a ride, still right in front of the audience. By this time the daughter is getting a real kick out of getting her pussy licked with so many people paying attention. She even hears a few cheers!

BIG FAT COCK: Ms. Chan's Orgy (not illustrated)
Kevin, Joan, and a few of their favourite friends with benefits play with Ms. Chan: Mrs. Grady, Mrs. Dieks, Cherry, and Mrs. Walker.
Mrs. Grady suggests to Kevin they DP Mrs. Walker together. He agrees, and Ms. Chan touches herself while enjoying the spectacle, while the other three ladies indulge in a lesbian threesome.

Very respectively, Mrs. Dieks asks Ms. Chan if she can please go down on her, and Chan eagerly agrees. But without even asking, Cherry climbs onto Ms. Chan's wheelchair, and once again shows off her Head Cheerleader acrobatic prowess by kneeling on the armrests and shoving her pussy in the Asian sex guru's face.

The night is a marathon of sex, with Kevin unloading three times... the last one all over Ms. Chan.
BIG FAT COCK: New Year's Eve (could be illustrated)
Kevin rents a party room with hot pink walls, and instead of tables and chairs and a bar, there's just a dance floor, some double beds, and just to be tacky, four disco balls. He invites several of his sluts, including a few favourites but irregulars, such as Portia and Amanda the fitness trainer, to a New Year's Eve party. The evening begins fairly tamely... just sexy outfits and dancing...

BIG FAT COCK: Nude Beach (not illustrated)
Kevin goes to a nude beach with Cherry, and she brings along her mom, so she can walk her around in public on her leash. It turns out her mom is a natural submissive, and once she accepts this fact about herself, she's very happy about it. Then the moment Kevin grows an erection, he's thronged by half a dozen women, all wanting him to do them right now! Always the gentleman (well, occasionally), he tells them to line up and bend over, and he'll be happy to do them ten pumps at a time over and over, until they're all satisfied.

BIG FAT COCK: Nun (not illustrated)
Kevin succeeds in making the impossible possible.

BIG FAT COCK: Nurse
While at the hospital visiting Cherry, who volunteers there, and then sneaking off with her, Kevin is caught with his dick in her mouth, when an Asian nurse comes in, and well... after the initial shock, events progress wonderfully!


BIG FAT COCK: Policewoman (unfortunately not illustrated, but I love these two pics)
A police officer pulls Kevin over because of a malfunctioning taillight, and when she opens the car's door, she discovers that he and Stephanie's Cousin Penny (from the nudist farm) are both naked, and the farm girl doesn't even stop sucking his dick! Kevin explains that they're in a deserted area, and they hadn't expected to encounter anyone.

Impressed by the size of Kevin's 'Billy Club', the officer asks him to 'step out of the car', in that polite but insistent voice that law enforcement often employs, but then as they approach her patrol cruiser, she 'assumes the position' instead of vice versa, and invites him to feel free to break all the speed limits he cares to. He does, while Penny happily watches from nearby.

BIG FAT COCK: Politician (could be illustrated)
Kevin acts as an ad hoc lobbyist by going to see a crooked state legislature bitch who's trying to cut the funding for schools and universities. He offers her a bribe... not money, but his BFC... and she accepts.
This being a freeuse office, an aide comes over and asks the Senator some questions about the strategy for an upcoming election, ignoring that Kevin is really slamming into her.

BIG FAT COCK: Pregnant Dalliance (not illustrated)
When her friend Kim complains over the phone about being overdue in her pregnancy, Joan tells her she needs to induce her labour by getting fucked by a big fat cock. Kim laughs out loud at the 'very idea', but Joan persists, and she even sends over her son to help with the inducing.
Following his instructions when he reaches Kim's house, he enters without knocking, and he meets the expectant mother in the nursery she's prepared for her unborn child.

And then they get frisky.

The excitement and her orgasm trigger Kim's labour, and she calls the paramedics, who rush her to the hospital.
The nurse smiles and says, "I see your husband helped you to induce your labour," as some cum leaks out of her pussy, making her husband's (who's unaware he's not the baby's father) eyes go wide.
BIG FAT COCK: Psychologist (will be illustrated)
Concerned that he might be a sex addict, Kevin goes to see a psychologist, who happens to be a very sexy woman, and she even dresses sexy to 'relax' her clients.
Although the psychologist is an expert and used to dealing with sex addicts, even she can't resist the massive big fat cock and ends up succumbing like the others.
The big surprise: after some quality sex a shocking reveal the psychologist's daughter just happens to be his secret crush Heather).

BIG FAT COCK: Rampant Reverse Seduction (will definitely be illustrated)
The next day Heather approaches Kevin at school, says her mom told her he's got a really big dick, and blatantly asks if she can see it for herself. This leads to a wild day and night of raw sex between the two.

BIG FAT COCK: Revenge (not illustrated... maybe added to the previous chapter)
Ethan's mom Rayne Harrison invites Kevin and his new girlfriend Heather to the Harrison house to dominate her, while her 'certified asshole' son is forced to watch, and maybe learn another lesson or two about humility. Also, putting on the best face she can manage after suddenly getting bumped out of second place in Kevin's affections by Heather... and the girl isn't even a cheerleader, just another nerd... Cherry asks if she and her mom can join them, and she brings her mom along to dominate Rayne as well, adding insult and injury to Ethan's plight.

BIG FAT COCK: Royalty (probably not actually written or illustrated, but Tex had some fun with this one so I kept it)
Mrs. Grady informs Kevin that she's a pen pal with one of King Mswati of Eswatini's wives, that she's written to her about his BFC, and the Queen has invited him to spend some time with her and her daughter on their yacht, which at the moment isn't far off the Atlantic coast of America. Kevin asks if he can bring Heather along, and she explains that one female guest is included in the invitation, and the dress code is that he should arrive naked, and his guest should wear something sexy and very revealing. (When Kevin informs Heather of the invitation and the dress code, she says, "Cool! I know just the thing!" At the specified time, a helicopter picks them up from the street in front of Kevin's house, and when they land on the 'yacht' out at sea, the floating edifice is far more than just a yacht! (NOTE: Eswatini is an actual country in southeastern Africa, it's the only absolute monarchy remaining on the continent, and as of this writing, King Mswati III has fifteen wives and forty-five children. Although I got the King's name and the numbers right, so far as I know, he doesn't own a watercraft like the one in this story, and none of his wives or daughters resemble the fictitious ones you'll be meeting in a moment, except they're probably all black.)
The visiting couple is astonished to be greeted by none other than Mrs. Dieks, who's serving the royalty as a topless maid, she explains that when the Queen asked Mrs. Grady who was the most submissive of Kevin's pets, she sent back her name, so the Queen hired her as a maid (at $1,000 a day) for Kevin's visit.

Once Mrs. Dieks escorts the guests inside to meet the royalty, everybody bestows formal greetings upon each other... especially Mrs. Dieks... as if they were all formally dressed, which they aren't.

Everyone discards their clothing and goes outside to the pool. Queen Monica requests Kevin to do her doggy style, and Princess Marcella sits on Heather's face. Mrs. Dieks dons a slave outfit and carries out a bowl of fruit, just in case anyone gets peckish, and... oh! Did I mention there's a pet leopard on board? Don't worry, if she's lying down, she's not hungry right now.

Queen Monica supplies Heather with a strap-on, and then she orders the couple to double penetrate her. They're happy to comply, of course. Meanwhile, Princess Marcella requires Mrs. Dieks to set aside that stupid tray, and eat her ass.

Then Princess Marcella wants Kevin to fuck her rough and hard. Her mother is agreeable, so she orchestrates a threesome with the other women, where of course she's the centre of attention.

Farewell, while we show off the overblown 'yacht'.

BIG FAT COCK: Snow Trip (not illustrated or nor will it be written but a cute pic so I left it in)
Cherry arranges a snow trip for Kevin and a few of the cheerleaders, and Kevin brings along his new girlfriend Heather. A playful snowball fight breaks out, while Stephanie blows Kevin.

BIG FAT COCK: Swingers Bowling (not illustrated, likely not written but a kinky idea)
Kevin, a couple of his buddies, Heather, and a few cheerleaders attend Swingers Night at a bowling alley.

As is often the case, the first swinger girl to spot Kevin wants some, and then when she says she likes it rough, a wild mood sweeps through everyone, and the orgy that ensues is more like professional wrestling than like regular sex!

BIG FAT COCK: Top Flipped (not illustrated and likely not written but you know I love lesbian
Kevin thinks the cheerleaders aren't paying Heather enough respect, even though he's made it clear to everyone that she's now the second place top love of his life. (As has been said, Joan is the absolutely top slut.) So he orders Cherry, Amber, Elsa and Stephanie to meet Heather at Cherry's house for an evening of lesbian fun where they'll all do whatever Heather tells them to. He's confident that given her wicked imagination, his girlfriend will show all the girls a wonderful time, and earn their respect!
Once everyone is present, Heather hands out outfits for them to wear. Then once they're suitably adorned, she says, "Gather around me, everyone. Each of you assume a sexy pose, and even though we're not wearing heels, get up on your toes... we look sexier that way. Now we're all wearing outfits that are iconic for men objectifying women, which many people think is a terrible thing. But since we're all bisexual sex maniacs, what's the harm of people ogling us like they want to get into our panties... except none of us ever wear any. So let's all objectify each other to our heart's content, and get each other nice and horny."

Heather then instructs the cheerleaders to lose their body suits, and pair off. Stephanie licks Cherry's twat, while Elsa fucks Amber's asshole with a large dildo. Cherry's mom is present, and she doesn't take an active part, but she films everything.

Then everyone gets into the act, with two lesbian threesomes, and Kevin shows up briefly to drop a load. (Sorry, he does it off-camera... something about student union rules, which makes absolutely no sense, since a student union isn't the other kind.)

BIG FAT COCK: ValeDICKtorian (likely not illustrated unless I decide to use the pics below; that said, the one of Kevin getting sucked while giving a speech is pretty hot).
Kevin celebrates high school graduation with a weekend featuring some of his newer and older sluts.
But first during the ceremony itself on Friday, Principal Appleby hides inside the lectern sucking Kevin's BFC, while he delivers the Valedictorian speech.


The next day Portia arrives in town and rents a fancy apartment, where Heather and Kevin host an orgy for lots of their playmates from far and wide. Cherry comes as Silas's date, now wearing Queen of Spades jewelry in his honour.

Kevin and Heather are in attendance from the beginning of course, and also among the first arrivals are Cherry, Silas, Portia, Stephanie's Cousin Penny, Ms. Chan's Japanese niece Annie, and the college professor Kevin only knows as 'Sharmuta' (Arabic for slut). She brings her prayer rug, since she plans on getting worshipped by at least a few girls at this party. With a few exceptions, all the girls are wearing the same revealing outfit, but in various colours. Cherry is one exception, since she's wearing what Silas wants her to, and the sharmuta is another, because she always wears the same minimal outfit to all the sex parties. First they greet each other...

... and then they get busy. Heather suggests to Kevin, "Why don't you play with Ainu first? She traveled all the way from Japan to be here. And I'm guessing she was an adequate fuck, wasn't she?"
"Not just adequate, but one of the very best," Kevin replied.
"Perfect," Heather said. "So I'll join Cherry and Silas for now, and the other three ladies can play together however they like."

The party guests seem to be arriving in waves. The next group to arrive is the Harrison family... fortunately without Ethan. These ladies are wearing the same topless outfits as most of the earlier group.

Kevin decides to go for the college coed Lynley, and she rides him Cowgirl. Heather invites the grandma to sit on her face, and the sisters Raine and Montgomery get into a 69 together.

Lots of other people join the party before it's over, including lots of guys, leaving Heather coated with cum.

BIG FAT COCK: Wedding Daze (could be illustrated but some of the pics and plot would be a little out there).
This could include grandparents' arrival, a bachelorette party and, of course, the wedding itself.
Here is a twisted teaser pic:




BIG FAT COCK: XXX Honeymoon (illustrated with some crazy pics and ideas)
On their honeymoon, they travel the world and make stops at a plethora of exotic locations fucking themselves and the locals all over the place.
This teaser pic is while in Bali.

BIG FAT COCK-The Naughty End of the Saga: 20 years later, on their kids' 18th birthday... they're twins... Heather and Kevin tell their kids Jeni and Jerry it's time for them to begin taking part in a longstanding family tradition, which soon they'll begin sharing with all their grandparents as well. Jeni has already been sharing taboo secrets with her Grandma Joan, so she immediately asks, "You mean you're going to start fucking us now? Yay!" Jerry is equally excited about the idea, even though he had no prior knowledge that this was coming. Just the idea of finally seeing his mom naked... let alone also getting to fuck her... sounds almost too good to be true! The parents are thrilled by their kids' enthusiasm, and everyone strips and takes a look at each other. Both kids look a lot like their parents used to, and Jerry's cock isn't quite as big as his dad's, but his mom and sister don't think it's too shabby.

Then Kevin takes all three of his daughter Jeni's holes, while Heather offers up her own three holes to her son. Jeni begs her dad, "Please don't go easy on me!" and Heather paraphrases the same plea to her son.

The new 18-year-olds are immediate converts to their parents' freewheeling lifestyle, and they start having lots of sex with their mom and dad's family, and with their friends with benefits, who they call the 'old folks'. They also start bringing home friends their own age to play with them and their parents.
NOTE: Yes, Jeni is the girl I've been dedicating all these chapters to from the very start. We'd already corresponded a bit about my stories, then shortly after her family fun when she turned 18, she sent me a long email telling me about the joys of her dad's Big Fat Cock, only some of which I didn't already know. (As some of you are aware, Kevin began telling me all about his sexual adventures more than twenty years ago, beginning right after we cuckolded my son Ben together.) So I wrote Jeni back thanking her for reaching out, and explained that her parents and I were already intimate friends. Soon afterwards Heather and Kevin surprised me by bringing their kids to my house for some playtime, and the five of us spent a deliciously long evening together (most of it downstairs in my laundry room, for old time's sake). I began by giving Jeni a good pussy licking, while Kevin and Jerry double penetrated Heather.

And at the end of the evening, because of what appears to be an unbreakable tradition where I'm concerned, I ended up with cum all over my face. I'm not complaining! Following that memorable evening, we've all gotten together several times since.

ONE LAST BONUS:
And finally going back to my 500th story essay from 2021 is three original pics to highlight this original series. You can see how different the three main characters were and how the illustrations have evolved over time.
First, Kevin with Ms. Chan:

Followed by Kevin and his Mom:

Lastly, a threesome where Kevin thanks Ms. Chan for all her assistance:

I hope you enjoyed this twisted tale.
Jasmine November 2024
PS: If you are still here don't forget to leave a message on what chapters you would like to actually read!!!
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White Christmas
Summary: Black MILF is drawn into wild freeuse lifestyle.
Note 1: This is a wild Holiday 2024 Season Contest story so please vote.
Note 2: This story will not be for everyone. There is a mythical 13.5-inch white dick; there is racial play; there is incest; the 'N' word is used; there is anal; there is nasty sex; an orgy and much, much more.
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White Christmas
1. Caught in the Act
Being an empty nester was incredibly lonely. Sure, I had great friends, I still had my job as an RN and had been working excessive overtime to pay for having one kid still in college. To save money both my daughter Brandy and her older brother Curtis (who usually went by CJ) who was working as a college football coach lived together... unfortunately, they lived five hours away and I hadn't seen them since Thanksgiving (and that was only for two days).
Yet, with college semester turn around coming up, both of my kids would be home for two weeks and they would both be bringing with them their significant other. While I had met Agwa, CJ's adorable petite Filipino girlfriend, I had yet to meet my daughter's boyfriend. I knew little about him other than he was only eighteen and five years younger than my daughter. I'd be lying if I didn't find that a little odd, although my late husband was five years younger than me.
Anyways, I was just getting ready to go to work, being close to Christmas I worked every day until Christmas Eve when Brandy arrived with her boyfriend... her white boyfriend. At fifty-one, I had fucked quite a few men, I couldn't even guess a number, but the early nineties were a blur of sucking, fucking and a reasonable amount of licking. That said, I had never been with a white boy. Not once. I had, though, had two white girls who I would beckon to munch my pussy back in my college days because many white girls love chocolate pussy: Mary and Sarah. Although, in my senior year, I did end up a submissive nigger, the term that freshman white girl Amy would use when she chose to sit on my face when she wanted to come. No white girl before or after had ever got away with using that term with me, but she did. She somehow saw past my feminist, proud black persona and would use my BBW body for her enjoyment. For the record, I have always been a big-boned girl. A fat ass that men died for, tits that men would worship and thick legs that all together were a perfect package.
"Hi, Momma," Brandy walked in, startling me, wearing a sundress that was way too short and, to my surprise, pantyhose, and gave me a huge hug. A surprise because she was adamant about how much she hated them and in California not an overly practical clothing choice... although I wore them every day as an R.N. As a required part of my uniform in a backwards system. Having a big black woman wearing white nylons was always an odd look, and perhaps pure colonialism, although I had long ago got used to it and truth be told can't say I minded it... as I found that white nylons on my legs were oddly sexy. Also, a surprise because my baby girl wasn't supposed to arrive until tomorrow.
On the other hand, I can't say I was impressed with my first encounter with Roy. For an eighteen-year-old, he had a surprising amount of tattoos, a shaved head and was all muscle. I mean he looked like he could be in the MMA. Instantly, I assumed the six-foot-two white boyfriend was complete trouble. "Hi, Ms. Jones," he greeted.
"Hello," I said, not even trying to hide my instant disdain for this man. He looked like a thug. I wasn't thrilled my baby girl was dating a white man in the first place, but that unhappiness doubled on first sight of him up close.
"Momma, this is Roy, Roy this is my Momma," Brandy introduced, with such excitement I tried to conceal my disdain.
"Nice to meet you," I greeted, extending my hand, but to my surprise, he wrapped his huge arms around me, which was pretty impressive because I am not a petite woman, and gave me a hug.
"Uh, you can call me Big Momma," I said, the term both my kids and their friends had used for me since I can remember.
"Uh, okay," he said, letting me go.
"I hate to meet and run," I said, looking at my daughter with a perplexed look as I glanced down at her nylon-clad legs, before giving my daughter another big hug just so happy she was home for a couple of weeks. This guy was likely just a blip in the long life of my daughter.
"You have to go?" Brandy asked.
"Yeah, I'm working a double shift unfortunately," I replied, "you are a day early. Although, I do work a lot until Christmas."
"Oh, okay," Brandy said, a little disappointed.
"I'll go get the suitcases," Roy said, so far quite the gentleman which somehow annoyed me since I didn't want any reason to like him.
"Okay, honey," Brandy said.
Once alone, I decided I had a couple of minutes to chat. "So, isn't he too young for you?"
"Momma, don't start," Brandy said, a spitfire of a woman, just like her mother who never liked being told what to do.
"It's just he looks a little...." I paused, unsure how to finish the sentence.
"Momma, he treats me amazing, and already he knows what he wants to do with his life," she interrupted.
"He does?" I asked.
"Yeah, he is joining the military after we go back home," she said.
"Oh," I asked, knowing this would shut me up as her father was in the military his whole life before getting ill with cancer six years ago and passing away four years ago.
"Yes, he isn't enjoying school and since football season is done he doesn't have much ambition to stay in school," Brandy explained.
"Well, I do respect that," I said, not that made him good enough for my daughter. I had my entire life stressed never to trust a white man, the same message my mother told me and my grandmother told her. "But, he is white."
"It's 2024, Mom," Breezy stressed, "Jim Crow is over."
"Doesn't feel like it to me," I said.
"I know you lived in much more racially charged times, and I'm not pretending there aren't still some racist people out there, but Roy is a caring man, a protective man and someone I trust and love with all my heart.
I sighed. Not sure what else to say to her.
"Give him a chance," Brandy said, "he is a good one."
"Okay," I said, realizing I was judging him quite unfairly, although I still had some deep reservations based on his age and race. "Anyways, I got to go, but I look forward to getting to know him better and spending time with you and your brother."
"Me too, Momma," Brandy said, giving me another hug. One thing about our family, we were huggers... something I started at a young age with them, just like my momma did with me.
Roy walked in and I said goodbye and headed out.
I got in my car and headed to work.
It was about five minutes into my drive when I realized in the excitement of my daughter's surprise arrival I had left my bag with my purse and lunch on the kitchen table.
I sighed, turned around and headed back home.
I walked back inside, into the kitchen and gasped as I saw my daughter on her knees with Roy's dick in her mouth and really bobbing.
"Oh, shit, sorry, Ms. Jones," Roy apologized pulling his dick, his absolutely massive foot-long-plus dick that was thick as fuck out of my baby girl's mouth.
"Momma, I'm so sorry," Brandy said, utter embarrassment in her eyes as she got off her knees... a little saliva dripping down her chin.
"I, um, forgot my bag," I said, as I couldn't help but take another look at Roy's massive dick. It was easily the largest I had ever seen and I had had some pretty big dicks in me during my life. I mean I didn't have a measuring tape but it seemed like over thirteen inches. In fact it looked like the white replica of the amazing big dicked black porn stud Dredd... who was my go-to porn stud to watch as he destroyed women with his horse-like cock. I mean no one dominated a woman and destroyed her holes like his cock did. The philosophy of BBC was often true and I was never satisfied without a big dick of at least seven inches or more in me. My late husband was ten-inches and God I missed how his cock felt in my pussy and asshole.
Roy pulled up his boxers and shorts and his dick disappeared behind them.
"Momma, I'm really sorry," Brandy repeated as Roy remained speechless.
I said, trying to joke it off, as I grabbed my bag, "It's okay, I was young once," not sure what else to say, even as I still had Roy's huge cock imprinted in my memory. I even inadvertently glanced at his crotch area as I said it.
Roy definitely noticed my glance but didn't say anything, as I scurried out of my own home as if I was the one who had been caught in the act.
Once in the car and back on the road I used my car's phone app, "Call, Dorothy."
A minute later, I said, as my best friend since I was in grade three answered, "You won't fucking guess what I just saw."
"Then I won't guess," my always spicy and quick-witted friend responded.
"Brandy arrived a day early," I began.
"Well, that isn't that scandalous," she joked, obviously catching my frantic tone from my first words.
"That isn't the scandalous part," I said.
"You met the white boyfriend," she responded.
"I did."
"And you were not impressed?"
"I was not," I said, "but that isn't why I called you."
"Well, spill it, bitch," Dorothy said, also not a patient woman.
"Well, I left for work, forgot my purse, returned a few minutes later and walked in on Brandy blowing him in my kitchen," I explained.
"Oh, to be young again," Dorothy said.
"Like you don't still do that," I said, Dorothy the ultimate definition of a cougar. She loved her men fifteen to thirty years younger than her and had a new boy toy every time we chatted.
"I didn't say I didn't," she laughed, "I just wish after being on my knees sucking a nice young dick my knees weren't sore."
I usually would have agreed, as like me she was a bigger woman, and like me black, and carrying these huge tits that were a backbreaker and years of being on my feet for eight to sixteen hours a day had also done a number to my knees. Yet, instead, I blurted out, "His dick was huge."
"Oh, you saw your daughter's boyfriend's dick," she said with a laugh.
"Girl. That whiteboy had a big ass dick," I stressed, still able to perfectly picture it.
"Lucky girl," Dorothy said, not shocked by the size like she should have been.
"I'm talking, well over a foot-long,"
"And I stick with lucky fucking girl," Dorothy said.
"I should have known you would say that," I sighed.
"You know size matters," my best friend pointed out. "Any woman who says otherwise is lying to herself, lying to her man, or has never experienced a twelve-inch pussy destroyer."
"You've had a twelve-inch pussy destroyer?" I asked, but, of course, she did. She never married and has been fucking mostly younger men her whole life.
"A couple of times." She admitted.
"You slutty bitch," I teased, wishing right now I had a foot-long dick to fuck my cobwebbed pussy.
"What? You were once a size queen. Are you surprised your daughter is?"
"I guess not," I said, realizing she was right. Perhaps the apple didn't fall far from the tree. Anything less than seven inches I wouldn't even bother to suck, never allow in my pussy or ass. God, I missed my husband's hammer.
"Plus, I told you some whiteboys have huge dicks," Dorothy reminded me. Unlike me, who had stuck to being with only black and brown men my whole life (while never had I had a white dick in me... I had enjoyed a multi-cultured mosaic of ethnicities, including: Puerto Ricans, Cubans, Muslim, Brazilians, Hispanic and even a dp by two Asian nerds (taking both their virginities at once)), Dorothy had explored the smorgasbord of interracial cock joking she was trying to get a dick from every country in the world... she had sucked and fucked them all. As I mentioned earlier, I had been conditioned to reject and not trust any white man... ever... and that included in the bedroom. Not that some white boys hadn't tried to get in my panties, I just had the will power to always say no. Even after fifty-plus years of life, not once had I even remotely seriously considered a white man sexually... until... seeing Roy's dick.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," I said, her telling me I should try a white cock the past year since I had still not yet gone on a date, nor fuck someone since my husband died.
"Did seeing his big white dick get that fat pussy of yours soaked?" Dorothy bluntly asked.
"Jesus, Dorothy," I said exasperated, although I shouldn't have expected anything less from my always sexually charged friend.
"No woman can see a foot-long-plus dick and not have her mouth water and her pussy leak," she said, as if she was some black Dr. Ruth.
"That's quite the hypothesis," I sarcastically responded.
"Am I wrong?" Dorothy questioned, knowing me all too well. "Is your pussy wet?"
As I rolled to a red light, I finally had time to think and as I did I realized I could feel dampness between my legs.
I sighed. Why the fuck would seeing my daughter's boyfriend's dick, regardless of its size, turn me on? He was white!
"I'll take the lengthy silence as affirmative," she said.
"Fine, I'm a little damp," I admitted, annoyed it had turned me on, although I told myself it wasn't his dick but the lengthy dry spell.
"Fuck you, bitch, don't you be lying to me," she scolded, with her large laugh, "you don't get damp, you fucking flood."
That was also true, and she would know from our many college group encounters, we often swapped boyfriends, were parts of multiple orgies and gangbangs and sometimes enjoyed dining on each other's pussies when drunk, high or, truth be told, were just horny.
"Well, I'm lucky I always keep a couple extra pairs of panties in my work locker," I said, no sense lying to my best friend... as she knew me as good as I knew myself.
"If I was there now I'd clean up that delicious mess," she wickedly said.
Horny, more so than I even realized, a little more wetness gushing into my indeed-soaked panties, I replied, "Bitch, I'd ride your face so good."
"And I'd eat that pussy until you were out of cum," she said. Alas that wasn't possible as she lived in Brazil at the moment. That said, she was the only person I had had sex with since my husband died. The day of the funeral she cheered me up with a nasty marathon session that included oral and some old-school fisting. The last time when I visited her this summer turned into a marathon sapphic encounter. She tried desperately to get me to fuck some young stud while there but I just wasn't ready. I wasn't sure I would ever be ready to be with another man. Instead, I let her fuck me with a strap-on.
"I could really use that tongue of yours," I sighed, wanting to touch my pussy as I drove, but resisted thinking that would be one crazy distracted driving ticket.
"Well, I'll be there for New Year's Eve," she reminded me.
"I can't wait," I said, as I pulled into the hospital parking lot... I'd finally get some pussy and get fucked.
"Me either," she said.
"Unfortunately, I just got to work now, so I got to go," I said.
"You should probably frig yourself first so you're not thinking of that big fat white boy dick all shift," she teased.
"Bitch, you're so bad," I laughed, even as I pictured my daughter's boyfriend's big fat white cock.
"Have fun," she said.
We said goodbye and I went to the locker room and changed panties, surprised by how soaked they were. I didn't frig myself, which may have indeed been a mistake as for the next sixteen hours all I thought about was that white dick.
2. The Talk & Eavesdropping
I got home, exhausted and slept for ten hours. When I went downstairs I found brunch made for me and Brandy doing the dishes.
She said, "I made you brunch."
"Thanks, honey, I'm starving," I replied, surprised to see my daughter cooking... she refused to learn from me when I tried in her teen years.
"You're welcome," she said, as she put a plate in the microwave.
"When did you start cooking?" I asked.
"When I moved in with CJ," Brandy answered. "Otherwise, we all would have starved to death or went broke eating out."
"I imagine so," I laughed.
"I did take all the recipes you gave me," she said continuing to surprise me.
"Well, will miracles ever cease?" I joked, even though I was secretly beaming with pride.
"Well, Momma, you are usually right," she smiled.
"And don't you forget it," I said.
"I know you never will," Brandy smiled, knowing I wouldn't.
Changing topics, I noticed she was wearing another sundress and was again in pantyhose. I asked, "So, what is with the nylons?"
"Roy likes them," she answered.
"Really?" I asked, my daughter is not one to appease a guy, or anyone quite frankly. She was a free spirit. "You are wearing them for a man?"
"Yeah," she said, seeming uncomfortable and avoiding eye contact. "Plus, they are quite sexy."
"Well, they definitely highlight your athletic legs," I complimented, Brandy having been a volleyball, basketball and track star in high school and having a slim body unlike her Momma.
"You think so?" She asked, looking into my eyes, and sounding genuinely surprised.
"For sure," I nodded, "I wear them because they are required for my job, but I used to wear them for your father because he liked them."
"He did?" she asked.
"Yes, but we kept our sexy lingerie and other things in the bedroom," I pointed out.
"Yeah, sorry about that," she said.
"It happens," I shrugged.
"I can't seem to say no to him," she admitted.
"Well, it's important to never change who you are for any man," I stressed.
"He brings out the best in me," she said and genuinely seemed to believe it.
Shifting back to the nylons and not wanting her identity to fade away because of a man, I wanted to not push her but make my point, "But you should wear them for yourself and not a man."
"Can't I do both?" She asked, as the microwave beeped.
"I suppose you can," I agreed, as she went and grabbed the plate from the microwave. "I just don't want you to change who you are for any man."
"He is worth it," she said, placing the plate before me.
"He's eighteen," I had to point out the obvious.
"I know, I know," she said, "I have used that logic many times, but I'm in love with him."
"You love him?" I questioned, they had only dated for four months.
"Yes," she nodded.
"I see," I said, pondering if her love is partially biased by lust and the impressive appendage he had between his legs.
"And Roy is actually nineteen," she clarified, "his birthday was a couple of weeks ago.
"Well, that changes everything," I sarcastically said.
"Mom, he is a good man."
"He's a boy," I said, unable to hide my disdain.
"He's a man," she corrected, standing up to me... like she had when I didn't like her high school boyfriend, but at least he was black.



"Well, he does have a man's dick," I said, deciding to let her know I had seen his dick.
"You saw it?" She asked, her eyes going big.
"How couldn't I?" I asked.
"I'm sorry you saw us like that," she said sounding completely embarrassed.
"Yeah, you didn't take long to get comfortable," I said, deciding to tease her.
"I'm so embarrassed," she said, near tears.
Feeling bad for making her feel guilty for being sexual, which, at her age, was natural, I said, "Honey, it's okay, you are an adult and are free to have sex. Enjoy it while you are young."
"Momma, you're not remotely old," she said.
"I'm closer to a hundred than I am to a newborn," I pointed out.
"Momma, fifty is the new thirty," my daughter said.
"Well, tell that to my back," I joked.
"You have been with someone since dad died, right?" She asked.
I didn't say anything.
"Have you not?" She asked reading my silence as an answer.
"No," I admitted.
"No one?" She asked, actually sounding concerned.
"No," I lied, not wanting to let her know about my lesbian encounters with Dorothy.
"Well, you need to get out there," she said, placing her hand on mine. "Dad would want you to."
"I suppose," I said, then as her boyfriend's cock popped into my head, "maybe I just need to get laid."
Brandy laughed, "It would probably help."
I ate brunch and we chatted about school, the Europe trip all four of them were going on during spring break and how I work too much.
Roy walked in wearing shorts that were a little tight and I could definitely see his bulge.
He joined in the conversation and I was impressed by his thoughtful responses and questions, his sweet caressing of my daughter's back and his determination to be successful.
As I went to shower, I had just an eight-hour shift today, I felt much better about Roy. He was articulate, driven and seemed to care about my daughter as much as she cared about him. And, as a mother, that is all you want: your children to be happy. If she got lucky to get fucked by thirteen-inch dick on top of that love all the good fortune to her.
That said, horny, his monster dick refusing to leave my subconscious, I used my powerful shower head to get myself off inappropriately imagining Roy fucking me with that big white dick. I knew it was wrong and cursed my pathetic weakness once I came, knowing it was going to be a long two weeks if I couldn't shake the image of Roy's dick.
That night, after work, exhausted, I crawled into bed without even showering. Yet, as I closed my eyes I heard moans. The moans of my daughter. Then because my walls are apparently quite thin, which made me wonder if our kids heard us when we used to fuck and talk dirty, I heard my daughter beg.
"Oh yes, baby, harder, fuck me with that big dick," she moaned, as my eyes went big at the fact I was listening to my daughter getting fucked.
"You can beg better than that," Roy said, his voice deep and sounding so much older than the eighteen, or I suppose nineteen, he was.
I didn't realize it when I listened to him talk before now, but he had a sexy, powerful voice. A dominant voice. In the bedroom, in the past, that had always been a major turn-on for me. I wanted a man to treat me like a princess in public but a fucking submissive bitch behind closed doors.
"Oh baby, you know I love your big white cock in my sloppy black pussy," Brandy sighed like a bitch in heat, just like I did when my husband Curtis used to tease my pussy relentlessly until I begged to be fucked with his ten-inch hammer. Brandy mentioning the colour of his dick and her pussy enhanced the nastiness of the act.
"Then prove it," he said, as I moved my hand to my growingly wet pussy without even realizing it.
I wonder if he had any clue I was home. I wonder if he had any clue I could hear every word. I wonder if my daughter knew I was home. She would, for sure, know I could hear them, as she obviously heard her father and me when we fucked when she was younger.
Regardless, the answer to my varied musings, my daughter sounded incredibly desperate, and incredibly like me, when she begged, her voice urgent, her need to get that big cock in her pussy desperate, "Baby, I want that big white fucking cock pounding my pussy."
"Yeah, you love being my fuck slave, don't you?" He asked. While perhaps not on purpose, the term 'slave' was an inappropriate reference to centuries of our dark history... yet, somehow that word had always been a trigger for me. It turned me on, although it had never been used by a white man towards me as I started furiously fingering myself, inappropriately eavesdropping on my daughter getting fucked.
"You know black slave sluts will do anything for big fat white cock," my daughter wickedly replied with a loud moan of rapture as I imagine he slammed his super dick deep in her pussy, as her massively inappropriate words instantly accelerated my rising orgasm as the incredible taboo response somehow made my entire body burn.
"Oh yeah, my three-hole cum dump," he said, giving me yet another shocking new revelation about my daughter's apparent three-hole willingness. I mean I had often loved a big dick in my asshole, but couldn't fathom Roy's huge dick fitting my asshole and it seemed a human impossibility that his thirteen-inch monstrous missile would possibly not break my slim daughter in two. "Take your Master's cock."
"Oh yes, don't stop filling me up," Brandy moaned, as I could hear their bodies slamming into each other in, I imagined, doggy style position... which would also mean my baby girl was getting deep hard back shots. While any position was a good position, no position made my pussy burn more than doggy style and getting hard, deep thrusts from behind making my fat ass cheeks shake. I also was shocked by him using the term 'Master'. While it could be as simple as being part of a Master-slave sexual relationship and have nothing to do with the historical chains of the past, it seemed to be just that... slavery days roleplay. It should have been disgusting, but instead, it had me furiously fingering myself dying to come as I imagined I was the slave and Roy my master.
"Yeah, I own your cunt," he declared.
"Yes, Masta, you own my black cuuuuunt," my daughter agreed with a wild moan, as my own orgasm was rising inside of me as she used the no longer appropriate word (was it ever appropriate?) 'masta' which made my slavery reference worry very real. I knew it was wrong, but their nasty talk, their racial play and my long-neglected pussy had me burning. I couldn't stop fingering myself. I couldn't stop listening to my daughter getting fucked. I couldn't get enough of the wickedly taboo and inappropriate racial play... racial play my daughter seemed to be leading.
"Oh yeah, take it, my black pet," he said, not using the forbidden 'n' word... which for some reason I was waiting to hear him say.
"Nut in me. Fill my unprotected black cunt with your big white dominant load," she moaned wildly, "breed your bitch."
"Jesus," I moaned loudly, both because I was close to coming and because I sure as fuck didn't want to be a grand-momma yet and I sure didn't want to have a mixed-race grandchild.
"Oh yeah, I'm going to full your pussy so full of cum," he said, his tone implying he too was close.
"Oh baby, I'm about to come, don't stop, oh yeah, don't stop, yes, oh fuck, oh fuck, yeeeeeeeeeees!" My daughter screamed loud enough not just for me to hear clearly, but anyone in the house and perhaps even next door.
"Get ready, baby," he warned, suddenly the two of them getting oddly romantic in the heat of climax.
"Give me that white nut," Brandy moaned, even as her orgasm obviously continued through her, I closed my eyes and imagined I was getting hammered by Roy's white tank.
I was close too and trying to time it to when Roy came for reasons I couldn't explain, other than I loved coming with my man simultaneously back in the past as it gave me the best orgasms, I tried to time it with his rhythm.
"Fuck," he grunted, "take it all."
Hearing him come, I came too, covering my mouth with my free hand to not let them know I had been listening and masturbating to their raw love making, although love making was perhaps a rather generous description.
As I lay there, enjoying a rather intense orgasm, guilt shot through me. I shouldn't be listening, never mind masturbating, to my daughter having sex. I should definitely not be masturbating imagining her white boyfriend fucking and unloading in me.
I shook my head, grabbed my earbuds, turned on some white noise and tried to get some sleep. It was hard, but eventually I did, again thinking this was going to be a long two weeks.
3. A naughty Conversation and My Son Arrives
As soon as I woke up, I reached for my cellphone and called Dorothy.
"Hey, get any white cock yet?" Dorothy answered with.
"Jesus," I said, shaking my head at the frankness of my best friend, although I shouldn't have been surprised.
"After talking to you I went on the prowl last night and got a good dicking from some white college stud," she said.
"Seriously?" I asked.
"You can do it too," she said. "White boys love fucking black Mommas."
"Jesus," I repeated, never quite getting used to Dorothy's bluntness, although I should have since she has always been this way.
"I'm serious," she said, "some white men can just see past a black woman's strong-willed persona and turn us into mindless fuck sluts for white cock."
"Now you're just talking nonsense," I said.
"Trust me, some white men can bring the freak out of a black bitch," Dorothy continued.
"Any man can bring your freak out," I teased.
"There may be some truth to that," she agreed, before adding, "but God a white man with a big dick that knows how to fuck is a whole other level of freak show and makes me nut so fucking good."
"If you say so," I said.
"I know so," Dorothy said.
"Well, it may be true for my daughter," I said with a sigh.
"You see them fuck?"
"No, but I heard then through my apparently very thin walls," I answered.
"Mmmmmmm," Dorothy purred, "and let me guess, he dominated her."
"Yeah, he did," I admitted.
"Called her names," she continued.
"Yeah."
"Including nigger?" She asked.
"God, no," I gasped, "no white man better ever call my baby girl a nigger."
"Trust me, when a white man says it in the heat of the moment while he is fucking you it takes you to a whole other level," Dorothy said.
"I can't fathom that to be the case," I said, although the term slave had indeed turned me on.
"Trust me," Dorothy said, "once a white man treats you like a mindless fuck toy and really gives it to you, the term enhances the rush."
"I can't imagine," I said.
"Well, I bet your daughter would go ape shit," Dorothy said.
"Well, she did seem to get turned on by the word slave."
"Oh, then he is testing out how far he can push her," she said. "It's only a matter of time before he is calling her a nigger while fucking her."
"That better not happen," I said and then asked, "Are you really okay with being called the hard R?"
"In public, fuck no," Dorothy said, "but when I have a big white dick in my pussy or asshole... well the rules change."
"I don't think they would for me," I said.
"Don't judge until you fuck a mile in another person's pussy," Dorothy said.
"Are you really misquoting 'To Kill A Mockingbird?'" I questioned, that being one of the first white woman-written books that somewhat reasonably showed the extreme racism of the past.
"I am," she said, before changing topics, "And did you touch that sweet pussy of yours while you listened to them fuck?"
"Maybe," I sheepishly admitted, knowing she would get it out of me one way or another.
"Did you come thinking of your daughter's boyfriend fucking you?"
"Maybe," I repeated, which was a roundabout way of admitting yes I did.
"Did hearing him call your daughter a slave turn you on?"
"Yes, but I'm not happy about it," I said, even as my pussy tingled as I recalled yesterday's wicked act in the room right beside me.
"Oh, wait until you have a big white dick in your pussy," she said. "You'll understand then. Shit, my boss is calling me. I need to get going. Don't forget to remind me about the time I was dominated by a big dicked white man. Happy fapping."
She hung up before I could respond.
I ignored the slight burning in my pussy from the memory of last night and the crazy conversation. Instead I got up, grabbed my robe and went to make breakfast. I was surprised to see my son and his girlfriend Agwa in the kitchen having breakfast with Roy and Brandy.
"Momma," CJ greeted, getting up off the chair and coming and giving me a big hug.
"My baby boy, it's so nice to see you," I said, wrapping my arms around him.
"It's great to be home," he said, as he let go.
"Nice to see you, Mrs. Jones," Agwa said, smiling warmly. She was easily one of the cutest girls I had ever met from her tiny 5'4" frame to her slim figure and pretty face.
"You know you are supposed to call me Big Momma," I said, likely twice her weight, at least, as she came in for a hug, where her face pretty much landed in my tits.
"Sorry, Big Momma," she said, as I gave her a Big Momma hug.
"Her family is very traditional," CJ said, as the hug ended.
I glanced over at Brandy before I said, "Well, this family sure ain't traditional."
"Ain't that the truth," CJ laughed, as I noticed that Agwa was also wearing nylons, something she had never done any of the previous times I had met her.
We had breakfast, caught up, and after cleaning up we put up the tree and decorated the house. It was like old times. The fact both girls were in sundresses and pantyhose was incredibly odd but I didn't say anything. I was, in fact, the only one of the three not in hosiery.
I headed to work brimming with Christmas spirit and excited to spend some quality time with my family.
4. Caught in the Act 2 and 3
In perhaps what could only be seen as a Christmas miracle, I was allowed to leave a couple of hours early as somehow we had excess staff.
After 30 hours in the past three days, I was more than willing to leave early.
I got home, knowing my kids were going out for the night to meet with their grandmother and that Roy and Agwa would likely be home.
What I wasn't expecting was the second time catching Roy in a compromising act... although this time it was not him with my daughter but Agwa... fucking her on my floor.
I had a great view of Roy's muscular back end and the plethora of tattoos which screamed bad boy. Yet, I froze at first unable to say anything in utter shock.
"Oh yes, fuck me with that big fucking dick," the usually sweet and proper Agwa begged as I stared and saw her nylon-clad feet in the air as Roy was pounding her.
"You love my big white cock, don't you?" Roy questioned, as he fucked her hard and my eyes went wide as not only was the smell of sex in the air, but I could detect something else.
I knew I should have said something. I should have stopped this right in the tracks. Both these two were cheating on my two children, yet I couldn't take my eyes off the wicked act. It was like life had slowed down as I watched Roy fuck this tiny girl. It seemed like a magic trick this petite thing could take all that massive phallus.
"I fucking love it," Agwa moaned wildly, her hands gripping the carpet as Roy really fucked her tiny body.
As the aroma swirled around me, I said, finally able to speak, "No, no, no, not in my house."
Then, in what felt like slow motion and while it likely took just a few seconds, it felt like an eternity, as Roy turned around and dislodged his big 13-inch hammer. The sounds were so loud as he pulled out of her: splurch, sploosh followed by a loud pop that sounded like a sexual gunshot.
My head spinning I thought to myself, 'Oh God, I know that smell. But it can't be. Oh lord, Jesus.' My eyes went wide as I realized he hadn't been fucking the poor girl's pussy, but her asshole as I could see her huge gaping anus as they both said in almost perfect unison, "It's not what it looks like, Big Momma!"
My head spinning and my pussy burning as the distinct aroma of Agwa's ass juices wafted in the air like a gush of heaven, recalling vividly the distinct scent when my asshole was thoroughly destroyed. Still in utter awe that somehow she seemed to take that entire horse cock in that tight asshole. It just seemed impossible.
I stared at the huge gaping hole, looking so perfectly fucked, and good enough to eat, having eaten Dorothy's asshole many times, sometimes retrieving a load of cum after a good ass fuck. I then couldn't help but admire and stare at Roy's hard missile covered in Agwa's ass juices. Then as I processed this surreal live-action ass fuck, I could feel my knees beginning to give in as the exotic ass scent consumed me; it made my pussy burn with forbidden need from the excessive sexual overstimulation even as I thought to myself that incredibly white cock seemed to be perhaps even bigger than thirteen inches. My head spinning with a million different thoughts I also tried to comprehend the reality: he was in that little girl's ass. That's far too much cock for her. I then thought 'Could I take all that dick?'
Realizing my growing lust and desire to suck that cock, eat that ass, and get fucked by that bitch breaker I turned and rushed out of the room and to my bedroom before I did something unthinkable.
As soon as I was in my room, I called Dorothy but got no answer so I texted her: I fucking caught Roy fucking CJ's girlfriend in the ass in my living room!
Furious at these two cheating on my children, in my house, I prepared to kick them out. Fucking in my house was disrespectful. Fucking in my house and cheating on my kids was inexcusable. Plus, the gall of those two.
Yet, even as I thought this, I couldn't get the sounds of Agwa's lustful moans, the sight of that gaped asshole and the unbelievable size of Roy's cock out of my head. While my moral conscience was furious, my body was betraying it with a desperate burn leading to me wondering what that white cock would feel like in my pussy... and especially my ass. It had been years since I took a cock in my ass, and suddenly I was craving feeling it filled up. Pounded. Hammered. Destroyed.
Dorothy called and without even saying hi said, "That is crazy. Did you catch them?"
"Yeah, I did," I said
"Did you kick them out?"
"No, I stormed out and into my room," I said, thinking why did I storm out? Why didn't I go all Momma-bear on them?
"Because you're horny right now, aren't you?"
"Dorothy this is serious," I stressed. "They cheated on my kids."
"I'm not diminishing that reality," she said sounding concerned for my concerns, "but the question remains are you horny right now?"
"Fine, yes I'm horny, and yes I wonder what that big white cock would feel like in my pussy and ass, but that doesn't change the situation," I answered, with no reason to hide the truth since she knew me too well and would just draw it out of me anyways.
Suddenly, there was a knock on the door.
"Big Momma, we need to talk," Roy said, from behind the door.
"Roy is at my door," I said to Dorothy.
"Are you decent?"
"Yes."
"Let him in and keep me on the line so I can listen," she said.
"Really?"
"Yes, then I can hear everything instead of getting it second hand from you," she said.
"All right," I agreed, putting my phone down beside me. "Come in," I called out, trying to control my anger.
Roy and Agwa walked in and to my surprise, both were still naked, minus the thigh-high stockings Agwa had still had on. Agwa avoided eye contact completely as Roy walked over, his dick beginning to lose its erection, as I stared at it and felt my mouth water. God, it was a beautiful dick. While most found ass to mouth disgusting and I understood why, it had always been a turn-on to me. It was so disgusting and kinky to suck a dick that had just been in Dorothy's asshole or a dick that had just been in mine... but it ramped up the kink.



I also wondered, as Roy stood there, his elephant trunk dangling between his legs, what took them so long. Did they finish fucking first?
"Big Momma, we can explain," Roy said, as he began to walk over to the bed I was laying on.
Agwa added, shame coursing through her words, "I'm so sorry you caught us like that."
"I'll do the talking," Roy said, in a firm voice.
Agwa immediately stopped talking and her submissive nature took over.
"You can explain fucking my son's girlfriend in the ass?" I asked bluntly.
"Yes," he nodded, but didn't say anything else as he sat on the bed beside me, brazenly resting his back on the bed stand as if he was my husband and owned the bed. I thought about demanding he move, but in this position I got an amazing look at his dick and decided to let it go. Again, I knew I should have kicked them out, blasted them, but I was curious what kind of explanation they could possibly have for this.
Agwa, meanwhile, walked over and remained standing beside the bed.
"I can't wait to hear this," I said, with a tone dripping with sarcasm, even as I looked at his dick still shimmering with the inviting ass juice of my son's girlfriend... as I assumed the petite girl's ass juices would be fucking delicious.
"First we didn't expect you home for two more hours," he began.
"That doesn't explain anything," I said.
"Please let me explain everything first," he said in a firm but courteous tone.
"Fine," I said, although of course, I was not remotely fine. I was actually getting angrier at the fact he planned to come in here and blame me for being home early.
"Have you heard the term freeuse?" He asked.
"No," I said, as I glanced over at Agwa who still had her head down.
"I'll let Agwa explain it," Roy said. "Go ahead," he instructed her.
"Well, it's," she began, but was clearly quite uncomfortable with explaining it to me.
"Just spit it out," I said, having no patience to wait any longer and feeling no pity for the clear embarrassment and perhaps shame she was feeling.
"It's when sex is a free for all," she blurted out.
"What?" I asked, that not meaning anything to me.
"We live in a freeuse home," Roy tried to clarify.
"I still don't remotely understand what freeuse means," I said, my annoyance rising rapidly. Patience was never one of my virtues outside of my job where I needed loads of it.
"Anyone can fuck anyone, anytime, anyplace," Roy explained.
"What?" I asked. Yes, I had heard his definition, but couldn't believe it.
"It may sound unconventional," Agwa spoke, "but it's becoming more common."
"So, you live in an orgy house?" I asked, having been a part of a few orgies in my life and indeed loved them, but this seemed a whole other level of kink.
"Well, I suppose in essence that is true," Agwa agreed, although she looked so uncomfortable and embarrassed.
"Both Brandy and CJ know that we sometimes fuck," Roy interjected.
"They know you fuck her ass?" I asked bluntly, looking first at the humiliated Agwa and then to the not at all fazed Roy.
"Yes," he nodded. "They know that I use all three of Agwa's holes as I wish."
"So you use her as a three-hole cum dump?" I bluntly asked, trying to humiliate Agwa and be crude to Roy while also clarifying what I was hearing... even as I could feel my pussy continue to beg for attention. The nasty revelations, the glorious dick beside me and Agwa's glistening shaved pussy all had me in visual overload... although yes I know the nasty talk wasn't visual.
"That is one way to put it," he said.
"Does he come in all three of your holes, Agwa?" I bluntly asked, wanting to hear her say it.
"No," she answered, still unable to make eye contact and dripping with shame.
"No?"
"Just my mouth and ass," she answered quietly.
"Then I guess you're only a two-hole cum dump," I bluntly said, and then felt bad as I could see tears start to form in her eyes.
"Big Momma," Roy said, "that is uncalled for."
I ignored his words, but turned my attention to him as I questioned, even though I knew the answer from Brandy calling herself a three-hole slut or something along those words, "And you have fucked my daughter in the ass?" I then added, waving dismissively at his slowly shrinking, but still huge dick, "With that thing."
"Yes, and she loves it," Roy said, no shame at all, seeing me stare at his thick cock which seemed to embolden his smug responses.
"Big Momma," Agwa began, trying to not cry.
"So," I began, interrupting her, and turning my attention back to her, "So you fuck my son and my daughter's boyfriend?"
"She is a freeuse woman," Roy explained.
"Answer the question," I ordered, ignoring Roy and keeping my eyes focused on the Filipino. I'd get better answers from her.
"Yes," she answered sheepishly, tears beginning to roll down her face. I felt bad, but was on a roll.
"And they both fuck your ass?" I continued my interrogation.
"Yes," she repeated, clearly mortified by the questions, as tears really began to stream. Oddly, I didn't feel as much guilt as although I seemed to have no power or influence over Roy, I did over Agwa.
"Your daughter also fucks her ass," Roy added.
"Pardon?" I asked, turning quickly and with a death stare to Roy.
"Your daughter and Agwa are bisexual," he answered.
"What?" I questioned, again hearing him. This, I suppose, should come as no surprise. I was bisexual when I was my daughter's age, shit, I still am, but coming out of his mouth so casually was a little surprising.
"A freeuse house means anyone can use anybody at any time," Roy repeated the surreal living arrangement my two kids apparently lived in.
Turning back to Agwa I asked bluntly already assuming I knew the answer to this, "So do you eat my daughter's pussy too?"
"Yes," Agwa nodded, wiping tears from her face.
"And she eats yours?"
"Yes."
"I can't believe it," I said, "my kids live in an orgy house."
I then looked into the mirror behind Agwa and could clearly see her still gaped ass and what was apparently Roy's cum. I asked, even as my pussy tinged at the delicious inviting sight... I would easily eat that anal cream pie, "Did you guys finish fucking after I left?"
"I was too close to not finish," Roy said, turning sideways and his dick hit my leg... sending an instant wave of pulsating pleasure through me... I even almost moaned... the temptation so tantalizing.
"I'm so sorry," Agwa repeated, as she wiped the tears from her face.
"She needed to come too," Roy said, then added, "I tend to have that power."
"To make women come from getting their assholes fucked?" I asked, not moving and suddenly allowing Roy's again hard dick to rest on me.
"Yeah," he said proudly, "something like that."
"Jesus," I said, shaking my head, as I glanced down at his fully erect cock touching my leg. It made me wonder a few things. When did it get hard? What made it hard? How quickly could he reload? What would it feel like in my mouth, my pussy, my ass? I was so distracted by these thoughts and the feeling of his dick poking my nylon-clad leg I zoned out a bit.
I was brought back to reality when Roy stressed, "I just want to make it clear that you understand we are not cheating on CJ and Brandy."
"No, you're just fucking in my house when they are not here," I snapped.
"Yeah, we are used to fucking freely," he said as if that excused it.
"This isn't a brothel," I said.
This made him laugh a little.
Going on the offensive, I questioned, "And what about the wearing of nylons? Is that part of a freeuse thang?"
"In our situation it is," Roy said, flinching his dick against my leg.
"Why is that?" I asked, trying not to get distracted from the raging hard-on beside me. Years of no dick made this almost unbearable in temptation.
"Because I like them," he answered.
"So, the girls also dress as you want?" I questioned, impressed by the power he seemed to have and his smug confidence, yet equally annoyed at the exact same things.
"Girls have always dressed as I requested," he said, so matter-of-factly I wanted to slap him across the face.
"Seriously?" I questioned.
"Yeah," he shrugged, his dick flinching against me again.
"And what the fuck is coming into my room naked?" I questioned, slapping his dick away and feeling it's steel-like hardness. "Do you think I will just succumb to your big dick because it's there?"
"No, no," he said, seeming to be concerned that I perceived it this way. "It's just we felt we had to address this ASAP."
"After you dumped your load in her ass?" I bluntly asked, wishing that dick was again against my leg, as he had turned back onto his back... and now it was standing erect like a missile about to launch.
"Yeah, sorry, when I'm in that mode I think with the wrong head," he said, oddly sounding genuinely apologetic.
"That I have seen before," I said with a slight laugh.
"So, we are good?" He asked.
"I don't know," I said, quite horny and needing some time to think. "This was just too much. Right now, I need some time alone."
"Yes, ma'am," Agwa nodded, quickly scurrying out of the room, still in her nylons that I now noticed had the sexy seam down the back.
Roy got off the bed, turned around, his erect dick now aimed right at eye level, making my mouth water, "Again, I just wanted you to know I didn't disrespect your daughter. I love her."
He then walked out, closing the door behind him.
"Jesus," I said, shaking my head. As I moved my body, I felt more wetness between my legs. Somehow, after all that I was still horny.
"Fuck it," I said. I moved my hand inside my pantyhose and panties and began rubbing myself. I closed my eyes and imagined it was me on my couch. It was me bent over. It was me with a thirteen-inch white cock pounding my asshole. "Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, as I could already feel the orgasm rising inside me.
"Glenda! Glenda!" A voice interrupted my fantasy. At first, I was confused and then I remembered that Dorothy was still on the phone.
I grabbed the phone and pulled my wet fingers from my pussy. "Hey."
"Were you just masturbating?" She asked.
"Maybe," I said, in a tone that implied my guilt.
"You nasty bitch, you need that white cock in your cooch so bad," she said.
"Are you serious?" I asked incredulously. Yes, it was an amazing-looking cock. Yes, I'd love to feel it pounding my pussy and maybe even my ass. Yet, he was my daughter's boyfriend. He was nineteen. He was a smug asshole.
"Well, if your kids live a freeuse lifestyle that would make you not off limits," she said.
"You buy that freeuse bullshit?"
"It started as a porn trite, but has become a growing popular concept amongst free spirits," she said.
"How do you even know that?"
"I watch a lot of porn and have been used as a freeuse slut a couple of times."
"Seriously?"
"Yeah, it's quite liberating."
"Liberating?" I questioned. This getting more and more surreal.
"Yeah," she said, "just allowing a man or even a woman to just use you as they wish, whenever they wish is hot."
"I can't fathom," I said.
"You vaguely lived that life when Curtis was alive."
"How so?" I asked.
"If I recall he used to flip up your skirt or dress and fuck you as you made supper or have you blow him while he watched football," she reminded me of my previous life.
"Yes, but he was my husband," I pointed out.
"That is why it's vaguely freeuse," she said, "but in essence if he used you as he pleased wherever and whenever he wanted you were basically a freeuse wife."
"I guess," I said, "but that doesn't mean it's right for four people."
"It's 2024," Dorothy pointed out, "monogamy is quite passé."
"Seriously?"
"Hey, don't you get all high and mighty," she said. "We swapped boyfriends on more than one occasion so how is that different from the lifestyle your kids are living."
"Well, for one it's incestuous," I pointed out.
"Well, that is only true if your kids are fucking each other," Dorothy said.
"Jesus, Dorothy," I said, this being too far for even her.
"Incest is much more common than you would expect," she said, continuing to bewilder me with her responses.
"And how do you know that?" I asked, shaking my head at her words.
"Truth?" She asked.
"Truth," I said, a common phrase that we had used since our college days. It meant we had a secret and we couldn't judge that secret.
"I've been a part of a couple incestuous threesomes," she said.
"No way," I said, this one actually shocking me and nothing she ever said shocked me.
"Yeah, I experienced a threesome with a mother and daughter that included the daughter going down on her mother," she revealed.
"No way," I repeated, the thought so out there.
"Yeah, it was pretty hot," she said.
"Of course, it was," I sighed.
"What?" She asked. "Think about it. What is more pure than showing how much you love your family than this?"
"It's incest!" I stressed exasperated.
"Incest is just another societal judgement," she said. "History had lots of incestuous relationships."
"Seriously?" I asked, even though I was oddly curious where she was going with this. I had never once considered the concept of incest and had no intention to now, but this was for some reason intriguing.
"Royal history is full of incestuous marriages in Japan, Korea, Hawaii and many other countries," she explained.
"Where did you learn that?"
"The internet," she answered. "In fact, ancient Hawaiian history had sons and daughters marrying."
"Crazy," I said.
"On a different note, did they really come into your room naked?"
"Yeah," I said.
"Shit, that is impressively brazen," she said.
"I thought so too," I agreed, "but he stressed it was because they were in a hurry to clear up their indiscretion."
"Perhaps," she said, "but he also wants to fuck you."
"How do you know that?" I asked, even as I imagined that big white cock pounding my cobwebbed pussy.
"He flaunted his big dick," she said. "You can't tell me it was so critical to clear up the so-called misunderstanding, but he still had time to drop his load in that girl's ass, but not enough to put on some clothes. It was purposeful."
"I guess so," I said.
"Yeah, he plans to add you to his growing freeuse harem," she teased.
"I can't allow that," I said.
"Why not?" She asked, sounding serious.
"He's my daughter's boyfriend," I explained.
"So?"
"What do you mean so?"
"I bet she knows his plan," she said.
"Really?"
"Maybe she knows you need some dick," Dorothy said.
"I doubt she puts any thought into her mother's sex life."
"Maybe," Dorothy said. "All this white cock and Roy's brazen attitude makes me remember when Mr. Mason hate-fucked me."
"What?" I asked, recalling Mr. Mason being her old colleague she hated.
"Yeah, after I got the promotion over him, and one day he ended up coming to my new office and before I knew it I was bent over my desk getting hammered my his eleven-inch bitch breaker."
"No way," I said, "you hated him."
"Yeah, he was a racist asshole, but for a few months he regularly fucked all three of my holes, only called me nigger, made me call him masta and he only came in my ass or on my face," Dorothy explained.
"Shit, that is crazy," I said, even though her description turned me on.
"Yeah, I couldn't say no to him and couldn't deny being used so roughly and being completely humiliated drove me wild," she continued.
"Wow."
"Yeah, if his wife didn't catch us with his dick in my ass I imagine I'd still be his nigger slave," Dorothy said.
"God, I'm sorry," I said.
"Sorry?" she asked. "I never enjoyed sex more. White boys just know how to turn black women into submissive bitches."
"Really?"
"Yeah, your daughter is so fucking lucky," she said. "I've been looking for a big-cocked white man to dominate me ever since. In fact, recalling being used like a cheap black slut and listening to Roy has got me all horny."
"You are always horny," I teased.
"Your point?"
"Never mind," I said, shaking my head, not that she could see.
"Now go fuck yourself imagining that big fat white cock," she said, and hung up before I even had time to answer.
My pussy still burning, the visual of Roy's dick seemingly forever etched in my head and the nasty anal sex act I witnessed still lingering, I got out of my clothes, grabbed my vibrator from my drawer, and sighed when I realized the batteries were dead.
Too horny to care, I decided to use it anyways and rubbed it up and down my quite wet pussy lips before just sliding it in and began fucking myself.
"Fuuuuuck," I moaned out loud as I closed my eyes and imagined it was me on the floor, legs up in the air being pile driven by Roy's Dredd-like cock.
"Yeah, give me that fucking white dick," I demanded, always talking to myself when I did masturbate, always trying to recreate a scene... usually from porn, or erotica or reminiscing about some great sexual encounter of the past, but this time I was reimagining a sex act I had just witnessed.
As I pumped the disappointing six-inch toy in my pussy, I realized I needed a new much bigger toy, as this one was not even half the size of the monster I wanted inside me. So, as I used my right hand to furiously fuck myself, I used my left hand to slap my fat swollen super sensitive clit.
This doubled the pleasure inside me, as I moaned, "Oh yeah, work my pussy over with that huge white dick."
My orgasm was rising rapidly as I clearly could see Roy's white dominator slamming inside me. "Oh fuck, don't stop fucking your big black Momma," I moaned, "slam all thirteen inches deep in my pussy."
Another minute of furious pleasing my pussy inside and out, I was nearing rapture. My moans got louder, my need to come consumed me and I briefly forgot that I had guests in my house as I said, "Oh yes, fuck me, fill me up, destroy my pussy with that thirteen-inch massive white cock, breed this bitch, give me all that cum, fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuuuuck!"
I let out a loud, glass-shattering scream, like I always did when I came, before leaving the vibe in my pussy and just enjoying the pulsating pleasure seeming to hit every inch of my big body.
It was only perhaps ten seconds before my door swung open and Roy asked, "Are you okay, Big Momma?"
"Get out," I said, closing my wide-spread legs but knowing he had to have gotten a great look at my pussy spread wide open with a toy shoved in it.
"Sorry, sorry, I thought you had hurt yourself," he said.
"Get out, get out, get out!" I demanded, actually grabbing a pillow and throwing it at the door, but by doing so sitting up and giving him a better view of my huge 42DD tits... something new I offered this white stud in comparison to the rather flat Agwa and the much smaller breasts of my daughter.
"Sorry. Sorry," he repeated. "I'm glad you're okay."
"Get out!" I screamed this time.
"Okay, okay," he said, before adding, "by the way you have a beautiful body Big Momma."
"Get out!" I repeated, this time with less authority, oddly appreciating his inappropriate comment.
"And, by the way, I'm thirteen-and-a-half-inches," he clarified before closing the door.
"Fuck," I whispered to myself, he must have heard me masturbating. Was he eavesdropping at the door? Was he in the room beside me where the walls were paper-thin? Or was I just that loud?
I knew I could be loud. Curtis on more than one occasion covered my mouth while fucking me if discretion was needed. Unfortunately, when I had a dick in me I became a lustful slut taking dirty, begging like a whore and getting excessively verbal.
I pulled the toy out of me, a gush of my own juices squirting out and wetting my bed. I rolled out of bed and got into my nightie. I was in the later stages of menopause, I hoped, and was always hot at bed-time so I wore a thin nightie. I used to wear it to tempt and tease Curtis, but now I wear it for practical reasons.



It was black, quite short, not even covering all my ass cheeks and while it covered my tits it left little to the imagination.
Having to pee, I went to grab my robe and decided fuck it, I'm not doing anything different now because I have guests. If they saw me like this so be it. I mean Roy just saw me in a much more compromising position and situation.
I walked out, made it to the bathroom, went pee, freshened up and decided I needed a drink of water.
I went to the kitchen and again found no one which for some reason annoyed me. For some reason, I wanted Roy to see me like this, I wanted to tease and tempt him like I used to my husband. I even wanted Agwa to see me like this, the idea she was a submissive pussy muncher too also turned me on. I mean I had no intention of pushing her to the floor and sitting on her small frame and riding her face, but the idea was indeed a turn-on.
I poured myself some water.
Drank the whole glass.
Filled it back up and returned to my bedroom, suddenly feeling quite drained.
I got under my covers, avoiding the rather large wet spot I had created, and went to sleep.
5. Caught in the Act 4
One problem with getting older: you can't sleep through the whole fucking night without going pee.
I got up, still in my nightie and headed to the bathroom, but the light was on inside it and I heard yet more sounds of sex. I moved right to the door and listened. Who was fucking in my house this time?
I could hear the firm slaps of bodies slamming into each other before, after a few seconds, I heard the unmistakable voice of my daughter moan, "Yes, fuck me, baby, I've been horny all night."
"Yeah, it's not like you to go this many hours without dick," my son responded quietly, making my eyes go wide.
'Oh, no, no, no, my babies were fucking,' I thought to myself... even though Dorothy had implied incest wasn't as forbidden as society makes it out to be... I sure didn't want my children committing the ultimate sin.
"You know I can't go long without dick," Brandy moaned, in soft whispers as they were clearly trying to be quiet.
"Or pussy," he added.
"You just love watching me and your girlfriend 69," my daughter responded.
"Can't deny that," he said, before the talking stopped and soft moans were all I heard as I continued to eavesdrop on the naughty incestuous act happening on the other side of this slightly ajar door.
I wanted to walk in and scold them for what they were doing... and I likely would have if Dorothy hadn't planted the seed that incest isn't as inappropriate as it seems to be.
I also once more felt my pussy tingling again and even though it was wrong I found my hand moving to my pussy as I continued to listen to my children fuck. I also wanted to move to the slight opening of the door and look inside, but I didn't.
"Harder, fuck me, don't make love to me," Brandy demanded, sounding a little frustrated.
"If I fuck you hard, you'll go ballistic and wake Momma up," CJ said.
"You'd love Momma to catch us," Brandy said, as I slowly rotated my fingers on my clit... slowly... just teasingly... not wanting to make even a little sound.
"Says the one who begged me to fuck her right down the hallway from our mother," CJ pointed out.
"Don't pretend you don't want to fuck Momma," Brandy moaned, as I wondered if he was beginning to fuck her faster. My eyes wide at the scandalous things I was listening to... and masturbating to.
"I didn't say I wouldn't," my son responded, admitting he would fuck me. Even after the previous caught-in-the-act situations that had shocked me to my core, this was a whole other level of shock.
"Oh yeah, you'd fuck her pussy, fuck Momma's huge tits, and big fat ass in a heartbeat," Brandy wickedly said.
"Like you wouldn't eat Momma's pussy or ass," CJ responded, talking about what they would do to me seeming to add fuel to their libidos.
Meanwhile, I was aghast. Both at their words and my lack of reaction. I remained behind the door, my hand rubbing my pussy as I continued listening to the shocking incestuous fantasies they seemed to have about their Momma.
"God, imagine if you and Roy double-teamed her," Brandy asked, with a moan.
"She could likely use some dick," CJ said.
"Or some pussy," Brandy added.
"Agwa would eat Momma's pussy so good," CJ assured.
"And Roy would give her the fucking of her life," Brandy countered. "I mean the look of lust in her eyes when she saw his dick was priceless."
"That is the look of every woman who sees his dick," CJ said.
"True enough," Brandy laughed softly. "Do you think Momma would approve of our freeuse lifestyle?"
"No idea," CJ said, "I'm more worried about how she would react if she knew we fuck."
"Yeah, Momma would lose her shit," Brandy said.
"But God, I'd love to fuck her," CJ said.
"I'd love to taste that chocolate pie," my daughter moaned.
"Yeah, I wonder if delicious pussy is hereditary."
"God, all this talk of fucking Momma is driving me wild," Brandy said. "You need to fuck me harder."
"Okay, but if you wake up Momma."
"Shut up and pound my fucking pussy, big brother," she demanded.
"Alright, slut." CJ said, "you asked for it."
"I did," she moaned, as suddenly I could hear their bodies colliding as he was obviously hammering her now.
For reasons I couldn't explain. Morbid curiosity? Twisted perversion? A reality check? I had to see them fucking.
I reluctantly moved my hand from my soaking wet pussy and moved to the open crack in the door which was about an inch wide.
"Oh fuck. Yes. That's it, big brother. Give me that dick. Fuck me," Brandy moaned sounding unbelievably like me. I mean if I didn't know I was definitely not the one getting railed at the moment I would have assumed that was me.
"Yeah, I love my sister's snatch," he moaned, just as I peaked into the washroom.
For some reason, I had assumed he was fucking her doggy style with her bent over the bathroom counter, but no, she was sitting on the counter, her legs spread and he was obviously between them.
God, it was wrong.
God, it was so wrong.
I mean so fucking wrong.
Yet.
Yet.
Yet.
I had for reasons I couldn't explain never been more turned on in my life... my pussy burning and desperate for attention.
I could see my daughter's blue nylon feet, I could see my son's incredible muscular ass and my first thought was a very bad Momma thought: I wonder how big Curtis Jr is. His muscular football build looked so hot as he pumped my daughter's pussy. My daughter's moans that were increasing as she got fucked good were hot as fuck and making me wish that cock was fucking me.
"Oh yes, big brother, I'm going to come," Brandy declared with a moan.
"Come on my dick, my slutty sister slave," he ordered, using the term 'slave' which was a surprising choice for a black man. I was called slut, pet, whore, cum dump, bitch and many others by my many black lovers throughout my extended sexual past, but no man ever had the gall to use the word 'slave'.
"Oh yeah, don't stop. Don't stop. Don't stop. Dooooooon't," she covered her mouth just as she came from committing sinful incest.
CJ continued hammering his sister throughout her orgasm as she impressively suppressed the bellowing orgasm I sensed she wanted to unleash.
A few seconds later, my son ordered, in a dominant tone that sounded exactly like his father, a phrase his father had used towards his Momma many times, "Knees, slut."
My strong-willed daughter did just what her strong-willed Momma did during the heat of rapture and ultimate sexual submission, she obeyed mindlessly, hopping off the counter, dropping to her knees as she said, "Yes, big brother, give me that big load."
At first, I still couldn't get a view of his cock I so shamelessly and desperately wanted and needed to see. I knew I should back away and slither to my room, but I couldn't until I saw that cock.
"Yeah, you want me to paint your pretty face?"
"Yeah, shoot your load all over me thinking I was Momma on her knees begging for your load."
"Oh fuck, Momma, you want this big load?"
"Yes, baby boy, give me all that cum," my daughter wickedly said, even using my endearing term for my twenty-five-year-old-son which he always hated... at least when I used it in public.
"Oh yeah, Momma, here it comes," he grunted, although I frustratingly couldn't see my daughter's face or my son's dick during the climatic finale of the kinkiest scene I had ever seen in porn or real life... this way nastier than Agwa's earlier sodomy from Roy's monstrous dick.
"Yessssss, come on Momma," my daughter moaned, apparently, also like me, getting turned on by having a big load splattered on her face. I know it was wrong, but I for some reason always liked the contrast of a big load of white cum on my black face.
"Fuck," he grunted, as his ass cheeks spasmed which was strangely erotic and he pumped his muscular arm.
"Yes, coat Momma's face," Brandy, role playing being me, purred as she received his load.
"Fuck," he said, as he finished his fictional painting of my face and I couldn't help but wish that was me on my knees receiving this creamy white treat.
Again, I should have left, they were ending their nasty incestuous rendezvous, but I had to see my son's dick.
Thankfully, the God of incest shined down on me, as he turned sideways and I got a great view of my daughter's cum coated face that was drenched with his cum, obviously my son had big loads like his father, and I saw his impressive, shockingly accurate replica of his dad's dick: ten inches and with a curve... a curve that always drove me wild.
Realizing the risk of me getting caught was rising, ironic because I was not the one doing anything wrong, well, I guess watching your kids have sex and role-play about fucking me while I touched myself may be wrong. I walked quickly and quietly to my door, opened it to alert them I was up with my door's loud squeak (I'm surprised they hadn't heard when I originally came out to go pee). I then walked to the door and asked, innocently, "Anyone in there, Momma has to go pee."
After a moment of silence my daughter responded, "Yes, I'll just be a minute."
I smiled, deciding to help my kids from this sudden seriously compromising situation, "Okay, I'll go get a glass of water first."
I then walked down the hallway and into my kitchen.
I poured myself a glass of water I could definitely not drink without pissing myself, I really did need to urinate, and waited.
A minute later, Brandy came into the kitchen and said, "You startled me."
"I'm not used to anyone being up at this time of night," I said.
"Yeah, CJ and I stayed out a little later than usual," she said.
"Is he home too?"
"Yes. Likely already crashed," Brandy said.
"Oh, I thought I had heard him," I said, trying to see how she reacted.
"I don't think so," Brandy said, apparently a pretty good liar.
"May have been a dream," I said, "a strange one at that."
"Oh, what kind of dream?"
"Trust me, you don't want to know about Momma's dreams," I said, seeing if I could pull her into a conversation that would perhaps out her more.
"Momma, we all have," she paused, then smiled, "those dreams."
"What makes you think I have those types of dreams?" I questioned, giving her a look.
"Well, you're a Jones, for one thing," she said.
"As are you," I countered.
"I like to think I take after my Momma."
"And what does taking after Big Momma imply?" I asked, quite curious of the answer, my daughter in a robe but still wearing the nylons.
"Truth?"
"Truth," I agreed, "We are all adults here."
"The walls are thin, Momma, and I heard you and Daddy many times during your late-night love making," she answered.
"I see," I said, letting this revelation linger. "So you heard your Mamma saying some pretty inappropriate things."
"Some were quite shocking," Brandy said.
"I imagine so," I said. "I do get a little animated during the heat of the moment."
"As do I," she said.
"I discovered that last night," I said.
"You did?" She asked.
"Yes, the walls are the same thickness, honey," I pointed out.
"Oh, I'm so sorry," she said, "I tried to convince him to go outside, but he wouldn't have any of it."
"Well, seems you are indeed just like Momma," I smiled.
"Pardon?"
"Well, you are loud, beg and talk nasty," I listed off.
"Yeah, I do get pretty animated," she said.
"With a dick as big as Roy's I imagine you have no choice," I said.
"He is pretty big."
"Pretty big?" I scoffed. "It's fucking porn star big. He's like a white Dredd."
"Dredd?"
"Uh, never mind," I said.
"No, tell me," she insisted.
"Well, Dredd is my favourite porn star. He has a thirteen-and-a-half-inch black cock that destroys white pussies and assholes," I explained.
"Oh my," Brandy said, then added, becoming more comfortable as this honest conversation continued, "well his white dick destroys pussies."
"And apparently assholes too," I added wickedly.
"P-p-pardon!" She stammered, surprised by this.
"Well, I heard you call yourself a three-hole slut last night and...." I paused.
"And what?" She asked, even as she seemed a little ashamed by me knowing she was a three-hole fuck toy.
"And after catching Roy sodomizing Agwa in my living room tonight I have to assume you willingly offer your back door too," I said, oddly enjoying this conversation.
"You saw that?" Brandy asked, clearly surprised and obviously not aware of tonight's indiscretions.
"Yes, according to Roy you four live in a freeuse house," I said.
"He told you that?" She asked, clearly mortified to hear this.
"Yes, after he came to my room after coming in Agwa's tiny ass," I said. "I mean I can't even fathom how someone that petite could possibly take such a dick in her ass."
"The ass can stretch to pretty impressive extremes," Brandy countered, seeming to move past the original surprise.
"Is that so?" I asked, raising an eyebrow.
"Yes," she said, but no more.
"Well, regardless, this is a real strange situation you have put yourself in," I said. "I mean it's not the sixties anymore."
"Sixties?"
"You know free love and all that."
"No," she said.
"Our schools are not doing their job," I sighed.
"I know freeuse is pretty unorthodox but we all find it rather freeing."
"How so?"
"Sex is just sex and it allows each of us to satisfy our carnal desires whenever we see fit, but still excel at school and love just one person," she explained.
"Sex is just sex?"
"You've never had sex that was just sex?"
"Well, I suppose I have," I said.
"Don't pretend you were not a wild one in your youth," she teased. "Dorothy has told me some of your stories."
"She embellishes."
"Yeah, yeah," she said.
"So, you truly love Roy?"
"Yes, Momma, with all my heart," she responded, her answer seemed genuine. These are words every mom wants to hear from her daughter, but I still found the situation surreally odd and something that could possibly lead to strife.
"And it's not just because he has a huge dick?"
"It definitely is a bonus," Brandy said.
"It is one amazing dick," I said with a smile, liking having a frank adult conversation with my daughter.
"I guess I should say thanks," she laughed, before adding, "this is not a conversation I thought I would ever have with my Momma."
"That goes double for me," I said, glancing down at her nylon-clad legs and feet. "So you always wear nylons?"
"Roy likes them on me."
"And Agwa."
"Yes, he likes them on all of us," she said.
"Even at two in the morning?"
"I usually only take them off to shower or bath," she said.
"Don't lose yourself in his desires," I said, a little worried she was losing her core persona.
"Mom, trust me, I know who I am," she said.
"And who is that?"
"A strong-willed woman, a hard-working student, a caring daughter, a loving sister and also...."
"Also what?"
"A submissive in the bedroom," she said.
"Or the kitchen," I joked.
"Yeah, sorry about that," she laughed awkwardly. "He isn't a patient man when he wants to have sex."
"My house is learning that," I joked.
"Yeah, I'll try to keep him in line," she said.
"Good luck with that," I said, yawning.
"We should all get to bed," she said.
"Yes, it's been a long day," I said.
"Agreed," she said, before pulling me in for a hug and whispering, "I love you, Momma."
"I love you too, baby girl," I said.
She headed to bed; I headed to the bathroom, still really having to pee.
I then headed to bed, the long talk with my daughter defusing the early burning in my loins.
Exhausted, I drifted off to sleep rather quickly.
6. Another conversation
"Things keep getting weirder," I said, as soon as Dorothy answered the phone.
"You fucked Roy?"
"What? No," I responded, "but I caught my son and daughter fucking in the bathroom."
"That is hot," she said.
"That is not helping," I said, having time to replay what I witnessed and scold myself for my lack of action.
"Did you walk in and stop it?"
"No."
"Did you watch?"
"Kind of."
"Kind of?" She questioned. "How do you kind of watch?"
"Well, the door was mostly closed, so I listened mostly," I explained.
"Mostly?"
"Well, near the end I peaked through the slightly ajar door," I answered, realizing as I spoke the words I sounded pathetic.
"So listening to your children fuck turned you on?"
"Sadly, yes," I admitted, "but now I feel like a terrible mother."
"You are not a terrible mother," Dorothy said. "You likely should win awards for your parenting. You have turned out two amazing kids."
"Who fuck each other."
"Who love each other so much they have intercourse."
"That is an impressive spin on a situation," I laughed.
"The real question you have to ask yourself is why did you listen and watch and allow it to happen?"
"I seriously don't know."
"The answer is pretty simple."
"Then tell me why I allowed it to happen."
"It's likely a few compounded reasons."
"Like?"
"One, you haven't been laid in years."
"While true I'm not sure that is a reason to allow my kids to fuck in my house."
"Stay with me on this, it's not a linear logical explanation, but a few mitigating factors."
"Okay, Matlock," I joked.
"If I'm going to be some old detective I'm going to be Shaft," she said.
I laughed, "Fair enough."
"Second, seeing your daughter get face fucked by Roy, and then Roy destroying that tiny girl's asshole and then having his massive dick just resting there in your room, on your bed, has rekindled a fading flame."
"Well, that is indeed true," I agreed, "but still doesn't explain my allowing my children to commit incest in my home."
"Patience, grasshopper."
"Yes, sensei," I joked.
"Third, the concept of freeuse blew your mind, turned you on and opened up the possibilities that your children were fucking which...."
"Led to me not being surprised when I caught them," I finished her sentence.
"My student is becoming the master," she teased.
"Doesn't make it any better," I said.
"Are they hurting anyone?"
"No."
"Do they seem happy?"
"Yes."
"Then what is the big deal?"
"When you put it that way I guess it is no big deal," I admitted, "but we are simplifying a rather serious situation."
"Did it turn you on?" she asked again, even though I had already answered it.
I sighed. It had. A lot. I tried to defend my answer, "Yes, but right now a gust of wind turns me on."
"Because of Roy's big cock?"
"Maybe."
"And the idea of freeuse."
"I don't know."
"You know," she said. "You know you want that big white fucking dick giving you furious back shots and turning you into a nigga bitch."



"Dorothy!" I gasped, even as her wicked words made me moan slightly, turning me on and stimulating my pussy.
"Don't pretend you haven't thought of letting him colonize your cooch," she wickedly continued, the nasty historical references somehow adding to the burn inside.
"Dorothy! You are not helping," I pointed out.
"You're getting all horny right now just listening to me talk and visually imagining it," she said. "You want to be a freeuse nigga for that white boy."
So frustrated, so horny, still having not touched my cooch, a term I had not heard in years, perhaps decades, I responded, "And what if I do want to fuck that massive white dick, what does that make me?"
"Human," she answered, her response so simple and direct. "Sex is just sex. It's not world problem solving, although more fucking and less macho man political warmongering and perhaps the world would be a better place."
I laughed, as I realized she used the same phrase as my daughter, 'sex is sex' and then said, "Could you imagine a UN meeting that turned into an orgy."
"Gross, those people are almost all ugly as fuck," Dorothy said, but with a laugh.
"I don't know, that Canadian guy isn't bad," I countered. I couldn't remotely remember his name just recalling thinking we had two fossils running for president who likely could no longer get it up and Canada had this handsome man. I don't really follow politics or even know his political view but he was hot.
"Interesting that you immediately go to a white man," she teased.
"He is the only one I know." I defended, "and I don't even know his name."
"Sure, sure," she dismissed my defense, "you just want a white bitch banger."
"You are so eloquent," I sarcastically said.
"Like you are full of academia when you are getting fucked," she countered, knowing from years of sex together how nasty I got.
"Hey, you're one to talk," I pointed out, Dorothy was as nasty as me when getting dicked or having her pussy munched.
"I'm not pretending I don't want to be a nigga bitch for white dick," she said. "I am a nigga bitch for white cock."
"Fine, we are both sluts for white dick."
"Correction, I am a slut for white dick," she said, stressing 'I am'. "You want to be one."
"So, you think I should do nothing about Brandy and CJ fucking each other?"
"What will it change?" She asked. "Do you think if you tell them you know, tell them it is wrong, they are going to be 'Oh, thanks Mom, we never thought of that?' They have obviously already gone through the questions of right or wrong and landed with incest is the best."
"Jesus," I said, then added, "Oh, I forgot to mention, when they were fucking my daughter pretended to be me at one point."
"No way."
"Yeah, they role-played my son was coming on me," I said, "and this was after they both talked about fucking me and both admitted they would love to."
"Well, shit, so you have a young white man with a huge dick to service you, a son to give you the loving a Momma needs, a submissive young thang who would worship every inch of your big body and a daughter you could 69," she wickedly described. "This sounds like the best Christmas ever."
"Dorothy that is one crazy spin," I said, although each description she gave made my poor neglected pussy burn with possibility.
"Did you ever see them fuck?"
"Right at the end."
"And how big is CJ?"
"He seems to have the exact ten-inch replica of his father," I said.
"With the wicked curve?"
"With the wicked curve."
"Well, that is just serendipity."
"What?"
"There have been too many caught-in-the-act moments, and none of them on purpose," she pointed out.
"So?"
"So, you catching them are acts of serendipity," she said, "it was meant to be."
"So there is an incestuous Cupid out there trying to help me fuck my kids?" I sarcastically asked.
"Or a freeuse Cupid since it's obvious you are supposed to also take that white dick in that fat fanny of yours."
I sighed.
"Are you horny right now?"
"A little."
"A little?"
"Okay, a lot," I sighed frustratingly.
"Get yourself off right now," she ordered.
"Really?"
"If I was there I would eat that cooch, finger bang you and even fist fuck that sloppy snatch until you squirted all over me," she wickedly said, having done all those things to me multiple times in our life, including the last time we were together.
"Fuck, you got me so horny," I moaned, spreading my legs and moving my free hand to my pussy.
"Yeah, close your eyes and listen to just me," Dorothy ordered.
"Okay," I moaned, already excessively wet.
"You want Roy to walk in your room, flip you over and slide that big white bitch banger in that desperate pussy of yours, don't you?" She wickedly described.
"Yes," I moaned, that idea at this moment so deliciously appealing.
"You want that tiny girl to crawl between your legs and eat that wet pussy, don't you?"
"Yes," I moaned, aggressively rubbing my clit.
"You want to straddle your son's curved dick and bounce on him like he is a pleasure trampoline, don't you?"
"Oh, God," I moaned, the naughty inappropriate suggestion becoming implanted in my subconscious.
"Answer the question, bitch," Dorothy ordered, knowing exactly how to push my buttons. While we were equals in our many gangbangs and boyfriend swapping, sometimes in our lesbian encounters she would take control... and I always loved just mindlessly obeying.
"Yes," I admitted.
"Yes, what?" She asked.
"Yes, I want to ride my son's big dick," I answered, and if he walked in right now I may have fulfilled those words... my pussy burning with need.
"And imagine sneaking into your daughter's room, crawling between her legs and being her pet Mommy," she continued.
"Oh, God," I moaned.
"Would you like that?"
"Yes, yes, I'd love that," I moaned, my orgasm rising from the sick and twisted and yet kinky words and visuals.
"Or maybe eating a cream pie from your daughter's pussy?"
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned.
"Roy's big load."
"Yeeeees."
"CJ's big load."
"Oh God, yes," I moaned, slipping two fingers into my pussy and now frantically finger-banging myself.
"Maybe get a delicious dp from Roy and your son," she continued, "twenty-three plus inches of man meat."
"Oh fuck, yes, I'm so close," I moaned in lustful desperation.
"Followed by a family threesome where CJ pounds that big booty of yours while you eat your daughter's pussy and asshole."
"Oh yes, more, more," I moaned.
"And finishing with a five-person orgy where you eat pussy, get fucked, get triple-teamed with a strap-on from your daughter and take load after load of cum painting your pretty black face and body white," she added, and then got me off with, "turning you into nothing more than a nigga bitch cum dump slave."
"Fuuuuuuuuuuck," I bellowed, as my orgasm ripped through me.
A few seconds later, as I lay there quaking from the afterglow of an intense orgasm, my daughter came storming into my room and saw me spread open wide and cum leaking out of my pussy, "Momma, are you... oh, sorry."
She quickly closed the door... as I was caught after orgasming for the second time.
"Was that Brandy?"
"Yeah," I sighed, even as my orgasm continued to course through my big frame.
"Well, that is one way to open up the conversation," she laughed.
"I hate you," I said.
"I'm going to fuck you so good when I get there," she promised.
"You better," I said, "if I don't get a real dick or pussy soon I may die."
"Well you do have two real dicks and two real pussies right under your roof as we speak," she pointed out.
"You know I could never actually do that, right?" I said, fantasy fun as fuck, but reality a whole other level.
"Never say never," she said, before adding, "I'm going back to bed, you woke me up bitch."
"Sorry," I apologized, as we said goodbyes and I lay there in the afterglow of an orgasm and the aftermath of reality which was a growing sense of shame and guilt.
So ashamed, I stayed in my room for another hour. Not leaving until I really had to go to the washroom.
When I did, to my surprise, no one was home.
Thank God.
I made breakfast, showered, cleaned the house, chatted with my mother on the phone, and then headed to work for my last double shift before getting Christmas Eve and Christmas Day off.
7. Caught in the Act 5
I was into the second shift of my double, already a little tired and super annoyed... it had already been a complete fiasco of crisis after crisis.
The fact it was only half done was depressing. I was on my lunch when my phone buzzed alerting me there was an alert from my security camera.
I clicked on the notification and gasped as I saw my son on his knees sucking Roy.
"Jesus Christ," I said, as I quickly headed to my car for some privacy and to call Dorothy. This was utterly unbelievable, even after all the shocking discoveries so far. The thought my son was gay or bi was just not something I had ever pondered.
I got to the car and called Dorothy even as I watched my son suck that dick. The video wasn't overly close but as the phone rang I gasped again as Roy pulled his massive cock out of my son's mouth and placed a ball gag in his mouth... something I recognized because my husband used to use one to keep me from alerting the kids when he was fucking my pussy or destroying my asshole with his dick.
"Hey, who's fucking now?" Dorothy asked casually, just as my son got moved to the fence, placed his hands on it and bent over as Roy poured what I assumed was lube on his dick, before he moved behind my son and slid that entire shaft in my son with no fanfare.
"Jesus, fucking Christ," I said out loud as my son took all the monster dick in his ass.
"What? What?" Dorothy asked, concerned by my reaction.
"He's, he's, he's, fuckin' my baby. He's fucking my baby boy in the ass with his big white dick," I stammered, unable to take my eyes off my phone.
"What?" Dorothy asked.
"Roy is fucking my son in the ass in my backyard."
"Aren't you at work?"
"Yes, I'm watching live on my security app."
"Shit, that is wild."
"Not the words I would use."
"Is there volume?"
"I'm watching it on my phone from my security camera so there is no volume," I reminded her.
"A pity," she said.
"Plus he couldn't say anything if he wanted to. There's a red ball strapped to his face."
"Damn, girl, that's a ball gag. That whiteboy is kinky as fuck," Dorothy said, clearly impressed with Roy's domination and sexual prowess.
"I can't believe he is fucking my baby boy," I said, as I watched Roy slowly fuck him.
"I guess no one can resist that whiteboy dick."
"I just can't believe it," I repeated, "my poor baby boy." Although it didn't seem like he was being forced into this, and his dick was rock hard as he was sodomized.
"I guess they are really living the freeuse concept to a whole other level," Dorothy said.
"It's just so wrong," I said, even though I was in utter awe and yet again my pussy was betraying me.
"Gay sex is natural," she said, "how many times have you eaten my pussy?"
"That is different," I said.
"How so?"
"Gay sex between girls is considered hot," I said.
"Gay sex between men is super hot," Dorothy said. "In fact, I'm guessing you're getting turned on watching your son get his ass fucked."
"Oh, God," I said, as Roy grabbed my son's hips and began to fuck him really hard. "He's starting to give it to him hard and deep and he's saying something."
"You should be able to turn the volume on," Dorothy said.
"I don't know," I said, suddenly looking at the video.
"Press on the video and a little speaker should show up and likely have a line through it."
"Um, okay," I did that and indeed a little speaker showed up. "Oh, there is one."
"Press it once," she instructed.
"Okay," I said. I did and suddenly I could hear the masculine and feminine groans of my adult son, muffled by the ball gag.
"Translate what is happening," Dorothy demanded. "And you better be rubbing one out while you're watching."
"I can't do that," I said even though I was indeed horny as hell.
"Just fucking do it and stop pretending that you are not turned on," she ordered.
"Fine," I said, acting like I didn't need to rub one out. I slid my hand over my white pantyhose and began rubbing my pussy just as Roy spoke.
"You like that big white dick in your tight lil pussy, don't you, boy?" Roy asked, calling my son's asshole a pussy.
"What did CJ say?" Dorothy asked, seemingly very invested in my son's sodomy.
"He just nodded his head as he still had a ball gag in his mouth."
"So hot," Dorothy moaned.
"Are you masturbating?"
"I'm fucking myself with a ten-inch white dildo," she answered.
"Jesus," I said.
"Keep telling me what is happening," Dorothy demanded with another moan.
"Roy is fucking him furiously, my son's hard dick is flailing all over the fucking place," I said, having never once in my life seen two men have sex. It was quite shockingly very erotic and hot.
"Yeah, he's tearing that boy's asshole in half," Dorothy moaned.
"That's my son you're talking about," I reminded my best friend.
"And he seems to be loving being a bottom bitch," she wickedly replied.
"I think he has tears in his eyes," I said, as he was so thoroughly fucked.
"Damn, girl, that big dicked whiteboy is tearing CJ's black ass right up," Dorothy moaned, clearly turned on by my son's sodomy.
"He is really taking it," I said, rubbing myself, my pussy desperate for release.
"Oh yeah, take my dick, take it just like your Momma is going to take it," Roy said, as he kept up his ruthless assault and my eyes went wide at the mention of me.
"Did he just say he plans to fuck you?" Dorothy said.
"He did," I moaned, my hand frantically rubbing my pussy, wishing I was at home or somewhere I could spread my legs properly and fuck myself.
"You want that dick don't you?" Dorothy said.
"I doooooo," I moaned, imagining myself on all fours taking that white cock in my pussy, my ass.
"Oh yeah, you want that white dick so bad," she moaned.
CJ was whimpering and suddenly he made a completely unmanly sound and shot his load all over the fence.
"Jesus," I gasped.
"What was that?" Dorothy asked.
"CJ just nutted hard from getting ass fucked. He sprayed it all against the back fence."
"Ooooooh," Dorothy moaned, "Please tell me, girl. Was Roy stroking CJ's big dick?"
"No, girl, he never touched it. CJ came hands-free," I said, his cum dripping down the fence.
"Goddamn, Glenda. I'm bout to nut, bitch. Oh fuck, take that white dick, CJ. Take it all, baby," Dorothy moaned, as she and I both focused on getting ourselves off.
Roy kept fucking my son before he grunted, "Take my load just like your sister and soon your Momma."
CJ's moans continued as he obviously had a load dumped in his ass. This triggered my orgasm as I screamed into my car, "Fuuuuuuuuuck."
"Yeeeeeeeees," Dorothy screamed into the phone as she too came.
Roy pulled out, allowing his dick to remain in full view before he turned directly to the security camera, smiled, and waved.
"Jesus Christ," I said, even as I kept coming.
"What?" Dorothy said.
"Roy just waved at the camera," I said.
"He put on the show on purpose," Dorothy said a little shocked.
"It seems so," I said.
"Well, I guess we all know what you're getting for Christmas," she joked.
"Jesus."
"It's going to be a white Christmas after all," Dorothy joked, before we both hung up, I composed myself and I returned to work... my panties absolutely drenched. I hope I didn't smell like I just got fucked.
8. The Final Submission
I got home after my double to find all four kids, cuddling in the correct couples, watching Home Alone. I chatted for a while, resisted their offer to watch the rest with them, as I was completely spent from the double shift.
I didn't even get undressed before collapsing into bed and drifting off into a lengthy slumber.
The next morning, well almost noon, it was eleven-thirty when I got my ass out of bed, I showered, got dressed, deciding after a few minutes of indecision, to wear a pair of black pantyhose. I pondered this accessory addition for a good ten minutes; I don't usually walk around the house in nylons unless I haven't got out of my nurses' attire yet. The house would be extra hot with four extra bodies and the stove running all day with the traditional baking I do. Yet, I couldn't explain it, I felt compelled to wear them... after giving my long-neglected toes their first coat of paint in years, a ruby red, I put the pantyhose on. I told myself it wasn't for him, even though deep down I knew it was. Then I told myself it was to tease him, show him he couldn't freeuse just anyone. The fact I chose a thong to wear, again for the first time in ages, was, I told myself, just a coincidence and part of the aura, the tease.
Regardless, I made my way into the kitchen, starving, and again found my daughter in the kitchen, this time with Agwa, both dressed in cute all-red seasonal dresses with white fluffy lace, both girls, of course, were also in nylons. My daughter was in white ones that perfectly matched the dress and also gave a wickedly sexy contrast to her black skin. Meanwhile, Agwa was wearing sexy as fuck red nylons that was somehow the exact same shade as the dress. Both the girls looked like seasonal sluts... which I suppose they were.
"Momma," Brandy greeted, coming and giving me a hug.
"Good morning, baby girl," I greeted.
"Well it's after twelve, sleepy head," she playfully pointed out, as when she lived here it was a rarity for her to get out of bed before the clock struck noon.
"I had a double shift," I pointed out.
"I know, I know," she nodded, "that's why we got up early and started the baking,"
Seeing the Christmas cookies on the counter, the fresh buns under a towel and the scent of fudge in the kitchen it was obvious she had.
"You baked?" I gasped.
"She has become an amazing chef, Big Momma," Agwa said.
"I could never bake like you, Big Momma," my daughter said, as she went to stir the fudge, "but I'm trying."
"She is not giving herself credit," Agwa said, "she is an amazing cook."
"That is great to hear," I said, my momma's soul warming with pride.
"Yeah, she makes the most amazing homemade pies," Agwa continued.
"She does, does she?" I questioned, instantly thinking she was referring to my daughter's pussy that I knew she dined on that likely was a delicious chocolate pie.
"Yeah, you should try one," Agwa continued, "they are to die for."
"And you've eaten my daughter's homemade pie a lot?" I asked.
"Every chance I can," Agwa nodded, Agwa not caching on at all to my innuendo.
"Momma," my daughter interjected, "she means actually pie. Get your head out of the gutter."
"But she does eat your actual pie?" I asked, turning to my daughter... wanting to see her reaction.
"Yes, she eats my pie often and I eat hers," Brandy answered, no shame at all. "I'm not going to be guilted by our freeuse lifestyle."
"Oh," Agwa said, from behind me now understanding my blatant innuendo.
"Hey, it's 2024 and apparently everyone is bisexual," I said, with a shrug, stressing the word 'everyone' while no one caught my sarcasm.
"I know someone else here who is bisexual," Brandy countered.
"Excuse me?"
"Dorothy told me all about you and her many escapades in your younger," she paused and smiled, "and not so younger days."
"That bitch," I said.
"No, no," she said, "I think it's hot my Momma has a wild side in her. I mean I knew you could get your freak on with Daddy because of the thin walls, but knowing of your wildness is hot."
"That was a long time ago."



"Was it? When did you last see Dorothy?"
"That blabbermouth," I sighed. "Fine, Dorothy and I often play when we are together and she is the only person I have been with since your Daddy died. Fine. Is that what you wanted to hear."
"So, no dick?" She asked. "No dick at all?"
"No," I said, a little surprised by how this conversation had somehow flipped on its head so quickly to be about me. "Well, no real dick," I corrected, having been ridden hard by a nine-inch strap-on the last time I saw Dorothy.
"Well, a beautiful woman like you should get all the dick she wants," Agwa surprised me by saying.
"Like you do my daughter's boyfriend?" I asked.
"Yes, you too should take your daughter's boyfriend," Agwa continued, a side of her I had only seen when she had thirteen-and-half inches of meat impaling her... like my daughter not ashamed of her sinful freeuse lifestyle.
"Jesus," I gasped
"Momma, she is right," my daughter interjected, grabbing my hands and looking me straight in the eyes. "I love Roy and I love you. I trust him and I trust him to give you the fucking you so badly need."
"Honey, I...."
"Shhhhhhh," my daughter said, using a technique I had used her whole life to have her stop talking when I was talking. "You need to get fucked. You want my boyfriend's dick. You haven't stopped thinking about it since you saw it in my mouth. This desire increased when you saw him destroying sweet Agwa's asshole and has continued to grow."
"You know I also saw your boyfriend break in half your brother's ass," I said.
"I know, Roy told me," she said.
"You are okay with that?" I asked.
"Yes, we share everything," she said. "There is foursomes, girl on girl, and boy on boy."
"Does your brother fuck Roy?" I asked.
"No, Roy is head of the household," Agwa said.
"He is Masta," Brandy clarified even more so.
"Masta?" I cringed from my daughter's use of the word, even as my pussy once again betrayed me.
"Yes, Masta," Brandy said, "he knows exactly how to fuck nigga bitches."
"And Filipino sluts," Agwa interjected.
"Jesus," I said, again her nasty words making my pussy burn.
After a moment, I bluntly asked letting her know I knew that too, "So, did he make you and CJ fuck each other?"
"I knew you saw us," my daughter said, not even trying to deny it, "CJ didn't think you did."
"So, does he?"
"Momma, CJ and I have been fucking since I was eighteen," she revealed. "Him and Freddie double-teamed me the summer after graduation in our backyard, luckily that was before the security system was put in."
"No," was all I could muster, unable to believe it wasn't Roy who had forever corrupted my children. "My babies."
"We are not your babies anymore," Brandy said. She then added, "Actually, Momma, CJ introduced us"
"My babies, my babies," I repeated, in such shock.
"Momma, we love each other, we do everything together, we are extremely close siblings," she said, "just like you wanted when you had me move in with him."
"I wanted him to look after you, to make sure you two stayed close since all you have is each other," I continued, really struggling with these revelations. "I didn't mean become incestuous degenerates."
"Momma," she said, leaning in and kissing me on the lips. I didn't kiss her back, but I also didn't pull away. "There is nothing more pure than the love of family. You told me that."
She then kissed me again.
The tender lips were too much as after a brief resistance I kissed her back.
Just for a couple of seconds, before she backed away.
"Baby girl," I said, looking at her in a slightly lustful daze.
"Plus, just so you know CJ was the one who introduced Roy and me," my daughter revealed.
"He did?" I asked, surprised by yet another revelation.
"Yeah, CJ coached Roy on the football team and used to tell me how big Roy's cock was while he was fucking me when Agwa wasn't around as we hadn't started the whole freeuse thing then."
"Jesus," I said.
"Yeah, anyways, I showed up at practice one day to see this stud in person," Brandy said, "and immediately knew I had to have him."
"I see."
Anyways, long story short, we hooked up a few days later and once I had that monstrous cock in my pussy I was hooked," Brandy explained. "From that point on he was my battering ram."
"Battering ram?"
"Yes, he fucked me everywhere," Brandy said. "Then before I knew it I was in love with him and he moved in with us. Then before I knew it we had a foursome... the truth came out about CJ and my forbidden secret relationship and well... a feeuse lifestyle was born."
"And how did CJ end up a cock sucker?" I bluntly asked.
"Roy offered him his cock after he had fucked me and CJ just opened his mouth," Brandy said. "I'm serious no one can say no to Roy's dick."
"No one?" I questioned.
"No one," Agwa spoke for the first time in a while... I had almost forgotten she was in the kitchen.
"No one," she repeated, giving me a look that spoke volumes.
There was a lengthy silence as I pondered the blunt implications of my daughter's words.
"We are taking family photos as soon as the boys get back," Brandy said, breaking the silence, "now go into my room and get into the outfit I left for you."
"Baby girl, I...." I began to speak, knowing this line was getting very blurred.
"Ssssshhhhh," Brandy said, again putting her finger over my lips. She then repeated her instructions but in a firm tone, "We are going to do family photos and we are all going to get dressed up in seasonal attire. So, go get dressed in the sexy outfit I choose for you."
"Actually, Roy chose it," Agwa interjected.
"Ssssssshhhhhh," my daughter instructed the not as sweet as she looked Filipino.
I hesitated a moment, before nodding, "Okay," and headed out of the kitchen, wondering why I was obeying my daughter. Although, I told myself it was just for family photos, which was a tradition for us on Christmas Eve. This could still be innocent. This could just be for fun sexy photos.
I went to her room. Got undressed completely, except for keeping the thong on and my bra before putting on the white pantyhose, just like my daughter, which I discovered were crotchless as I pulled them up. My denial it was just for photos was quickly dispelled although it should have been the moment Agwa said Roy had chosen it. I was purposely putting on an outfit that a white nineteen-year-old had chosen for me, I knew this was getting dangerously close to me giving into the temptation of the forbidden white dick and who knows what else? I mean I had just kissed my daughter in a not so innocent Momma and daughter way. Yes, it was the tamest of possible incestuous outcomes, but still.
The dress was shoulderless and as such my bra was not going to work without being completely noticeable, so I took my bra off and put the dress on. Alas, my tits just wouldn't look good in this dress without a bra... gravity is a bitch. So, I took the dress back off and decided to go and grab my strapless bra.
I walked out to go to my room and walked directly into Roy who wasn't supposed to be here.
"Sorry, Momma," he said, before backing away and admiring my 42DD tits that men had drooled over their entire life.
"Ex-ex-excuse me," I stammered, mortified to be seen topless by my daughter's boyfriend.
"Those are some nice titties," he complemented, as I walked around him and he added, "And that is one amazing ass, Big Momma."
I could feel my cheeks burn with embarrassment and yet also excitement as I got to my bedroom and felt a little wetness leak into my thong. "Jesus," I said to myself as I fell back onto my bed and just lay there. What was I doing? If I went out there dressed in these pantyhose and the dress I left back in my daughter's room I was without words agreeing to whatever kinky freeuse shit Roy and the others had in store for me. If I went out there dressed as ordered, I may very well end up with thirteen-and-a-half inches of white dick in my pussy. If I went out there I would likely be unable to resist the temptation of that white cock and whatever other sexual activities I may be drawn into as my submissive nature would take over... as I had been in these situations before, minus the incest, and had allowed myself to mindlessly obey many men, some complete strangers.
Dorothy and I had been the centrepiece of an all-night rager where we knelt on our knees for hours, completely naked, and just took load after load in a marathon bukkake... our black bodies coated in white cum by the end of the night.
I had been triple penetrated by three black football studs at a frat house party.
I had been pissed on by two girls while being sodomized.
And... during the heat of the moment... I loved every minute of it.
Afterwards though, I always felt an extreme sense of shame.
I lay there for another minute before I decided fuck it. This was my house. This was Christmas Eve. I could do this. I could control my libido. I would tease him. I would tempt him. I would tease and tempt them all. Fuck it. I wouldn't fuck him, but I would prove this was Momma's house.
I got up, grabbed my white strapless bra, that really held my big tits firm, walked back into my daughter's room to find CJ sucking Roy's dick.
"Jesus, you two," I sighed, as I walked over and grabbed the dress right beside where Roy was sitting. I got a pretty good and up-close view of his big dick. Yet, trying to stay in control, immediately tested by the sex Gods, I acted like I wasn't at all fazed by this even as my pussy tingled.
"Sorry, seeing those big black tits of yours and that amazing ass had me horny," Roy explained, as my son kept bobbing as if he wasn't caught blowing a guy by his Momma.
"Whatever," I shrugged, putting the dress on right in front of him, "nut in my son's mouth if you want. Obviously, he wants it."
"Yeah, he always does," Roy smiled, as he watched me get dressed.
I then walked out, proud of my ability to not push my son aside and devour that cock with my mouth or even impale myself on it. I could do this. I could control myself. This was Big Momma's house I again reminded myself.
I headed back to the kitchen and saw the girls were organizing jars, cookies and bags of gummies.
"Roy and CJ got us some fun recreational treats for today," Brandy said, as I looked at the abundance of what was obviously pot gummies and cookies.
"That looks like enough for a full party," I joked. I liked my pot, in fact it was rare I went more than a couple of days without it, and it occurred to me that I hadn't had any since the kids arrived. I also didn't have any problem with doing a joint with my kids. It wasn't any different than alcohol, except less addictive and with better results. It mellowed everyone. Alcoholism had a long ugly history in my family so I had none in my house and had pushed the idea of the sin of alcohol in my children's minds for years.
"Yeah, they got a little carried away," Brandy admitted,
"What is in the jar?" I asked, as I picked it up and looked inside the already open jar, that did not look familiar to me. It didn't look edible at all.
"Pot lube," Brandy explained.
"Pot lube?" I repeated with a question.
"Yeah, it is absolutely amazing," Brandy said.
"And what is its purpose?" I asked as I looked at what looked like lotion or cream.
"To put on your pussy," Brandy answered.
"Or your ass," Agwa added.
"The fuck you say?" I questioned.
"The pot lube is like an edible for your pussy or ass," Brandy explained.
"Bullshit," I said, having never heard of that.
"We both already lathered up our holes with it," Agwa interjected again, always saying shit I would never imagine such a cute little girl to say.
"So you mean to tell me that lil' girl's pussy and ass are high right now?" I questioned, my head spinning with these revelations.
"Well, it takes twenty minutes or so to really kick in," Brandy said.
"Oh," I said, trying to process this. Both girls were getting their pussy and assholes high. Why? Only one reason.
"Want to try it?" She asked as Brandy grabbed the jar.
"I don't think I should," I responded, even though I was super curious about its effects.
"Trust me, it is life-changing," Brandy said, as she put her fingers in the lube jar, lifted up her dress to reveal her pantyhose were crotchless too, but she had chosen to not wear any underwear and she rubbed the lube up her completely shaved pussy. "You can never have too much."
My eyes were wide in awe of my daughter's pretty pink pussy (I always found pink pussy lips perfectly framed by black an enchanting visual), as well as the bizarre pot lube concept.
Brandy put her fingers back in the jar I was still holding, scooped some into her fingers and said, as she moved her hand under my short dress, tugged my thong aside and rubbed my pussy before I even had time to respond.
"Brandy!" I moaned, as her fingers on my pussy felt very good.
"Just relax, Momma," Brandy said, as she moved her fingers inside me.
"Ooooooooh," I moaned, as my daughter fingered me.
"Should I do her ass?" Agwa asked, even as she put her fingers in the jar of lube and scooped some in her fingers.
"Yes, lube Big Momma's asshole up," Brandy said, as she continued to slowly finger me and then kissed me.
So overwhelmed and stunned with what had suddenly transpired, I just stood there getting fingered by my daughter and then her lips pressed against mine I kissed back even as I felt fingers tug my thong aside and rubbed this magic lube against my rosebud... as my entire body burned.
Then, as my daughter's tongue slid inside of my mouth, I felt a finger slide into my asshole as I was double penetrated in the most shocking way ever.
After about a minute, where fingers slowly fucked both my needy holes, they both pulled out and Brandy, acting like nothing had happened at all, said, "You must be starving, your brunch is on the table."
I stood there, rattled, horny, a little wetness leaking out of my pussy as both girls resumed baking.
I shook my head, sat down and ate the meal presented to me. I hadn't eaten forever and was starving, but as I ate I couldn't help but process what had just transpired. In the past few minutes, I had walked in on my son sucking Roy's delicious dick, and I had been fingered in both holes by my daughter and my son's girlfriend and just finished making out with my daughter.
I was already losing control.
I ate in silence before Agwa said, sounding flustered, "Ooooh, Brandy the lube is beginning to work its magic."
"I can feel it too," Brandy said.
"I don't feel anything," I said.
"Wait a few minutes," Brandy said, as I finished my plate.
"Damn, baby, my coochie is throbbing," Agwa moaned.
"Yeah, I'm going to need to nut soon," Brandy said rather matter-of-factly as she lifted Agwa up and sat her down on the kitchen table right beside me.
My eyes again went wide.
"I'm sorry, Momma, but unless you want to watch me fuck Agwa you may want to leave. I have to take care of this," my daughter said.
I then watched as my daughter buried her face between Agwa's red-clad legs.
"Oh my, damn, that stuff must be strong," I said, as Agwa moaned wildly the moment my daughter began licking her.
"Yes, it is strong, Big Momma," Agwa responded, as she leaned back and enjoyed my daughter's tongue.
I should have left, but I was in voyeuristic awe. My daughter was devouring that tight pussy like I always did when I ate pussy. I mean I didn't make love to a pussy, I ate it. I wanted to get the woman I was pleasuring to nut on my face as quickly and as hard as possible. So, I sucked on the clit, I used my fingers to fuck her pussy and I usually was able to find a woman's g-spot and make her scream in primal pleasure.
"Oh yes, don't stop," Agwa moaned, as my daughter slid fingers inside the girl's pussy while aggressively attacking the clit. I felt a warm glow of pride in a like mother, like daughter sort of way... even as I watched the hot lesbian act.
"You sluts started without us," Roy said, as he walked out dressed in a Santa suit.
"Sorry, we couldn't wait," Agwa moaned, already seeming like she could nut at any possible second.
"Is Big Momma lubed?" Roy asked, as he moved behind my daughter.
"Yes, Masta," Agwa moaned, "both fuck holes."
"Masta?" I repeated, still shocked to hear that word come out of her mouth. Not master, but masta.
"Yeah, Momma," Brandy answered, lifting her head up from between Agwa's legs, her face wet with the excessive juices of the young girl's pussy, as Roy fished his cock out of the Santa suit, "Don't forget Roy is the masta of the house."
"My house?" I questioned, as Brandy resumed licking that young ripe pussy and Roy slid his cock into my daughter's pussy.
"You know you want to be my slut, Big Momma," Roy said, as he began fucking my daughter right in front of me.
"I do not," I responded, even as I remained in my chair watching my daughter eat pussy and get fucked, my pussy tingling with lust.
"I saw the look in your eyes the first time you saw my dick, as well as your insatiable lust when I was in your bedroom," he said, as he slowly pumped my daughter from behind.
"Harder, Masta, give me that white dick," Brandy moaned, as she kept eating pussy.
"Oh yes, fuck. Fuck. Yes, yes, yes, fuuuuuuck," Agwa screamed her orgasm erupting out of her, her entire tiny body shaking my table.
"I've seen big dicks before," I said, even as I could feel the burning in my pussy increasing... as the pot lube seemed to be starting to do its magic.
"This big?" Roy asked, pulling out of my daughter and moving his dick, glistening with my daughter's wetness, right in front of me.
I stared in awe.
I stared in lust.
I tried to deny the impact this dick's power had over me.
I tried desperately to hide my burning desire to suck his dick, to have it in any of my increasingly burning holes. "Big is big," I shrugged.
"Oh, Big Momma," he chuckled confidently, "I respect your attempt to deny what you want."
"Momma, just suck it," Brandy encouraged.
CJ, who hadn't been in the kitchen yet, added, "Momma, you are going to love Masta's dick."
"I can't believe you let this dick fuck your girlfriend and you," I said, looking at him dressed in an elf outfit and what looked like green pantyhose.
"Momma, don't judge him," Brandy said, as she moved over to stroke the majestic shaft, "no one can resist this dick."
"We know you want it Momma," Roy said.
I was overwhelmed with indecision.
Yes, I wanted that cock... more than I ever wanted a cock.
Yes, the pot lube that had been lathered on and in my holes was creating enhanced burning and desire.
Yes, I wanted to be fucked like some cheap slut.
Yes, I needed to nut badly.
But... this was the line of no return.
A line that once crossed changed everything.
As I sat there paralyzed with indecision and lust, Roy said, as he quickly grabbed me from the chair, and began carrying all 211 pounds of my big body into the living room, "I think it's time I gave you your Christmas present, Big Momma."
"What are you doing?" I asked, as this muscled man picked me up with ease and it was obvious what he was doing.
"It's time for family pictures," he said, as he walked to the couch, sat down and lowered me onto his lap.
"Roy I don't think this is a good," I began, but I could feel his massive cock resting against my pussy. I moaned and was unable to finish my sentence.
"Sluts, get in here," Roy ordered, as he lifted my ass up a little, found my thong, pulled it aside and slid his dick into my burning inferno before pulling me back down on his lap and completely filling me up... as I didn't resist at all. I allowed him to slide that white cock in my cooch.
"Yes, Masta," all three, including my son, replied in unison, seeing me get impaled by his dick.



"Freeuse bitches don't wear underwear," he said, as I was now sitting on thirteen-and-a-hall inches of cock.
I didn't say a word.
I didn't move.
I did see a phone, on a tripod, directly aimed right where I was sitting.
CJ went to the phone as the two girls each sat on one side of me.
"You look so hot sitting on my boyfriend's dick, Momma," Brandy complimented.
"This isn't right," I said, although I made no move to detach myself from the situation I was in, never feeling so full in my life.
"Momma, you need this," Brandy said.
"He's so big," I said, the burning in my pussy so intense... this pot lube adding an intensity I couldn't have fathomed possible.
"Yeah, isn't it amazing," Brandy said.
I didn't respond, but CJ said, as he came to the couch and sat beside Agwa, "Ten seconds, and it is time for five photos, so everyone look at the camera."
Then... surreally... we took five family pictures. My dress long enough to hide the fact I had thirteen-and-a-half inches of cock up my snatch as I smiled warmly as the camera snapped.
Once all the photos were taken, CJ went back to the camera, while Brandy and Agwa pulled my dress up and over my head, as I protested pathetically, "Girls, what are you doing?"
My dress was tossed aside, my bra unclasped and discarded, my huge tits freed and the lips of the girls suddenly sucking on both my nipples... all while I sat there with Roy's dick lodged deep in my pussy.
"Oooooooh," I moaned, my nipples easily the most sensitive erogenous zone of my big black body. The licking and sucking of my nipples had me a completely muddled mess.
"You like that, Big Momma?" Roy asked.
"So wrooooong," I moaned, as pleasure consumed me.
"Tell me you like it," Roy ordered, as his big arms wrapped around me and he cupped my tits while they were sucked on.
"I like it," I weakly admitted, my body in complete control as my mind faded from the equation and my submissive nature took over.
"You only like it?" He asked.
"I fucking love it," I said, "is that what you fucking want to hear?"
"Yeah, that is exactly what I want to hear," he said, somehow resisting fucking me as I remained on his lap.
As I had my toys worshipped, and manhandled, CJ brought me the phone, just as Brandy said, "Momma, today you get the best Christmas present we could possibly think to get you."
"The biggest fucking cock ever," Agwa said, as I saw it was Dorothy on the line.
"Dorothy?" I asked, as I saw her face live on a video stream. I didn't even know my phone did that.
"Enjoying your early Christmas present?" She asked.
"I can't believe I'm allowing this to happen," I said, as I wondered if she could see me too. "I shouldn't."
"Stop the bullshit," she interrupted. "This is a Christmas intervention. You are going to suck cock, eat pussy and get fucked. It's that simple."
"Dorothy, I...." I began as I tried to process everything even as the oral stimulation of the double attention on my nipples, mixed with the pot lube, had my pussy wanting a lot more than to just sit on this big dick.
"Hey girl, no more bullshit," Dorothy said, looking at me.
"But I...." I began but this time I was again stopped.
"You will obey your daughter and your Masta like you do me," Dorothy said. "Just let go and enjoy the ride."
"The ride?"
Suddenly I felt his hands move to my waist as he lifted me up, like I wasn't over two hundred pounds, and began pumping his dick in me.
"Oooooooh, fuuuuuuck," I screamed, as both girls moved away and watched.
Brandy took the phone and held it before me so Dorothy could see me being fucked.
"Oh yeah, take that white cock, slut," she encouraged, sounding like she was touching herself as she watched me.
"So biiiiig," I mindlessly said, as he fucked me.
"Yeah take all that cock," Dorothy encouraged.
"Give it to Momma," Brandy added.
"Yeah, fuck my Momma," CJ encouraged, as I glanced over and saw Agwa was now sucking his cock through his indeed green pantyhose.
"Yeah, give it to me," I demanded, as he made my tits bounce all over the place and I was already feeling my orgasm rise.
"Oh yeah, fuck Momma, give her that dick," Brandy encouraged, as she rubbed her pussy as she held the phone in front of me.
"Hold the camera still," Dorothy said.
"Sorry," Brandy apologized.
"Yeah, take that dick, Glenda," Dorothy said.
"Oh fuuuuck," was all I could muster as the intensity of the mixture of the pot lube, the biggest dick ever and everything around me had me in utter rapture.
"Now flip her ass over and beat that pussy up white boy," Dorothy ordered, "the bitch loves that position."
"All right," Roy agreed, lifting me off his cock, flipping me onto all fours on the couch and slamming back into me.
"Holy fuck," I screamed, as all thirteen-plus inches pounded my pussy.
"Oh fuck, Momma is really taking it," CJ said.
"Just like you do," Brandy teased.
"Just like we all do," he corrected, a little defensive I sensed since his sodomy was perceived as gay while his sister's wouldn't be.
"Don't stop fucking me with that Colonizer," I wickedly begged, about to come.
"Shit, did she just say what I think she said?" Brandy gasped.
"Yeah, I did, colonize this pussy, Daddy. Bleach my nigger pussy with your superior seed, sir," I rambled off being as nasty as I fucking could.
Roy slammed his body into me as hard as he could.
Dorothy added, "Yeah, destroy that black pussy."
"Oh fuck. Yes, masta. Yes, masta. Fuck. Fuck. I'm about to nut all on the white elephant trunk dick, Daddy," I rambled and then came from the intense back shots.
"That was the hottest thing I have ever seen," Brandy said, as her boyfriend kept pounding away as my orgasm ripped through me like a tornado at a trailer park.
"Don't fucking stop," I demanded, never experiencing such an intense orgasm in my life and I had had a lot of amazing orgasms. The extra length, the pot lube, and the eternity of no real dick I'm sure all factored into the intensity as I could already feel a second orgasm rising inside me.
"That's right. Colonize that black pussy, white boy," Dorothy encouraged from the phone.
"You'll love this bitch breaker," I said to Dorothy.
"Momma, you hungry?" My daughter asked, as she moved onto the couch armrest and spread her legs... her beautiful black pussy suddenly right in front of me.
I looked up and saw Dorothy smiling at me. "Eat that pussy, get that girl's nut," Dorothy instructed.
"You want Mamma to eat that pretty pink peach?" I asked playfully, looking up at my daughter.
"Oh yes, Momma, you are the family bottom bitch," she said.
"Bottom bitch?" I asked, even as her boyfriend continued impressive hard deep strokes in my pussy.
"Yes, you are our pet, our slave, our plaything," she listed off.
"A three-hole fuck toy, Momma," Roy added, as he pulled my hair.
"You want to fuck my asshole as I eat my daughter's pussy?" I asked as he slammed into me.
"Oh yeah, you want this dick in your ass?" He asked.
"Hurry up and shove that big dick in my ass before I change my mind," I willingly agreed, the lube in my asshole making it tingle with sensation and need.
"Oh, yeah, baby, fuck Momma's black booty, drill that shit hole," Brandy wickedly said.
"Yes, drill my shit hole," I repeated, not a term I had ever used before.
"I'm going to tear this asshole apart," Roy said, as he pulled out of my pussy and without any tender loving care slid his cock right back in me... but in my other hole.
"Mother fuuuuuucker," I screamed, as his dick filled my asshole creating a burning sensation that created fireworks of pleasure and pain inside my fat ass... the pot lube apparently numbing the area as the pain should have been excruciating and instead it was a numb pain being usurped quickly with the flames of desire.
"Oh yeah, he really is my Momma fucker," my daughter said with giddy glee.
"Now eat that girl's pussy, bitch," Dorothy ordered, as I had been distracted by the fact I was being impaled by thirteen-plus inches of glorious fat white dick.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, a term I had used on occasion when we did some kinky role-play.
"Mistress?" Brandy asked as I leaned forward towards her pussy.
"You have multiple mistresses now, bitch," Dorothy said, as I extended my tongue and willingly crossed the taboo line and tasted the most forbidden fruit of all.
"I'm a Momma-pet for my daughter," I declared, as my daughter's tantalizing taste danced on my tongue.
"What about me, Momma?" My son asked.
"You want to use Momma too?" I asked, as Roy reamed my asshole and I ate my daughter's pussy.
"It's been a fantasy of mine for a long time," he admitted.
"Really?" I asked, with a moan as my second orgasm was rising rapidly... the hard anal drilling creating different but equally extreme pulsations of pleasure through my big body.
"Momma, we all want to fuck you," Brandy said.
"Really?" I repeated, a little bewildered by these revelations, even though it was obviously the case.
"Momma, you're one hot bitch," Brandy said, her hand going to the back of my head as I licked her with my face literally bouncing off her pussy with each hard deep anal back shot.
"Yeah, you're the hottest MILF there is, Momma," my son said, easily the strangest compliment a son could ever give a mother.
"Oh fuck, Masta, I'm going to come again," I moaned wildly, his ruthless reaming really driving me wild.
"Make her nut, baby, make her nut all over the couch," Brandy encouraged.
"Fuck that black asshole," Dorothy added.
"Yeah you want me to make your Momma come," Roy asked, really hammering away in my asshole, each deep hard thrust making my pussy pulse.
"Yeah, make her nut, while I nut all over her face," Brandy moaned, as she held my face hard against her pussy and began to grind on me.
The intense ass-reaming and the rough treatment by my daughter had me going crazy as I hungrily lapped at her pussy and sucked on her clit the best I could.
"Oh yeah, Momma, eat my pussy, yes, Momma, yes Momma, fuuuuuck," Brandy screamed, as I learned that like her mother, she was as squirter as she coated my face with her cum.
This triggered my second orgasm as I screamed into her pussy.
Roy kept going throughout my second orgasm before he grunted and shot his load deep in my bowels, "Take it all, Momma."
"Did you just come in my Momma's ass, baby?"
"I just filled her right up," Roy said proudly, as he continued unloading in my ass.
"So hot," Brandy moaned, as she let go of my head and asked, "You like being our freeuse family bitch?"
"I love it, baby girl," I said, as Roy was finally slowing down after ten minutes of a sprint fuck. "I love being a cum dump for your boyfriend and a pussy muncher for my daughter."
"Jesus, bitch, did you really just take that white dick and his load up that big booty?" Dorothy asked, seemingly in awe of what she just witnessed.
"He just destroyed my ass," I said, looking up at the camera with a dazed look.
"Yeah," Roy said, pulling out and making a loud pop as his fat dick left my well-used hole.
"Shit, you really did destroy Momma's ass," CJ said from behind me.
"Let me see," Dorothy said.
Brandy handed CJ the phone and she said, a moment later, "Holy fuck, I've never seen an asshole gaped that wide."
"Let me eat that anal creampie," Agwa said, before I suddenly felt a tongue probing my hole as she literally tried to suck the cum out of me.
"Fuck, you nasty bitch," I moaned, having had my asshole eaten before, but not after getting it thoroughly destroyed and unloaded in.
"Yeah, she is the nastiest of us all," Brandy said, "willing to do anything she is told."
"Her tongue feels good in my asshole," I said.
"Momma," CJ said, his tone nervous.
"Yes, baby boy?" I questioned.
"Can I fuck you?" He asked, rather sheepishly.
"If I understand the rules of freeuse you can use my holes anytime you want," I said.
"Yes, those are the rules," Roy confirmed.
"So do you wanna fuck Momma's pussy or asshole?" I questioned, even as his girlfriend continued to eat my asshole.
"Pussy," he answered.
"Sit down on the chair," I ordered, "let Momma ride that beautiful black dick."
"Yes, Momma," my son eagerly obeyed.
I got off the couch, stretched a little, then wandered over to him and asked, "You sure you want Momma to ride you, baby boy?"
"Yes, Momma," he said.
"I know you like to fantasize fucking Momma," I said, as I straddled him.
"You do?" He said, as I began to lower onto his big dick.
"Yeah, I saw you fucking your sister," I said as his dick easily slid inside me.
"Oooooh," we both moaned in unison.
"Yeah, Momma, ride that big black dick," Brandy encouraged.
"I can't believe this is happening," Agwa said.
"I told you she would end up just like you girls," Roy said. "No one can resist this dick."
"But I didn't think Big Momma would fuck her kids," Agwa said, watching as I began to ride my son.
"Suck on Momma's tits like you used to when you were a baby," I ordered, leaning forward and offering my huge tits to my son.
He eagerly cupped both tits, wide-eyed as he opened his mouth and sucked on my left nipple.
"Just like that baby boy," I moaned, "nurse on Momma's udders."
"They are so big," he said, in a lustful daze.
"Yeah, Momma is big everywhere," I said, as I slowly rode his cock and enjoyed his mouth on my tits.
Having everyone watching, I felt compelled to really ride my son's dick. I bounced on his cock for about a minute before I felt a hard slap on my ass.
Roy asked, "Do you like riding your son's big cock, Big Momma?"
"Yes, Masta," I answered, liking the hard burn on my big black ass cheeks.
He smacked my ass cheeks hard again, as I continued riding my son, as he ordered, "Say it louder, slave."
"Yes, masta," I replied obediently. "I love this big dick."
"Momma, you look so hot riding your son," my daughter complimented.
"As hot as I did eating that pretty pussy of yours?" I asked, so horny that the incestuous reality now added to the thrill.
"Ever been double penetrated?" Brandy asked.
"Many times," Dorothy interjected.
"Not many times," I corrected, "and not for many, many years."
"Well, let's make this a family threesome," my daughter said, as she suddenly was moving behind me. Only then did I look back and realize my daughter was no longer in her dress, but had added a large white strap-on cock around her waist. While it wasn't the monster cock like her boyfriend, it was pretty close... looking like a good foot-long.
"Jesus, is everything big here?" I asked.
"Size matters," my daughter said, as she positioned the cock at my assumedly still-gaped hole.
"You really wanna fuck your Momma's asshole while your brother's dick is buried in my pussy?" I wickedly questioned.
"The better question," she said, even as she slid the long fake dick into my asshole with ease, "is does Momma want to be double penetrated by two big dicks?"
"You didn't give me time to answer," I moaned, as all twelve inches filled my asshole.
"I already knew the answer," she said, as she began fucking me, "like mother, like daughter."
"Ooooooh, the apple definitely doesn't fall far from the tree," I agreed, as I was suddenly being double penetrated by my children.
"Fuck, that is so hot," Dorothy moaned, as I looked over and saw Agwa was now holding the phone.
"You'll love my son's dick," I said, looking right at Dorothy.
"And her daughter's pussy," Brandy added, as she pounded my asshole.
"And her boyfriend's colonizer," I added, imagining Roy going back and forth between me and Dorothy.
"Oh, I'll be taking that whiteboy dick," Dorothy assured.
"When you coming here, auntie?" Brandy asked, even as she fucked me.
"The 30th," I said.
"Shit, we are supposed to leave that day," Brandy said.
"We can stay one more day," Roy said.
"You better," Dorothy said, even as a third orgasm was about to burst inside me.
"Oh yes, baby girl, fuck Momma's asshole," I moaned, as I tried to ride my son while being simultaneously sodomized while my son continued to suck on my tits.
"You going to come again, bitch?" Dorothy asked.
"This pot lube is intense," I moaned, knowing it was imminent.
"Come for me, Momma," Brandy ordered, pounding me hard.
"Keep fucking Momma," I said, loving this double penetration, with wild family fuck sandwich.
"Come, bitch," Dorothy said.
"Oh fuck, yes," I moaned, the orgasm so close.
"Now, Momma, nut on CJ's big dick," Brandy demanded, really reaming ass.
"Yes, baby girl, Momma's coming," I bellowed, collapsing my large tits onto my son as I quaked uncontrollably.
Brandy pulled out and Roy lifted me off my son, lay me on my back on the floor, and said, "Now come and fuck your Momma."
CJ didn't need to be told twice, as he grabbed my ankles, and slid in my gushing pussy.
"Oh yeah, son, fuck Momma, beat my pussy with that big dick," I encouraged as I watched him fuck me.
"Yeah, give her that dick," Brandy said, as I looked over and saw she was getting out of the harness.
A minute later, as CJ was really giving it to me, my legs high in the air, my daughter said, "Roy come give me that, what did Momma call it, your colonizer. I need to nut so fucking bad."
"I'm going to come," CJ warned, as I watched my daughter bend over the couch.
"Nut in me, baby, give me all that juice," I said, wanting to feel a load of cum shoot inside me for the first time in years.
"You sure, Momma?" He questioned.
"That's a fucking order," I said, wrapping my legs around him as best as I could. "Give me that nut."
"Oh yes, fuck me, baby, fuck me while CJ dumps his load in Momma," Brandy ordered.
"Fuuuuuuuuck," CJ grunted and filled me up.
"Oh yes, baby boy, fill Momma up," I moaned.
He kept pumping his dick in my pussy until every drop was spent. He pulled out and Agwa said, "Take the phone," before she ate the second cream pie inside me.
"She loves cum," CJ explained, as he held the camera.
"Hey," I smiled at Dorothy.
"I may have to change my flight," she said.
"I highly recommend it," I moaned, as Agwa was really munching on my pussy.
"Oh yes, hammer my hole," Brandy moaned wildly.
"I own this black pussy," Roy said.
"You own all of us slaves," Brandy corrected.
"Oh yeah, I do," Roy said proudly, as Agwa ate my pussy so good and yet another tidal wave of pleasure was rising inside me.
"I gotta go, bitch," Dorothy said, "but we will be in touch soon."
"Bye bitch," I said, as I grabbed Agwa's head and held it roughly against my pussy. "Don't stop eating Momma."
"Oh yes, that's it, right fucking there," Brandy moaned wildly.
Then for a couple of minutes Agwa devoured my pussy as yet another orgasm rose inside of me like a never-ending wave of euphoria, while Roy pounded my daughter hard with that ultimate bitch beater.
My daughter then got animated as she was near orgasm, "Yes baby, fuck my pussy. Give me all that white baby batter. Fill me right up like you did Momma's asshole, Masta."
"Yeah, you want it baby?" He asked.
"You know I want your dominant seed filling me up," she moaned, now bouncing back on his dick with all her might.
Watching my daughter take that dick, talk dirty and looked down at me as she came was all it took for yet another orgasm to hit me.
"Fuuuuuuck," we both screamed in unison.
As Brandy collapsed forward, Roy resumed doing the fucking and really hammered her from behind until he grunted and shot his load in my baby girl's pussy as it was only a matter of time before one of those sperm hit the right spot and knocked my girl up.
I let go of Agwa's head and lay there enjoying the afterglow of a wild afternoon.
Brandy got off the couch, and to my surprise, straddled my face as a gob of cum dropped on my forehead. "You better suck out all that cum, Momma, unless you want a grand-baby."



She then dropped her cum-filled pussy on my face and I instantly ate the delicious cream pie. I licked, sucked and swallowed all that oozing mixture of masculine and feminine cum out of her well fucked pussy.
Finally, she got off of me, helped me up off the floor, and assisted me to the couch. I did need a rest.
Finally, I said, "So that is what freeuse is like."
"Yeah, full-time fucking anywhere and anytime," my daughter said.
"With anyone," Agwa added, her face still glistening with my last orgasm.
"Well, I could live like that," I smiled.
"Good," Brandy said, "because we want you to move in with us."
"You what?"
"Why live here all alone?" She asked.
"It's where I lived my entire life," I said, meaning the city. "And this is my home."
"Well, Momma," Roy said, as he stood up, his dick still semi-erect, "we think you need this move."
"You do, do you?" I asked, as he moved his semi-erect trunk swaying between his legs to my face.
"I know so," he said, before offering me his dick, which, of course, as a freeuse slut, I willingly took tasting my daughter's pussy juices on it.
The next twenty minutes Brandy and I worked over his dick together. We took turns sucking the magnificent dick; one of us bobbed on his thick shaft while the other sucked on his big ball sac; we even worked his cock over together our lips pressing, well only our upper lips as he was too thick. Beside us, CJ was getting a blow job from Agwa.
Eventually, Roy ordered, "Get ready for my load, my sexy slaves."
We both did as I begged, "Yes, coat my face with your big load."
"Yes, honey, paint our black faces white," Brandy added.
"Fuck," he grunted, our words all he needed to erupt, shooting a few cannonballs of white goo all over our faces.
As soon as he was done, I leaned forward, cum dripping down my face, and took his cock back in my mouth wanting to extract every drop of that creamy load.
I only got a few bobs in before CJ said, "Here is another load, Momma."
I pulled back just in time for my son to drop his entire load on my face.
"You bad boy, coming all over your Momma's face," I playfully teased, before I took his cock in my mouth to get any late swimmers.
My knees sore, I got up a couple of minutes later, even though both my holes were still burning, and said, "Shit, that was a workout."
"Yeah, you took it like a champ," Roy said.
"Thanks," I smiled, cum on my face oozing down.
"Everyone stays naked except for nylons the rest of the day," Roy instructed.
All four of us said, although not in unison, "Yes, Masta," except Agwa who said, "Yes, Master."
Feeling nasty, I didn't clean the cum off my face but did take a selfie with my phone and sent it to Dorothy.
I then went to the kitchen and started the rest of the baking... my pussy and ass still burning. How long did this pot last?
About an hour later, Roy came and fucked my pussy and my ass in the kitchen dumping a second load in my asshole.
Agwa sat on the counter and had me eat her pussy, all the while cum oozed out of my ass.
Brandy and CJ fucked in full view as I decorated the sugar cookies... thankfully, CJ pulled out and came on Brandy's face... they were at least responsible enough to not take any chances.
Brandy then wickedly grabbed one not yet iced cookie and scooped cum off of her face onto it before handing it to me.
"You wicked bitch," I said, taking the cookie and eating it, before suggesting she ice a few more that way.
I made supper.
We then headed into the living room to watch the original 'Grinch Who Stole Christmas' cartoon, a family tradition, before a little more pot lube was added to both my holes and a second orgy transpired including me getting fucked airtight with Agwa face fucking me with a strap-on, my son back in my pussy, he loved my pussy, and Roy destroying my asshole yet again.
A few more orgasms, loads in my pussy and asshole, and dining on both pussies ended my heavenly night of freeuse.
I joked, as cum oozed out of me, "Well, this is my first ever White Christmas," which got a great laugh from all.
That night, as I lay in bed, completely spent, I pondered the thought, 'Would it be so bad to move in with my kids and their significant others?'
At the moment, the answer was an obvious yes... but I would have to seriously think on it when not still horny and being controlled by my libido... plus there was my mother to still worry about.
For now, I would enjoy the next week plus of two cocks to fuck me at any time and two pussies to eat whenever I was hungry.
For now, this was still Big Momma's house, although now it was Big Momma's freeuse house.
Epilogue:
On Christmas Day I enjoyed morning pussy and cock before my Momma came over from the old folks' home for the day and the kids behaved and kept their hands to themselves.
That said, after Momma went back home, another orgy transpired.
Over the next week, I was fucked all day and night. Roy only came in my ass or on my face; CJ always came in my pussy; he also loved to fuck my tits.
I ate and got eaten over and over by Agwa and Brandy.
I watched my son suck cock.
I watched my son dressed as a girl get ass fucked by Roy and then spit-roasted by the girls. One day I even fucked him with a strap-on.
Wearing a strap-on was an exhilarating role reversal and I began also fucking Agwa and my daughter.
The wildest orgy of all was when Dorothy arrived, but that is a whole other story.
Epilogue 2:
I did move in with my kids six months later, two months after the death of my momma who had been ill for some time. My daughter, then almost six months pregnant, from one of those many loads she took over the holidays knocking her up.
Once knocked up, CJ now enjoyed the freedom to come in his baby sister when he wasn't coming in me or Agwa.
The end
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Summary: The next day I worship lots of trans cock.
Note 1: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for rejuvenating this old story and illustrating all the parts. Thanks also to Tex, Shuj and OhDave1 for editing this year.
Note 2: This is the second part of a planned marathon series about my adventures at the Chateau Johnson School for Girls, located in southern California.
Note 3: Tex wants to thank Pawngame, a graphics artist from RenderHub, for her invaluable assistance in posing our trans students in this series.
In part 1, A TEACHER SEDUCED, I relocate from Canada to teach at a private school in extremely rural southern California, where I gradually unravel a secret... that the students are all trans. The cat is finally let out of the bag when I'm seduced by the virtually all-powerful trans Headmistress, then learn that as a result, I've just become the Bottom Slut to all my fellow teachers when I'm used by their former Bottom Slut. I then have a romantic-ish encounter with Amanda (the Headmistress's (very) personal secretary) Amanda, (where I get to do the fucking for a change, because she's even more submissive than I am), and Chapter 1 ends with my submitting to Nicole, the school's most dominant student.
And now... the next morning... Sunday...
Trans School: Cock Worshipping

The next morning, I woke up, showered, and put my pyjamas back on since I had no idea what would be required of me today. I was certain that someone would want me to do something, and whatever that something was would likely dictate what I should wear. I was just deciding whether or not to go to breakfast dressed like this, when there was a knock on my door. When I opened it, Amanda was there, wearing only a sheer babydoll and stockings. I invited her in, and she set down a shopping bag she was carrying.
I asked her the obvious question, "Do you always have a hard-on?"
"No, only when I'm having sex, and whenever I'm around you," she replied flirtatiously.

"Nicole wants to see you in her room right away," she informed me.
"Okay," I said, yawning while my mouth started watering, and my pussy began tingling with anticipation. Following our intense two-girl orgy last night, there was only one reason she'd send for me! YAY!!
"But first, put this STUFF on," she instructed, indicating the bag she'd brought. "Oh, and braid your hair into pigtails, just like last night.
"Okay," I said, before she kissed me on the cheek and left.
I closed the door, stripped off my pyjamas, emptied the bag, and checked out the very limited attire: thigh high stockings, crotchless panties (which seemed rather pointless) and a mismatched green corset that didn't cover my tits at all... in fact, all it covered was my belly. Once I'd put everything on and braided my hair, I didn't see the remotest functional purpose for those latter two so-called garments.
I looked into the mirror and gave myself a huge grin. I looked super slutty! Yay again! I slipped into a robe, since I'd going to another building (silly me, it turned out), and headed to Nicole's room.
"Come in," she called out when I knocked.
I went in and closed the door.
Nicole was starkers except for a pair of pinkish thigh highs. She turned away from the mirror where she'd been brushing her hair, saw me, and immediately barked, "What the fuck are you doing wearing a robe?!"
"Sorry," I apologized, quickly shrugging it off.
"So you're ashamed to be my teacher pet?" she asked. "Didn't want anyone to see you with your girly bits showing ON YOUR WAY TO REPORT TO YOUR MISTRESS?"
"No, not at all!" I said hurriedly. And truthfully, I wasn't at all ashamed of my new status as her submissive, especially since I knew that all the other teachers had also sucked this big, hard, juicy cock, that right now was aimed directly at me. "I just thought I should look at least somewhat respectable while I walked across campus and down the hallways."
"Has anyone ever asked you to think while you're not teaching?" she asked very harshly.
"No," I whispered, dropping my head down, feeling like her naughty child.
"Your only job is to please," she said. Then she snapped her fingers while pointing at the floor and said, as if she was giving me an order, "Patella."
I just looked at her, perplexed.
"Oh well, I didn't think that would work," she said with a laugh... a complete shift from her harsh tone just a moment earlier. "But some of your readers seem to think you overuse the order 'knees'."
I laughed agreeably. "Yes, some of them have said that, but I decided they're wrong. That single, solitary word is almost magic, it's so powerful... it even has its own aura. All by itself, it creates a hierarchy! It builds a relationship! It conditions a submissive!"
"Agreed," she nodded. She came towards me with her eyes looking into mine, and she uttered the magic word that every submissive obeys in an instant... "Knees!"
My brain didn't need to decide whether I'd obey... automatically and instantly I dropped to my knees... that magic word sending an erotic chill down my back and directly into my needy pussy. I wanted Nicole's big dick in my mouth... in my pussy... in my ass... or my top choice... all of the above.
"You're so much like the submissives in your stories," she observed, gazing down at me like she owned me... and I had no quarrel with that.
"You know what they say... write what you know," I smiled, my mouth watering for my imminent breakfast treat.
"Just imagine! Today is just the beginning of your serving an endless train of trans pillow princesses!" she said gleefully. She traced my lips with her cock head, and when I licked them I could taste just a smidgeon of her pre-cum.
"Mmmmmmmm," I purred. She was referring to my multi-chaptered, mostly lesbian Pillow Princess series... mostly, because there was a trans chapter in it. The main character Meredith was indeed crafted to reflect many of my own most raw and uninhibited fantasies. "That sounds so fucking hot! I can hardly wait to get started!"
"Yeah, and I bet you'd love to suck and get fucked by every last trans senior student in the school," she said, slapping my cheek with her hard-on.
"Is it bad that my answer is yes please?" I asked. The idea of harbouring cock after cock inside all my holes was already making my pussy burn on this sinful Sunday morning, which I knew was only the beginning of a brand-new sex-filled era in my life!
"Nope. It's really good," she said, as she slid her dick between my lips. "Just like this is."
I moaned again, already addicted to her big dick filling my mouth, and the first time had been just last night!
"Now show me what a good cocksucker you are," she instructed.
I obeyed without hesitation, beginning with some slow, smooth sucking... wanting to savour this first cock of my first day of a new era... and if I was reading between Nicole's lines accurately, it looked like I'd be getting my fill of dick all day long!
"Oh yeah," she moaned, "worship my cock!"
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned against her cock, knowing from many of my readers' reports, that such vibrations always felt absolutely heavenly to the cock holder.
"Yeah, every Sunday morning from now on, this will be your first Church of Cock visitation. Then off you'll go to your classroom, to service cock after cock after cock... in your other Church of Cock," she said, and my visual of that ritual made my pussy sit right up and purr!
I'd never been overly religious, and only went to church for weddings and funerals... at my age more of the latter... but her Church of Cock worshipping sounded like a place where I could kneel down and put my heart into worshipping something I could really believe in!
"Are you ready to become a supplicant in the Church of Cock?" she asked, and she pulled out... so my saliva flooded down my chin.
I gazed up at her with unconditional submission and responded, "I'll happily abide in such a Church, and I'll perform my phallic ablutions with complete devotion."
"Fuck, are you a nasty slut!" she accused approvingly, and she slid her cock back into my mouth, so I resumed bobbing.
After a few minutes of slow sucking, she pulled out again and ordered, "Sit on your ass and brace your hands behind you. I'm going to fuck your face and baptise you as my newest Cock Supplicant."
"Yes, Ministress," I responded, having recently learned that was an honorific one uses to address a female Minister. It's normally addressed to a woman who's a political Minister in England, but it also seemed perfect for this kinkier usage.
"Ministress," she smiled, as I got myself into the required position, and then stretched my nylon-clad legs towards her and wiggled my toes. "I like that!"
But, Mistress Ministress might be even better," I embellished, as still standing, she straddled my legs and slid her hard, wet cock inside my eager mouth.
"Oh, yes! You're the perfect new addition to the Church of Cock," she said as she began face fucking me... her entire dick entering my mouth and tickling my tonsils, with her big balls filled with creamy cum bouncing against my chin.

It was two, perhaps three minutes, before I felt her cock begin to twitch, and at the very last moment, she pulled out and erupted all over my face... thus anointing me for my official baptism into the Church of Cock.
This was obviously her first load of the day, so it was a huge one, and it not only splattered my face, but she then aimed a bit lower, so her cum shot out of her dick and onto my tits, coating them too.
"So much delightful cum!" I gasped, awestruck that such a slender girl could possibly spew such volume... easily the most cum I'd ever taken from a cock in a single helping!
"My morning load is always the largest one," she said, and then somehow even a little more cum dribbled out of her dick and dripped down onto my tits.
"That's very good to hear, since I always enjoy a hearty breakfast," I smiled, with her cum dripping down my face. I wanted her to know I'd be more than willing to receive such a load every morning.
"I'll keep that in mind," she said, then she stepped away from me. "But unfortunately for you, I always have quite a few cum-hungry sluts lining up to beg for my morning load."
"I'll bet you do," I smiled, remaining on the floor, just savouring the afterglow of receiving that major facial... and tittal? (Is that a word?)
She grabbed her phone and told me, "I'm texting you your schedule for today."
"Okay," I said, very much looking forward to learning which girls I'd be submitting to today... all of them were my students on weekdays.but on weekends they were now my Mistresses... I was so excited!
"Every half hour you'll have a guest or two coming into your classroom, and you'll serve them as their Meredith," she said, again referring to my popular Pillow Princess series.
"So I'll be servicing an ongoing train of teen pillow princesses, and doing whatever they require of me?" I asked, clarifying what would be expected of me.
"Yup. You're a quick learner," she said, and she reached for my hand and assisted me up from the floor.
"This is pretty much a dream come true," I said gratefully.
"Oh, it'll literally be a dream cum true," she said, stressing the two words.
"I can't wait!" I squealed, already craving more cock and more cum... and eager to experience the no doubt many diverse ways my students would treat me in the privacy of my classroom, while they had full permission to do whatever they wanted to do to me, with a guarantee of no recriminations from me (or anyone else) afterwards. Would all my students come and use me? Or only a select few?
"You will, of course, continue wearing this outfit I gifted you throughout the day," she added.
"Of course," I agreed, glancing down at the robe lying on the floor.
"The robe stays here," she said, noticing my glance. "Wearing it to cover yourself while you came across campus to report to your Ministress was very naughty!"
"Yes, Ministress! It won't happen again," I replied, although I was quite nervous about walking through the halls of her dorm and across campus to my classroom dressed like a complete whore, especially now that I also had this abundance of very visible cum all over me!
"And since you tried to tempt my slut Penelope to disobey me, you'll take another cum walk back to your own room at the end of the day," she instructed, just as I'd assumed she would. Nicole was in many ways my perfect prototype Mistress... a collage of many of a certain variety of Mistresses I'd created during my more than a decade of writing erotica. Not the knowledgeable, sophisticated ones, but the younger, impetuous and particularly demanding ones.
"Of course, Mistress," I agreed obediently. My solace was knowing that every other teacher here... and likely many of the seniors... had at least once already taken this walk of so-called shame. So-called, because totally unlike anywhere else I'd ever heard of, around here openly flaunting yourself as a slut was celebrated rather than condemned!
"Go now," she said.
"I'll need to stop by my room to fetch my phone," I mentioned.
"No need. I'll send another slut to get it for you."
"Thank you, Mistress," I said, and I took one last admiring glance at her slowly shrinking cock, before I turned around and headed out of her room into the hallway of the seniors' dormitory.
The moment I started walking very nervously down the hallway, I saw Veda looking back at me, and then Aya coming up behind me, who said, "Looking hot, Ms. Jasmine." (You may recognise Aya as the hot girl with TransNikki's cum all over her face in one of the pictures Nicole emailed me.)

"Thanks," I said. Believe it or not, I enjoyed the compliment, which did a lot towards boosting my confidence.
"I can't wait for my playtime with you," Aya said, slapping my ass. (At any of my previous schools I would have been appalled by such an inappropriate familiarity, but for Aya I just giggled appreciatively.)
"I look forward to serving you, Mistress," I said, turning my head back, and seeing she was dressed almost as slutty as I was.
To my surprise, the two girls followed me outside, and I needed to cross about 300 yards of the large campus to get to the seniors' classroom wing. When I went outside, Ryan and Nayyia were chatting when they caught sight of me, and they too were dressed like sluts!
"Oh my!" the beautiful redhead Ryan gasped, looking admiringly at my cum-coated face and breasts. "How delicious!"
"Nicole kindly gave me her morning load," I explained, although I'm sure they already knew that.
"Yeah, she obviously did. And you'll be taking lots more loads today," Aya predicted, not having taken her eyes off of me once, ever since she saw me leaving Nicole's room. I'd felt quite nervous when I began this little journey, but now I was starting to enjoy myself!

"I'll never refuse a load from a hot girl," I responded, glancing down at her crotch.
"Ms. Jasmine, are you objectifying me" Ryan gasped mockingly.
"Yep. And I hope you'll all come and return the favour, during my Super Sunday Slut-fest," I said as I continued walking, and they no doubt admired my backend as I sauntered away... glowing in my own sluttiness.
The creamy cum from Nicole's load was still nice and wet, so I rubbed it all over my body while I walked, loving the healthy glow someone's sperm always gave me... although that was usually just on my face, unlike now, as I continued towards the seniors' classroom wing and my own classroom.
When I entered the seniors' classroom wing, I was greeted by two teachers... Darya, a tall and imposing black woman I always found rather intimidating, and Myeong, who was from South Korea. She'd always been especially polite to me... until now. For some reason, they were both dressed maybe even sluttier than I was... wearing no more than decorative chains and stockings.
"Where ya going, Bottom Slut?" Myeong greeted me, startling me with her change in demeanor.
"I'm going to my classroom," I explained. "Apparently I'll be spending the day sucking my students' cocks and doing whatever else they tell me to."
"Oh yeah, been there, done that," Darya said. "What time's your first appointment?"
"Oh! Actually, I don't know. Nicole texted my schedule to me, and someone will be bringing my phone to me... soon, I hope."
"These marathon teacher gangbangs always start at 10:00," Myeong said, "and right now it's only 9:40. So we can have some fun with you right now while you're waiting for your first student."
"Right out here in the hallway?" I objected. "Where people can stroll by and see us going at it?"
"This is a seniors' hallway, and it's the weekend," Darya pointed out. "And Headmistress Alexis has already initiated all the seniors, and you're the only new teacher this year. So anybody who might come in here is welcome to use any of us any which way they please, and even watch us playing with our Bottom Slut. And if you don't have an exhibitionistic streak yet, around here, you'll soon earn one. Now lie down on your back for us."
"Okay. If you're sure it's all right," I agreed. The idea of tasting some morning pussy was actually exciting, so I really didn't mind lying down on the hard floor, even though it was rather cold.
Myeong straddled my crotch and rubbed her pussy against mine, while Darya sat on my face.
"Oh yes, bottom bitch! Eat my pussy," Darya moaned as my tongue probed her pussy, enjoying her already damp crotch.
"Oooooooh," I moaned, as Myeong really ground her pussy against mine... something I'd occasionally written about, but I'd never thought women actually did that very often, if at all, because it looked rather boring. Goodness, was I wrong! The stimulation from our pussies rubbing against each other was utter euphoria!

It took only a few minutes before Myeong and I were cumming together.
Darya followed us a couple minutes later, squirting her delicious juices right into my open mouth.
Darya stood up and strolled away, warning me over her shoulder, "This is only the beginning, Bottom Slut!"
Myeong assisted me in returning to my feet and said, "Welcome to the real faculty team building, Ms. Jasmine."
"Gamsahabnida," I said politely. (I happened to know how to say the formal version of thank you in Korean, but very little else in that language.) She bowed to me, I bowed back to her, she walked away, and I headed to my classroom.
Once I arrived, I was surprised to discover that some of Nicole's plan to schedule my first trans gangbang for today had been partly executed even before she'd sent Amanda to summon me to her room this morning. Someone had moved all the tables and chairs to the sides of the classroom, and they'd laid a comfy-looking carpet down in the middle of the floor.



While I awaited my first... gangbanger?... I mused about the wild new reality I was now starting to inhabit. I also experienced some second thoughts about the wisdom of all this crazy. While I'd been alone with the intoxicating Nicole and her dream cock, I'd been totally unable to think for myself... but now that I was alone in my classroom... the room that symbolized my role as a respected educator... I was reminded of my unwritten code to protect my students... at least that was part of it... from sexually predatory teachers at all costs. And now I was about to become one of those predatory teachers!
Shit! What was I thinking?! I rushed to my desk and grabbed a wet wipe to get rid of the incriminating cum all over me, and the stickiness of the goo.
"Ready for your first gangbang?" Harriet... another teacher... asked cordially, as she entered the classroom and handed me my phone.

"Not really," I confessed. "Suddenly I'm thinking I shouldn't even be here! I'm just about to start molesting my students! That's horribly unethical!"
"Get over it!" she laughed. "You think you'll be the one molesting them? They're the ones who'll be doing all the molesting, and I can promise you, they won't mind fucking you one little bit! And if you don't submit to them and play along with everything they tell you to, they'll think you're a horribly disrespectful Chateau Johnson teacher, and Mistress Alexis will totally agree with them."
"So by having sex with them, I really won't be breaking any ethical rules?" I worried.
"Not at this school. By allowing your students to fuck you however they want, you'll be upholding the most cherished traditions of the Chateau Johnson School for Girls. So set aside your prudish morality, and just have fun!"
I realized she was right! My second thoughts... which had originally been dictated by our hypocritical society... were exactly what I'd so often railed against in my own stories! Put up or shut up, Jasmine!
"You're absolutely right, and thanks," I agreed.
"And tonight in the teachers' lounge I'm going to fuck you so good," she said. Then she stripped off her dress, pushed me down so I was lying on the floor, and slid some fingers inside my pussy.
"That feels great! And just so you know, tonight... and whenever... I'll always do whatever you want me to," I moaned, embracing my new role as Bottom Slut to all my fellow teachers.

All too soon she pulled her fingers out, sucked my juices off of them and said, "Mmmmmmm, delicious!" Then she stood up, draped her dress across her left shoulder, and left.
Once I was alone again and feeling much mellower about all the sex I was about to have with my... apparently very demanding... students, I checked my phone and my lengthy list of visitors. Myeong had been right... my first appointment was at 10:00.
It turned out that Nicole's plan for my day included making at least one of my wishes come true, because my first trans student cock today (after Nicole's) was the willowy blonde beauty Lisa's!
I scrolled through the rest of the list, and confirmed that I was indeed going to be very busy all day!
There's almost nothing odder than waiting for someone to show up so they can fuck you or get a blow job from you... and this oddness is extrapolated when the girls you're waiting for are your own students. Plus, what the fuck do you say in a situation like this to someone who previously has only related to you as her teacher, and you to her only as a student? 'Welcome to my pussy... have you done your homework?' just wouldn't cut it!
"You look so sexy dressed this way, Ms. Jasmine!" Lisa said brightly, the moment she came in. She was dressed only in red thigh high stockings, which meant that just like I had, she'd walked naked across campus to get here. Which made me wonder... now that the final teacher... me... had succumbed to the inevitable and joined the student-teacher hierarchy... was this going to become a common thing? (I later learned yes it was... but only on Saturdays and Sundays... in the seniors dorm... and in the seniors wing of the school... plus an unmarked corridor between those two buildings. And both buildings were also known as the Church of Cock.)
"You do too! You look absolutely delicious," I said, admiring her perfect and very naked body. She had small perky tits, a great slender figure, and an amazing cock... slender, and quite long for such a delicate girl.
"I look delicious? Then I hope you're hungry for some snatch," she said, as she walked right up to me and gave me a kiss.
I kissed her back, and for a couple minutes, we shared a long, tender intimate moment.
When she broke the kiss, she hopped over to the carpet, laid down and said, "Come suck my cock, Ms. Jasmine. I really want to watch you do that."
"Okay," I said, wondering if I was supposed to call all my students Mistress, or was that just for Nicole?
"First, lick the soles of my feet," she ordered once I'd joined her on the rug.
"Yes, Mistress," I said, deciding to go ahead and call her and all my students that. I thought that practice could be a useful cue to indicate to them when I wasn't being their teacher, but instead was being their student, their slave, and their pet with no limitations.
I licked her slightly sweaty feet... switching from one to the other and back again, my hands gently caressing both of her calves while I did... excited to be performing this submissive task for this sweet girl.
"Now slither your way up here, Ms. Jasmine," she instructed, parting her nylon-clad legs.
I glided my wet tongue slowly up her leg towards her long and slender hard cock, then I took one of her balls into my mouth, after locating it with my tongue.
"Mmmmmm, yes! Suck on my balls," she moaned, and again I switched from one to the other and back.
"They're so big and juicy," I said reverently, bathing her ball sac with my lips and tongue.
"Nicole told me that when she asked you which student you wanted to have sex with first, you chose me," Lisa said.
"Yes, I certainly did," I admitted, as I slithered my tongue back down her other leg, paying close attention to it.
"I'm flattered. But why?"
"You're really pretty, smart, and your accent really turns me on," I explained, as I reached her foot and sucked her big toe into my mouth.
"You have a thing for English chicks?" she asked.
"And also for English dicks," I replied, moving my way back up, a bit proud of my adlibbed rhyme.
"Then open your mouth and show me how much," she said.
"With pleasure," I responded, returning to her cock and licking some pre-cum off of it.

"I've fantasized about your doing this for a while," she said, as I took her cock head between my lips.
"As have I," I said, removing her cock from my mouth for a brief moment. "Ever since I learned it was a possibility at this school, I've fantasized about going silly on your willy, pouncing on your Johnson, and bobbing on your knob," I listed, those being English words for dick I'd researched a while ago.
"And when I'm ready, I'm going to shag you good," she promised.
"Oh yes, use me just like you would some cheap tart," I said, trying to keep the English slang going... although it sounded way sexier when she was the one saying those words.
"Oh, I'm going to roger you good, my sexy slag," she promised. As I resumed sucking, I brought my left hand to her balls and gently massaged them... my pussy burning from her promise that soon I'd be getting fucked by this cute English girl with her long dong.
After a couple more minutes of my bobbing, eventually managing to deep throat her entire knob, she said, sounding as desperate to fuck me as I was to get fucked by her, "Roll onto your stomach. I want to fuck you right now!"
"Yes indeed, Mistress," I replied, perhaps too eagerly assuming the position she wanted me in.
"You've got such a nice arse," she crooned, as she caressed my buttocks.
"Thank you," I said as I felt her positioning her dick at my eager entrance... then after a brief struggle to get inside me, I felt her slide home. This position was quite unique, and not one I'd ever experienced firsthand. Sure, I'd been hammered doggy style lots of times, but not exactly like this. In this position, each forward thrust made her entire shaft fill me deeply, and my clit was stimulated by the velvety rug.

Oh my, this feels so good!" I moaned, my next orgasm of the day rising after just a few of her smooth, deep strokes. Nicole had called my inability to have multiple orgasms a bad habit, and it seemed like I'd broken that habit. Yay yet again!
"I love this position," she said, then she grabbed my shoulders with both hands, and she really began fucking me good.
"Oh, yes! Fuck!" I screamed, her deep thrusts delivering utter euphoria and rapture to me... and I came like a cheap slut in less than another minute!
"Shit, that was quick," she said, not slowing down at all while my orgasm ripped through me... pleasure pulsating through every fibre of my being!
"That's so good!" I moaned weakly, all my energy usurped away by her amazing fucking.
"Oh yeah, I'll be shagging this pussy a lot from now on," she said, still pumping into my pussy, thus not letting me stop coming.
"Anytime you want," I promised.
After a couple more minutes in this position, followed by her flipping me on my back and fucking me while cupping both of my tits, she pulled out, so I quickly sat up and stroked Lisa's cock, and very soon hers replaced the load I'd wiped away just a few minutes ago.

Once Lisa spent her load, I took her cock back in my mouth and sucked every last drop out of it... for a good three or four minutes... in no rush for my first encounter with this fabulous girl to end.
When she pulled out, she informed me, "Your 10:30 is likely already waiting outside."
"I wanted to make sure you got your complete time's worth," I said, as I licked her long shaft.
"And my cum's worth all over your face," she grinned.
"Definitely," I agreed, remaining on my knees.
"Next time I'm going to shag that arse of yours," she warned, pulling me to my feet and squeezing my ass cheeks.
"I can't wait," I said, dying to feel her long shaft buried deep inside my asshole.
"It'll be very soon," she promised, slapping my ass and sauntering out... I admired her ass as she walked away.
As soon as Lisa had disappeared, María, a sexy Señorita from Mexico, walked in and said, "You look mucho caliente with all that fresh jizz on you, Ms. Jasmine."
"Thanks," I said, unsure about how hot I looked right now, or how much cum was on my face... since some of Lisa's flying cum had soared into my mouth, and most of it was concentrated just above my lips and on my chin.
"Ever been with a Latina?" she asked.
"No," I admitted, "but it's always been on my bucket list."
"Then, you're about to check that box," she said, approaching me while she slipped out of her dress to reveal her very firm big tits, and a short, but fat-as-fuck cock.
"Oh my," I moaned, staring at her cock. It was the same shape, and even the same size as a Coke can!
"Show me whether you can take my fat verga into your mouth, teach," she said.
"I'm not sure if I can," I admitted, awed by how fat it was. But I gamely dropped down to my knees and began stroking the fat dick. I couldn't remotely wrap my hand completely around it!
"I think a puta like you will be able to take it all," she said, using a term for slut I recognized from a couple of Spanish characters I'd written about, and thus I'd needed to research some Spanish derogatory and sexual terms... for instance, my Dominican Slut series.
"I've always wondered how that word would sound coming from an actual Latina's mouth," I said as I licked her short staff, then advanced down to her balls.
"I see you want to utilize my entire thirty minutes," she commented, as I sucked one of her balls into my mouth.
"Well, I'd hate for you to miss out on getting your money's worth," I joked, knowing of course that today's fuck fest was completely free of charge... for all of us!
"Oh, trust me! I'm going to use you for every second that's mine," María assured me.
I wasn't sure I'd heard more than fifty words from her during my few weeks here so far... and without a doubt, today's was the longest conversation we'd ever had... so I was delighted to see this confident and assertive side of her. "I'm your half an hour puta," I told her, while I licked her ball sac until I found her second ball, and I replicated my dedicated attention to that one too.
"Not only that, but you're now everyone's puta for the rest of your life," she said, her fingers combing through my hair. "Or at least all your senior students, plus the school's alumni, whenever we come back for a visit."
"Mmmmmmm," I purred, continuing to suck on her balls... wondering where she'd eventually decide to deposit her load.
"Oh, yeah! Everyone is looking forward to taking their turn with our new puta," María said, as she raised her thick leg and draped it over my shoulder.
"Glad to hear it! Because this is every fantasy I've ever had, and all of them are coming to fruition in a single day," I gloated, as I directed my attention (and my mouth) back up to her cock.
"It's a fantasy coming to fruition for all of us girls too," she said. "Learning that you're the awesome silkstockingslover was a massive turn-on for all of us."
"Everyone knows who I am?" I asked, worried.
"No, just all the seniors," she reassured me.
"That's a relief!" I said. Somehow I was more worried about all my students knowing about my secret writing persona than I was about my new role of serving most of those same students as their wanton three-hole fuck toy.
"Please don't worry about any of this," she assured me. I was now swirling my tongue around her fat cock head, while I processed this new and possibly incriminating information. "Everyone at this school has secrets... faculty, students, support staff... maybe even Mistress Alexis! And everyone always keeps all those secrets. It's part of the Code."
"That's very reassuring to know," I said, although I was still feeling a bit bothered that this secret I'd kept hidden from everyone for more than a decade was now out in the open, and it was being freely chatted about by the few dozen seniors who were attending this school. And all the teachers, too!
"Yes. Abiding by the Code is critical within this secret society, which consists of all of us trans and our devoted sluts," she continued, and then she shoved her entire cock into my mouth and rested it there... with her entire cock inside my mouth. Her balls were resting against my chin, and my lips were stretched at least as wide as they'd ever been before.
Fortunate to have an amazing gag reflex, I just breathed through my nose, while María rested her dick inside my mouth and continued her narrative. "You see, teach, if anyone ever broke the Code, all their secrets would be revealed to the world, and their entire life destroyed!"
I wondered how deeply this secret society of trans and their sluts went. I'd created some secret societies for my stories... for instance, a lesbian one in Church Girl (I really need to dive back into that series someday soon), and the illustrated 1950's series... and a patriarchal incestuous one, the Order of Syndom, where once you became a member, you were freely available to all the other members worldwide... and all of them to you... but the idea of there being a real secret society that I was now a lifetime part of, especially since it was led by a segment of society who'd been largely perceived as outsiders throughout history... was utterly fascinating! (Yes, I fully realized that I'd now committed my life to doing whatever I was told to by any trans girl or woman who knew that I literally belonged to her (unless I was teaching at the time), and many people would strongly object to being subject to such an arrangement. But given the submissive nature I'd been hiding from myself and everyone else for so long, I definitely wasn't one of those people.)
"So nobody breaks the Code," she summarised. "Ever."
She pulled out, my saliva dripping off of her cock, and I told her seriously "I'll never give away anyone's secrets to anyone."
"We know you won't," she said. "Just imagine the consequences if you did. The dirty laundry we have on you already!"
"I understand, and I'm totally on board with it," I agreed. Her tone was zero foreboding, but her words were a million times that!
"Now show me what a great chupapollas you are, putita mía," she ordered.
"Come again?" I asked, confused.
"I will indeed, and many times, long into our future," she promised. "But chupapollas means cocksucker, and putita mía means my little slut."
"In that case, it will be my pleasure to accommodate you," I said, and I immediately devoured her cock, deep throating her with every last bob.
"¡O, sí sí sí! I love an obedient puta who can deep throat me," she moaned.
I was thinking to myself that any good cocksucker could easily deep throat her dick, but only if they could handle the girth.
"Fuck, you look so hot with those pretty lips wrapped around my fat verga," she moaned, her fingers still entwined in my hair.
I assumed she was going to drop her load in my mouth... and I still hadn't actually swallowed anyone's cum treat yet... so it was very promising that her moans were increasing, as she directed a few Spanish words and phrases at me that I didn't know, but I assumed they were all variations of the term slut: "chupar mi polla que puta," and "garganta profunda mi polla cum cubo," and as she began face fucking me roughly, "¡déjame cara a la mierda tu boca torpe!"
Suddenly she pulled out and ordered urgently, "Climb onto your desk and bend over, puta! I'm going to fuck you so hard!"
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, quickly jumping up from my knees on the carpeted floor, then climbing onto my desk and scrunching way down on my knees with my ass in the air.
"The honorific Mistress in Spanish is La Señora," she corrected me, the phrase sounding so sexy coming out of her mouth.
"That sounds so hot!" I said. "Please fuck me with your big fat cock, La Señora!"
"You're such a cute culo," she said, giving my ass another solid slap.
"But I'm not as juicy as your culo," I said, although with my accent, it didn't sound nearly as hot as her version.
"No one has a juicy culo like a Latina's," she said, rubbing her cock head up and down my very, very, very wet pussy lips.
"Please shove that fat cock in my cunt," I pleaded wickedly, using the nastiest English term for pussy I knew.



"You want this fat dick inside your gatito?" she asked, continuing to tease me relentlessly.
"Is gatito Spanish for cunt?" I asked.
"Kind of. It means little kitty," she said, and she slid her dick into my gatito.
"Oh yes! Stretch my gatito with your fat cock," I moaned, experiencing intense pleasure from her dick spreading my pussy lips wide open.
"Yeah, such a tight coñito," she moaned, as she began fucking me.
"Coñito?" I asked with a moan.
"It means little pussy," she explained, "or sometimes sweet little pussy," as she grabbed hold of my hips and really began fucking me!
"Then fuck my coñito, and make me your maestra puta," I moaned, absolutely loving her fat fuck stick pounding into my burning pussy.

Over the next ten-plus minutes, María just hammered my hole... and made me cum twice... her lack of length more than compensated for by her girth.
During María's marathon back shots, she spewed out a litany of terms I didn't know, but I assumed from the one I did recognize... puta... they were all variations of slut, like: mujerzuela, perra, ramera, marrana, hija de puta, and tía guarra. (NOTE: If any, or even all of my Spanish is incorrect, I have to admit that I copied almost all of it down from an English-Spanish webpage, and I understand they're rarely perfect.)
"Do you want my load in your pussy or down your throat?" she asked, while I was recovering from orgasm number two.
"Neither. In my mouth, please," I requested. "This time I want to taste it before I swallow it." I was desperately craving some creamy cum bathing my taste buds.
"Then come and get it," she invited, and she pulled out of me.
I hopped down off the desk, stumbled a little when my left knee gave out, hurried down to my knees, and resumed deep throating her cock, which was now soaking wet with my cum. I savoured my own pussy juices... I'd always loved sucking my juices off cocks... but then we heard a knock at the door.
"Shit! Our time's up," she sighed, but I didn't stop, just kept bobbing on her hungrily... and thankfully she didn't pull out, thus allowing me to keep sucking while she called out, "Just another moment... I'm about to come!" and then she immediately erupted into my mouth. (Thus making my taste buds very happy! YAY! Yet again. This was turning out to be a great day!)
I eagerly swallowed her load, and I didn't stop probing around for more with my tongue until she pulled out and said, "Ms. Jasmine, you're one fucking hot puta!"
Your one fucking hot puta yourself, La Señora," I reciprocated, then I stood up to give my knees a break, and I gave myself a really good stretch.
She snatched up her dress, but she too didn't bother to put it back on, as she strolled out and said to whomever was out there (I hadn't yet found the time to check my phone and examine the list of girl cocks that'd be traipsing in and out of my classroom throughout the day), "I might have ruined her pussy for you with my fat dick."
"I doubt whether she even felt that tiny thing," a voice responded, which I instantly recognized belonged to Emily, the class Brainiac.
"Bitch!"
"Slut!"
Emily came in carrying a book, just like she always did, no matter where she was going to or coming from, and she said, "You're one pulchritudinous woman, you bodacious strumpet!"
"I think that was a compliment," I smiled, taking in this cute blonde, who looked sexy as fuck. She was naked except for thigh highs and a see-through kind of blouse. "But I don't know what any of those arcane words mean."
"Pulchritudinous is a mostly forgotten word for beautiful, which can be found as early as 1706 in the writing of the playwright Thomas D'Urfey. Bodacious is a word from the mid-eighteen hundreds meaning brazen or impudent, that probably came from combining bold and audacious, and it was reintroduced to popularity by the 1989 film Bill and Ted's Excellent Adventure. And strumpet is a word originating in the seventeen hundreds, that loosely means slut," she pontificated with her Trademark lofty smile.
"Well, I'm very impressed by your... umm... acumen... so there... and might I add (in plain English) that you're absolutely gorgeous," I replied.
"Okay, thanks. Now listen... I tried to swap times with someone... just about anyone, actually," she said, "since I really needed to finish reading this fascinating book, but I couldn't. So I hope you don't mind, but I can't tear myself away from it."
"What's it about?" I asked, knowing she read just about everything.
"Subnuclear particles."
"So it's just some light reading," I joked.
She laughed... again loftily.
"So I hope you don't mind, because I'm greatly looking forward to your blow job, but I'm going to continue reading while you do it," she said. This was definitely going to be the first time someone would be reading anything while I blew them! My ex-husband had occasionally watched some sports on TV while I blew him, but Emily's approach seemed hotter somehow. For one thing, she certainly looked hotter than my ex ever did.
"This is your allotted time with me," I said, dropping to my knees before her. "You may utilize it however you wish, and I'll do whatever you say."
"Well... then just give me a slow-burning blow job, while I..." she dwindled off, and didn't even finish giving me her instruction, as she immersed herself in her book again.
Not taking it personally, I took her cock into my mouth, and we spent the next twenty minutes in utter silence, except for her occasional soft moans, and her more frequent flipping of pages... in fact, lots of pages, since she was a voracious speed-reader.

When she eventually came, she let out the softest of moans, while her strawberry-flavoured cum (as difficult as that may be to believe) oozed deliciously into my mouth, and glided down my throat... warming my belly.
Of course I swallowed it all down, and I continued sucking for a couple more minutes, before she pulled out of my mouth and said, as she closed her book with a loud thunk, "Finished."
"Yeah, in both ways," I said playfully.
Her fruity aftertaste was lingering in my mouth.
She laughed, "I meant the book, but I guess you're right... I finished in your mouth too."
"And your cum... or maybe nectar... is absolutely delicious," I said sincerely.
"Yup. All the teachers tell me that."
"Then it must be true," I said, standing up.
"Thanks, Ms. Jasmine. That was most enjoyable," she said, lowering her book to her side.
"I concur," I agreed, and she headed out.
I was then left alone for a couple minutes, long enough to check my phone and see that Priya was my next 'client'. Her skin was very black, but she was from India, so she represented another Asian race I could check off on my bucket list.
I was about to scroll down to see who was coming after Priya, when she strolled in, naked except for thigh highs, just like many of the others, and she asked politely, as if we were properly dressed and I'd been doing something mundane, "How's your morning going, Ms. Jasmine?"
"It's been the most strenuous physical activity I've had in a long time, and I love it!" I joked.
"Then I hope you're nicely stretched out by now?"
"I guess so," I said, not knowing why she'd ask, "although I've spent most of the morning on my knees."
"Then as your unofficial physical trainer today, I'll need to ensure that the next half hour includes a variety of positions, with none of them requiring you to be on your knees," she explained (without actually explaining anything that I understood), while she casually stroked her big erection, as if she didn't know she was doing it.
"I'd really appreciate that," I said, curious to know whether a girl from India would know anything about the Kama Sutra. Fat chance!
But then for the next thirty minutes I was fucked in a variety of... you guessed it... authentic Kama Sutra positions, with her dick stimulating my pussy from many different angles, and she gave me one of my most intense orgasms ever, after I'd been plodding through so many slow- burn positions with some of the other girls.
We started in a 69... a very unusual variation of that position, where kneeling upright, she picked me up and fed me her dick and licked my pussy, while I felt like I was hanging from a tree like a monkey... and I discovered Priya had an amazing tongue!

After a few minutes of our simian oral, she had me move one of my hands to the back of my head, while she straddled my right leg, lifted up my left leg, and slid her cock inside me, going really deep in this position.
After two or three minutes of that amazing slow burn fucking, she had me lay on my back, and she sat on my knees, lifted up my ass, placed my legs on her shoulders, and resumed fucking me ever so slowly... driving me wild, with her purposefully slow strokes.
The next position was similar, but this time she pulled my hips way up about two feet into the air, while she remained on her knees to fuck me. This position had her cock stimulating me in a new way and was driving me wild... but the entire time, I wished she'd just hammer me... pound me hard... but she never increased her pace... instead, she just slowly and smoothly fucked me.

She then, with her dick never leaving my pussy, lifted me up by the waist, had me place my hands behind my back, and she literally fucked me in the air... monkey time again... her dick going deep into my twat... in this twisted simian/pretzel style of a position.


Then we tried one I'd once tried with a double-ended dildo that had failed rather epically. This was back in college with a woman I'd met when I visited Houston. Priya and I faced each other with our arms braced behind us and our feet spread apart, then we turtle-walked towards each other with our feet avoiding each other's, until her cock slid back inside me. Then we fucked each other, both of us slowly moving our hips in unison. I tried to go faster, hoping to get fucked harder, but Priya stopped me, cautioning me that we were sharing this pleasure journey together, and she was in charge. While that was a little frustrating, I nevertheless obeyed her, and I realized I was actually enjoying this intimate encounter. It was the very opposite of most of my sexual experiences to date.
A couple minutes later she pulled out, sat down, crossed her legs as if she was about to position us in some uncomfortable yoga position (I hate yoga!), and she had me sit on her lap and wrap my legs around her waist. I then slowly rode her in this very intimate position while she spattered my face with kisses.
Next, she lay on her back and had me straddle her. She then placed her hands on my back and positioned me so I had one foot on the floor and the other one in the air. It was challenging... because I wasn't all that coordinated... I've always had poor balance. But once we got going, it was a wickedly wild ride! Once again, she wouldn't let me bounce on her like a pleasure trampoline, but instead, I just slowly fucked myself on her cock again. But I was in her knowledgeable hands, and this unusual position stimulated me in yet another way I'd never experienced before.
Then out of the blue, she laid down and had me sit on her face with my back towards her feet... but not in the normal way, because she ate my asshole instead of my pussy.

I then rode her, but in a position unlike any other, bouncing on her dick side-saddle.

For the next position she had me stand up, and she simply slid into me from behind, while she kissed my neck and played with my tits... which was an utterly smooth multi-pleasure-point tease.

Then she bent me over and grabbed both of my wrists, tugged them back to my hips and used them for balance, while she commenced to make love to me. I imagine this position could be used for the ultimate pounding-the-fuck-out-of-a-woman, but she just continued giving me her patient, plodding strokes.
After a couple minutes upon this pleasurable but excruciatingly frustrating plateau, where my orgasm was brimming and begging for release to no avail, she pulled out, spun me around, lifted up my left leg, and slid back into me. This was yet another potentially stimulating position, but she only used it to continue making the burning inferno inside me consume me, but it too refused to make me come. This time she licked up some cum above my lips Emily had left there, and she kissed me... our tongues exploring each other's mouths thoroughly.

Finally, with our time running out (I glanced at the wall clock, and it read 11:55), she sat on top of my desk and had me slowly back up onto her cock and ride her. For the first four minutes, she continued insisting that I go slowly, until she startled me by asking, "Do you want to come with me now, Ms. Jasmine?"
WOW! AT LAST! "Yes! I dooooooo!!" I moaned. I'm not sure I'd ever been more desperate to come while having sex in my life!
"Then fuck yourself on me, my phoohad," she ordered.
"Does that mean slut?" I asked, as I immediately began bouncing back on her cock like it was a pogo stick.
"In Hindi. Yes, it does," she said, as I rode her furiously. "Now don't come yet. Hold it inside you. Allow the pleasure to build until it consumes your very being."
"I don't think I'll last very long," I warned, this thirty-minute Kuma Sutra session had simmered me into a muddled mess.
"Hang in there, my phoohad. Just hang in there, and allow yourself to transcend to Auroville," she whispered in such a seductive voice. (I knew a little about that place from Priya's classroom presentation. It was an actual township in Inda that aspired to utopia... a place where people could live in harmony, regardless of their respective race, gender or politics... and where the entire society strived to unite into a real-life Shangri-La.)
"I'll do my best," I moaned, trying to resist the flames inside me that were about to combust.
"You're a goddess, a phoohad, a teacher, a slave," she listed off tenderly, while I continued riding her.
"Now on five, you'll be allowed to let go, and to release yourself from the burdens of life, and become one with yourself," she said.
"Ooooookay," I moaned, closing my eyes and trying to squeeze my head into her mindset.
"One, my sexy slut," she began counting.
I kept my eyes closed while I attempted to coax a vision of serene blue skies into my turbulent head.
"Two, my beautiful-bodied bombshell," she whispered.
"Ooooooh," I moaned, beginning to feel myself transcending to a different plane.
"Three, my pretty princess with your perfect pink pussy," she continued with her assortment of ultimate alliterations, as I drifted towards a subconscious state of sensual submission.
"Four, my cock-hungry, cum-craving, whelming white whore," she continued, this time calling me names, but still using the same soothing voice she'd used for her earlier compliments.
I was about to erupt!
"FIVE! Come NOW, my phoohad," she bellowed, and I felt her cock twitching, and her cum spraying inside my womb, as simultaneously... I too came!
"Ooooooooh!!" was all I could muster, as my spiritually enhanced state of equilibrium allowed me to find peace within myself as a person, a slut, a puta, and now a phoohad. And all the while I was revelling in all the ultimate pleasure the Gods can give a woman... sensations of rapture pulsating throughout my entire being!
I decelerated, and soon stopped riding her, still quaking uncontrollably, while I rested on her cock.
"Good, goddess," she whispered. "I felt you becoming one with yourself!"
"Yes Mistress, I believe I just did," I said weakly, unable to think or move... I was just blithely present.
Finally, I rolled off my desk and collapsed back onto the rug. I looked at the clock, and saw it was 12:07.
"I believe you don't have another appointment until 12:30," she said as she stood up.
"Oh?"
"Yeah, Nicole probably gave you half an hour for lunch."
"I think instead of eating, I might just lie down here, and recover somewhat from everything you just did to me," I said, removing the corset that I was suddenly finding too tight.
"I really enjoyed our time together," she said.
"I'm sorry for complaining just now, because in spite of my exhaustion, you just gave me the time of my life!"
"And just think... there are almost sixty more positions in the Kama Sutra we can explore together!"
"Then I hope we can get around to exploring every last one of them," I said, looking up at her dazedly, still stuck in a bit of my post-orgasmic mental fog.
"But be warned... for some of them you'll need to be on your knees," she smiled teasingly.
"After I've recuperated a bit, I think I can live with some knee action," I said, and she headed out.
I knew I should grab a bite to eat, but I was completely spent from my thirty-plus minutes of constant Kama Sutra positions, and instead, I felt myself drifting into slumber.

I was awakened from my sweet slumber by the sexy Australian accent of the sweet Chinese girl Christine, who'd lived in Canberra Australia for the past decade before relocating here for her senior year... her father was a Chinese Ambassador... and she was the hottie who always turned me on by saying, "G'day mate," with her sexy Oz accent.
I groggily woke up, opened my eyes, and gradually remembered who I was, where I was, what I'd been doing all morning, and that I'd be continuing to do similar things, while I serviced every last senior student Nicole had scheduled for me to get fucked by... or whatever else they might want to do with me.
"Wakey, wakey, Ms. Jasmine, it's time to play some more... this time with ME! she said in a sing-song voice, and she pulled me up so I was sitting on my ass with her somewhat smallish dick dangling right in front of me.



"Mmmmmm, I'm sorry," I said, as I struggled to wake up, and I lackadaisically reached out my hand to stroke her cock. "Apparently I fell asleep."
"Was Priya here just before me?"
"Yes'm."
"She's always a really tough act to follow," she said, and she grabbed something out of a duffle bag she must have brought along. "Get yourself on all fours, teach."
I obeyed, still attempting to wake up completely.
I turned my head, and saw her lubricating her cock, before she came over to me, stepped behind me, and lubed my asshole with her forefinger. "It feels like this pretty little hole was totally ignored all morning."
"Oddly, it was," I realized out loud, as she continued lathering up my butt hole.
"Not a problem. I'm just the girl to rectify that," she said, then she giggled. "Get it? Rectally rectify it?"
"By ramming my rectum with your rod?" I shot back wickedly, joining in on her wordplay.
"You really are a molly!" she laughed.
"What's a mollllllly?" I attempted to ask while she slid a finger into my ass.
"A slut," she said, and she wiggled her finger around, gently gaping my ass.
"Then I'm a downright molly," I moaned, since I was willingly allowing a student to sodomize me in my own classroom. What would the school board think? Oh, we don't have one? That hot sexpot Alexis makes the important decisions all by herself? That so-called bureaucrat who gave me the very best orgasm of my life not long ago?! Then Christine, please continue doing whatever the fuck you want to!
She pulled her finger out, grabbed what looked like a foot-long-plus pylon... also known as a traffic cone... and she asked, "I hope you like toys?"
"I love toys," I said, although I couldn't fathom how this cumbersome thing might work in this situation, and I prayed she wasn't planning to fuck me in the ass with that monster!
She sat down on the carpet and ordered, "Come sit on my cock, Ms. Jasmine."
"Okay, I can do that," I said, going over to her while she spread her legs wide. As I began lowering myself, I asked, checking whether I was doing it right, "in my ass?"
"Yup. I'm pretty sure you don't want this huge orange thing up your arse," she teased, as she steadied her dick with her hand to help me lower myself onto it.
"Yeah, sometimes something phallic can be just too big, like the Washington Monument," I agreed with a moan, as her cock slid with relative ease inside my ass. Although she was small, as she'd pointed out, my ass had been ignored so far today, so I still felt a slow burn.
Once she was all the way inside me, she grabbed the pylon-like thingy, where at the top of the cone shape it morphed into an orange dildo, and she said, "Open up."
"I can't fathom where you could buy something like this," I said, spreading my legs wide enough for the dick portion of the pylon to slide inside my pussy.
"Amazon," she said. "You can find anything on Amazon."
"Oh my," I moaned as the dick slid inside me, and then it began vibrating... I'd never even once thought about Amazon as a website for buying sex toys.
"This toy pleases you both inside and out," she explained, as she angled the pylon against my clit, making me moan wildly.
"Oh, fuck is this intense!" I moaned wildly, as the pleasure of the enormously fat pylon toy vibrating against my clit shot me all the way up into pleasure overload... not to mention her dick was still inside my asshole, just resting there for now.

Then I received triple intense orgasms... from somehow... amazingly... being double penetrated by one petite girl! When until last night, I'd never in my life had even two orgasms in a row!
Then when my body was completely spent, she shoved me face down onto the rug... and I mean she planted my face against it. Then she crouched above me, grabbed both of my elbows and pulled on them hard, and then she slid her dick into my asshole and fucked me with a ferocity I hadn't imagined this little slip of a girl could have in her! What a ride!

"Oh, yeah! Give me that cock!" I moaned into the rug, wanting to feel her unloading her hot cum into my asshole... my only hole that hadn't ever been dumped in... ever... by anybody!
"Yeah! Take my dick, mate! You're my kangaroo toy!" she bellowed.
Although that was an exceedingly strange description of me, I obeyed her to my level kangaroo best (whatever that meant), bouncing back on her cock the best I could, and taking it as deep inside my asshole as I could... and actually wishing she were longer.
"Oh, yes! Don't stop! I'm going to come right up your arsehole!" she moaned.
"Yes! Fill my arsehole with your big load!" I begged, dying to feel her dick pulsing and ejaculating inside me.
"Yes! Fuck! Don't stop! Yes! Fuck! fuck! fuuuuuuck!!" she screamed, and she released my elbows and shoved my shoulders into the rug, and shot her load deep inside my ass!
"Rogering right up my rectum," I turned my head to the side to josh playfully, as her cock kept filling up my... um... kangaroo pouch?
"And now you're righteously rectified," she said, bending down and kissing my neck.
Then after a couple minutes when the clock read 12:58, she pulled out of me, and I felt her cum oozing out of my ass. Then to my astonishment, she shoved her mouth against my asshole and slurped up her own anal cream pie!
"You're really going down under!" I joked.
She chuckled at my lame reference to her country... or at least the country she was from most recently... as she ate my ass.
After a minute, she stood up, bowed to me in traditional Chinese style and said, "Thank you so much, Ms. Jasmine, you're a good sport!"
"Sport?" I asked. "This is a sport? If so, it's one I can finally excel at playing!"
"And I'll be your teammate anytime," she said, just as we heard a knock at the door. "Your next Mistress is here."
"Hooroo," I said like the Aussies do, and I stood up and stretched again... assuming I'd be back on my knees in a minute or two.
Christine exited, and Samantha... an ultra-fit, curly-topped redhead... entered to replace her.
Samantha was a competitive gymnast, and she'd even competed in the 2024 Olympics in France, finishing fifth in the vault, and sixth in the all-around.
Then for the next thirty minutes... actually only twenty-six, since we started four minutes late... she fucked me, and fed me her cock in half a dozen creative positions, showing me that I could bend in ways I hadn't thought I ever could at my age!
We finished with the kinkiest 69 I'd ever experienced (and perhaps even written about), where she had me literally standing on my head, where she straddled my face and face fucked me, while her hands were grasping my legs to hold me up, and she ate my pussy. It looked similar to the 69 I'd done with Priya, but it felt very different.

While they weren't simultaneous, our orgasms occurred within half a minute of each other. She got me off first, and then she was still eagerly lapping up my cum, when she deposited a load in my mouth, which made me gag and choke a little because of my topsy-turvy position.
She finally released my legs, thus allowing me to collapse, roll onto my back, and then to lift up my head and swallow her load... although I needed to cough some of it out afterwards.
"Sorry," she apologized.
After swallowing the rest of her cum and wiping my lips, I shrugged and said, "No need. That was wild!"
"You're pretty flexible," she said, impressed.
"Thanks to you! I don't think I could have possibly gotten into some of those positions without your help."
"Then I'll keep coming back and make sure to keep you loose and limber," she assured me, as she stood up.
"That was an entirely different take on getting me to bend over backwards," I joked, while I got up too.
She was laughing while she left.
I was going to my phone to see who my next rendezvous was with, when Sarah walked in, accompanied by the beautiful Amanda! I must be really falling for her, I was so excited to see her! Especially since their clothing didn't cover much of anything at all.
"This is a pleasant surprise," I said. Seeing Amanda naked like this was already making my body feel warm.
"My sister says she has a crush on you, so I figured I'd be nice and bring her along," Sarah said.
"Your sister?" I asked, although it wasn't really a question, just a surprised reaction.
"We're half-sisters," Amanda clarified.
"Yeah, and we've always shared everything," Sarah added, as she and Amanda came up to me and took turns kissing me. Then for a good ten minutes, the two sisters plastered me with butterfly kisses, swirling licks, and teasing nibbles. My neck, my ears, my chin, my lips, my breasts, my belly and belly button, my thighs, my ass, and my legs were all given their dedicated attention.
Then while Sarah licked my pussy, Amanda spread my ass cheeks apart and ate my slightly puckered rosebud. Getting double-teamed by these two sisters was utterly exhilarating, and they spent another five minutes working over all my holes.
After I came in Sarah's mouth, I was placed on all fours, where I sucked Amanda's cock while Sarah fucked me from behind.
"You look so sexy with my sister's dick in your mouth, Mrs. Walker," Sarah gushed, and she slammed into me hard... making me take her sister's entire cock very easily.
"You certainly do," Amanda agreed.
"Mmmmmmm," I purred. I had their dicks in both ends, and I was still processing the reality that Sarah and Amanda were closely related... and they had no qualms about them both having sex with me at the same time!
"You know, my sis has been talking my ear off about you all morning," Sarah shared, as she smoothly slid her dick in and out of my pussy... neither slow nor fast.
"Sarah, please!" Amanda objected, sounding embarrassed.
"What?" Sarah objected right back. "I've never seen you so infatuated with someone."
There was silence for a few moments, while my heart skipped a beat from hearing this lovely revelation. Sure, I knew yesterday had been special, and I definitely felt a special connection with her... which I hadn't had for a long time with anybody! So to hear that Amanda felt that same connection... even on the next day, after her rush of sexual adrenaline and lust had faded... was very flattering. Encouraging, even!
Sarah asked, "Do you like my sister, Mrs. Walker?"
I took Amanda's cock out of my mouth and responded, looking up and into her eyes, "I definitely like your sister, Sarah... a lot."
"You do?" Amanda asked, looking so vulnerable and sweet, especially for such an utterly beautiful woman.
"Yes. I feel connected to you in ways far more than just sex," I added.
"But you feel connected to her sexually as well, don't you?" Sarah asked me.
"Absolutely!"
"Then why don't you take a ride on your new girlfriend?" Sarah suggested.
"I'd love to!" I agreed. But I wondered whether I could do justice to any girlfriend, while I was serving as a submissive pet to all the senior trans girls, and I was also the Bottom Slut to all my teaching colleagues.
"Go ahead and ride her," Sarah urged me.
"I didn't get a chance to feel this cock inside me yesterday," I pointed out, as I straddled Amanda.
"No, but you fucked her ass, didn't you?" Sarah mentioned, as I lowered myself onto... my new girlfriend's?... cock.
"Yes indeed, she fucked me wonderfully," Amanda answered for me... and still with that perfect grammar.
"Dominating you was a very rewarding departure from my normal submissiveness in the bedroom," I admitted as I began riding her.
"Don't forget about me," Sarah said. "This is supposed to be my half-hour, but I'm being generous! So spin around and suck me, while you're bouncing on my big sister's cock."
"Can do," I agreed willingly, then I spun around and took Sarah's cock into my mouth while I dropped myself back onto Amanda's cock.
"I think your teacher pet will fit right in with our family fun," Sarah said, wrapping her hands around my head. I could taste myself on her dick, while I was riding Amanda.

"No, sis, I'm her pet! You know me better than that! But yes, I think she'll fit into our family wonderfully," Amanda both disagreed and agreed.
"Just so you know, Mrs. Walker, Amanda and I fuck each other sometimes," Sarah revealed.
"Mmmmmmmm," I purred. That sounded so hot!
"Does knowing that turn you on?" Sarah asked, pulling out so I could answer.
"It does, it really does," I admitted.
"We're a very close family," Amanda added, as Sarah slid her cock back into my mouth.
I've written a ton of incest stories, have been told (long distance) by many readers they commit incest, but this was the first time I'd ever gotten in the middle of it... downright literally at the moment. Although they hadn't done anything to each other with me present, I realized.
After a couple minutes of my multi-tasking sucking and fucking, Sarah asked me, "Wanna watch me fuck my sister?"
"That sounds great!" I admitted.
"While she fucks you?" Sarah added.
"That sounds even more amazing!" I said. The idea of having a three-person train with these hot 'chicks with dicks'... there, I said it!... sorry-not-sorry!... was a major turn-on.
So we went for it! And after a couple of missteps, Amanda was inside me, and Sarah was inside Amanda.
I turned my head around to look, and Amanda was the centerpiece in a fuck sandwich... she was both giving and receiving.
It was exhilarating, and yet another orgasm was rising inside me.

"Oh, fuck! Fuck me, sis!" Amanda moaned, sounding like she was already getting close.
"Come inside my pussy, Amanda," I urged her. I needed to feel her cock pulsating and filling me up!
"Yeah, sis! Fill up your giiiiirlfriend," Sarah moaned playfully.
"You need to fill me up too, sis," Amanda moaned. All three of us were close to erupting, since I too was that close!
Amanda came first... and like I'd requested, she came inside me; I followed a couple seconds later; and lastly, Sarah came inside her sister.
Then we all collapsed onto the rug to recover.
Sarah surprised me by crawling between my legs and lapping up her sister's cream pie, exclaiming, "I love the taste of my sister's cum!"
"Well, enjoy your snack then," I moaned, as Amanda turned her face to mine, and kissed me deeply.
A knock at the door interrupted our sweet solitude.
"Welcome to our fam," Sarah said, and she sucked on my clit for a moment before standing up.
"I'll see you again real soon," Amanda promised, kissing me one more time before assisting me to my feet.
"I hope so, I really do," I said fervently.
And then they headed out, and the sweet French girl Cherise came in.
"I hope this isn't rude, but I really need to call my mom," Cherise said apologetically as she slipped out of her dress.
"That's just fine," I assured her. "You're here to do whatever you want. I'm the one who's supposed to accommodate your needs."
"Perfect! Then how about you just quietly suck me while I chat with her," she instructed, and then she lay down on the rug and totally ignored me.
"I'm here to do whatever you desire," I reiterated, not sure she was even listening, before I crawled between her spread legs and started licking her shaft.
She called her mom, and for over twenty minutes I sucked her cock... and worshiped her balls... while she babbled away in French. (Babbled, because I didn't understand a word she said, except for "Bonjour, ma mère!") I found it so hot to know she was talking to her mother in France while I was giving her a blowjob!

Once she hung up, she grabbed my head and said in French, "Suce moi, putaìn de salope!" (Rough translation (I had to look it up later): "Suck my dick, you fucking slut!")
A couple minutes of hungry fast-paced sucking, and I was rewarded with a load of her cum exploding in my mouth.
After she'd completely finished cumming, she got up, tossed her dress over her shoulder, said off-handedly, "Merci," and she left.
I had a couple minutes of rest before I was surprised with another buy-one-dick-get-one-free encounter, when Alexisndra, a sweet Russian girl (well, I'd thought she was sweet before I experienced her aggressively minant side), accompanied by Reika (who was a natural submissive like many girls from Asia), came in together. They were both naked except for their stockings.
"Prepare Mrs. Walker for my cock, slut," Alexisndra barked. (See what I mean? No polite greeting, she just marched in and immediately started giving orders!)
"Right away, Tsarina," Reika said with a cringe, and she hurried over to me and requested, "Please get down on all fours, Mrs. Walker."
"Okay," I agreed, a little surprised by her using the term 'Tsarina' (which I knew was a title held by the female Russian Tsars before Tsar Nicholas II was forced to abdicate the throne in 1917).
"What's that other term I wanted Mrs. Walker to call me?" Alexisndra asked, as I dropped down to the rug and got into the position I'd been instructed.
"You said Empress, Tsarina," Reika replied, just before she pulled my ass cheeks apart and began licking my rosebud.
"That... Mrs. Walker... is how you may address me at this time," Alexisndra uttered imperiously.
"Yes, Empress," I responded obsequiously, "I am your peasant, to command however you wish to do so."
"I guess you know your history," she smiled grimly. Then she marched around and offered me her cock, while Reika continued eating my ass.
She slowly face-fucked me for a couple minutes before she pulled out, marched around me again and snapped her fingers. I felt Reika move away, and then Alexisndra's cock poking at my ass.
I took the hint, and requested, "Please fuck my ass, my Empress."
She didn't respond with words, but just by sliding her dick inside me. Then said, "Reika, crawl under our pretty teacher and eat her pussy while I plunder her ass."
"Yes, Tsarina," Reika said in her sexy, sweet, submissive tone.
It took some maneuvering, but after a little awkwardness, Reika was underneath me licking my pussy... and her cock was within convenient dining range.
"May I please suck Reika's cock, Empress?" I asked, as her dick continued its smooth strokes in and out of my asshole. Reika's cock was quite impressive!
"If you wish, but you don't have to," Alexisndra responded offhandedly. "Reiko is mostly a bottom."
"I really like to serve, Mistress Walker," Reiko said in the sweetest tone ever from underneath me, before her tongue resumed licking away.
"Then in the future we may need to take turns serving each other, since we have that preference in common," I said to her.
Then Alexisndra accelerated her pace and began really slamming into me, which prompted Reika into attacking my pussy far more aggressively!



"Ohhh, fuck," I moaned, and having both of my lower holes pleasured at the same time was stirring up yet another orgasm inside me! Today's playtime without a doubt had already given me the most orgasms I'd ever experienced in a single day, and the afternoon was still young!
"Do you like this double-teaming, peasant?" Alexisndra asked me, her Russian accent sounding so hot!
"I fucking love it, Empress!" I moaned. And I did indeed love this double-teaming, even though I was struggling to do any justice at all to sucking Reika's dick. "Please keep destroying my ass with your monstrous missile, Empress!" I begged loudly.
"You and your endless alliterations," she laughed, as she grabbed my hips firmly while she was hammering away, and Reika's tongue felt like Speedy Gonzales racing helter-skelter all over my pussy region!
"Come for me, peasant," Alexisndra ordered, her body really slamming into me.
"Yes, Empress! Your peasant pussy puta is sooooo close," I moaned.
"Stop using all that damn alliteration, and just talk like the bimbo anal fuck toy you are today," she ordered.
So I took Reika's dick in my hand, giving up on trying to suck her during my rising orgasm.
"Yes, Empress! Fuck me! Pound my asshole! Drill my shit hole! Destroy my butt and make me your cum dump!" I listed off wickedly, almost saying shit chute instead of shit hole, before I caught myself.
"That's better," she approved.
I could hear the echoes around the room from her body slamming into mine, and the slobbery sounds of pussy munching from beneath me.
"Oh fuck, Empress, I'm about to come! May I please come?" I wheedled.
"Da! Come all over our slut's face," she ordered, now really giving me a reaming!
"Thank you, Empreeeeeeeess!" I screamed. And the very moment permission was granted, I let go and allowed nature to take its course... which meant yet another orgasm added to today's tally... and my cum erupted out of my twat and right into Reiko's mouth, since somehow she'd plastered her face against me and positioned her lips smack dab onto my flooding hole!
About a minute later, Alexisndra pulled out of me, lay down, and ordered, "Come here and ride me, slut."
I started moving to resume serving as her slut, when she surprised me by saying, "No, not you. My other slut."
"Yes, Tsarina," Reika acknowledged, before rolling off of her back and crawling to the tall Russian girl.
I watched while Reika lowered herself onto Alexisndra, taking the cock that was just in my ass into her own ass.
"Mrs. Walker, come sit on my face," Alexisnder said, like she was a Drill Sergeant and I was a lowly freshly recruited Private.
"Really?" I asked.
"Da. Sometimes I like to slum it," she said without any smirk or grin that might imply she was kidding around.
"Yes, Empress," I replied, straddling her face and lowering myself onto it.
I now had a front-row seat to watch the very pretty Reika riding Alexisndra's dick.
I reached over and cupped her tits while she bounced, so she smiled and cupped mine too.
After a couple minutes, I pulled her close, cupped my own tits, and leaned in for a kiss.
She, of course, kissed me back, and for a couple minutes we made out, while Alexisndra caused our orgasms to grow inside us.

"You two fucking peasants had better not be conspiring against me," Alexisndra grumbled from underneath me.
I thought about making some cutesy reference to Socialism and everyone sharing everything, but quickly realized that in this weird historical roleplaying, it was Socialism that had brought it all tumbling down for the Russian monarchy. So instead I broke our kiss and said, right after glancing at the clock and was surprised to see we only had five minutes left, "What can your peasants do to extract your load in a hurry, Empress? We only have a few minutes left."
"Really? Damn! Okay, then double suck me," she ordered.
"Yes, Empress."
"Yes, Tsarina."
Soon we were both on our knees sucking her cock in tandem, our lips working together from either side of her.
"That's it, peasants. Don't stop," Alexisndra moaned.
I'd written scenes like this before, but I'd always wondered whether this technique would actually work. Well, good news... it does!... once you've fumbled around a bit before you get going.
Soon working together in perfect unison, we had her moaning loudly, and then she ordered urgently, "Mrs. Walker, swallow my load!"
"You betcha, Empress!" I just wrapped my lips around her cock, and it unloaded against the back of my throat in an instant!
I still had my mouth wrapped around her organ, when a new voice ordered, "Get the fuck out of there, bitches. It's my turn!"
"Nроклятие!" (meaning Damn!) "I'm so sorry, Joanne," Alexisndra apologized, shifting from Empress to lowly peasant in a heartbeat. Clearly there was a hierarchy among the trans students, and Alexisndra wasn't as high and mighty as I'd thought. (Except I'd perceived correctly some time ago that Nicole was at the top of the heap.)
Alexisndra and Reika rushed out, and Joanne entered, wearing a strange outfit that mixed gym attire with orange thigh highs. She was a fit-looking black girl, with very curly blonde hair.
"Come here and take my shoes off, Mrs. Walker," she instructed, hopping onto my desk.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, immediately informing her that I understood my low position in the hierarchy.
"You're already well trained, aren't you, you sexy slut?" she smiled, as I went over and dropped in front of her.
"Only in theory until recently Mistress, but I've always been naturally obedient," I explained, placing my hands on her running shoes.
"I hope you like licking sweaty stocking feet as much as you describe in your stories," she replied.
"I've definitely done a lot more fantasizing about that than actually doing it," I responded, "so the jury's still out on that one," as I pulled off her left shoe.
"Then, my cute little teacher slut," she said, wiggling her toes so a salty, smelly scent wafted towards me. "You're about to discover that verdict up close and personal." Then she called out to an imaginary person, "Foreman? What has the jury decided?"
So she did have a sense of humour! Cool!
"I can't wait to find out," I said excitedly, moving to her other shoe... I was very curious to learn if my many descriptions of this experience were even remotely close to actually doing it.
"You want to have a go at serving as my stocking-licking-and-sucking slut?" she asked with a chuckle.
"I do," I admitted, untying her other shoe.
"You do, what?" she asked, clearly having read at least some of my work, since she was treating me exactly the tsame way so many of the Mistresses I'd created treated their pets... insisting that they say exactly what they wanted them to do and declaring who they were. (I might be able to say truthfully that I was very inexperienced at being a submissive, but there was no way I'd be able to claim with any credibility that I wasn't very familiar with the lingo!)
As I loosened the laces enough to remove her second runner, I answered her question. "Mistress, I very much do want to become your stocking-sole-licking-and-silky-sheer-toe-sucking teacher slave."
"Slave, you say?" she said, looking down at me. Oops! Suddenly I realized the accidental racial implications of that word.
She just looked down on me with a blank face.
My heart plummeted! "I'm sooo sorry, Mistreess! I didn't mean...."
"No! Don't worry, I like what you just said," she reassured me. "Having my own white stocking slut slave is kind of hot," she said, as I slipped off her second runner.
"Slave, pet, submissive fuck toy, teacher bimbo," I listed off, "you can call me whatever, and use me however you see fit. Although we Canadians had much fewer slaves. Only about 4,200... than the Americans, and between 1671 and 1834, I kind of feel I owe it to you."
"Fuck! You're as nasty as your most depraved characters!" she said magnanimously, as she stuck both of her feet in my face and ordered, "Inhale."
The strong smell overwhelmed me... the authentic aroma of a woman's sweaty feet.
"You like?"
"Your jury foreman has just informed me that the verdict is.... it's heavenly!" I reported right after I'd inhaled deeply.
"I went for a run and got them as sweaty as I could for you," she bragged, while she rubbed her damp, sweaty, stinky nylon-clad soles all over my face.
"Thanks, I appreciate it," I said, enjoying not only the scent and slight sweat, but also the silky sheer feel against my face.
"I knew you would," she said, then she ordered, "Now lick my soles clean."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, eagerly extending my tongue and slurping it from her heel up to the creases beneath her toes, before meandering back down, thoroughly licking every square inch of her foot.
"Good slut," she moaned, seeming to be receiving distinct pleasure from my tongue action.
"Thank you," I replied, continuing my savouring of her salty sweat.
I replicated the same focused attention to her other foot, before she offered me her toes... which was just like I'd written about in SO many stories, but now I finally got to do it in real life. This experience with Joanne consisted of complete submission, obvious humiliation, and thus utter exhilaration!
I sucked each of her salty toes into my mouth like it was a small cock, before she said, "I could enjoy this all day, but we have a time limit, and I want to fuck you hard."
"Then please do it," I said, painfully aware that I still hadn't seen her cock, since she was still wearing shorts and a shirt.
She stood up and quickly shed those garments and revealed her rather impressive cock.
"What a delicious-looking dick!" I said, admiring it. (I'd learned over the years that black people tend to prefer that term over cock.)
"Glad to hear it. Come here and get yourself some dark chocolate," she invited, waving her dick back and forth temptingly.
"Yes indeed, Mistress," I said, and I quickly went to her dick and took it into my mouth. Conscious that she only had ten minutes before my next dick arrived, I didn't suck on her balls or suck her slowly, but immediately began bobbing aggressively, like a porn star cum slut.
"Oh yeah, you dick-hungry whore," she said. Then she began moaning from my eager sucking. "I'm going to fuck you so good!"
"Mmmmmmmmm," I moaned, already excited from knowing this big dick would soon be inside my pussy... or my ass... who knew which hole she'd choose to fuck, but whichever one, it was all good!
"Deep throat me, fuck toy," she ordered, so I smoothly took most of her dick inside my mouth, and some of it down my throat. With all my practicing recently, I was getting really good at this!
Then I completely obliged her request by taking all eight-plus inches into my mouth, and almost half of it beyond.
"Shit, you're the nastiest one of all our slut teachers," she moaned... music to my ears!... while I continued furiously bobbing on this black dick, consistently devouring it whole.
After a couple more minutes, she announced, "It's time for me to pile drive you."
"Pile drive?" I asked, and instead of explaining, she pushed my head back, making me tumble onto my back.
Then she bragged. "Yeah, imma do some pile driving," and since I was already on my back, all she needed to do was lift both of my legs up in the air until my knees were high above my face, and then she ordered, "use your hands to hold your ass up."
"Yes, Mistress," I acknowledged. This could have been a challenge, but after my Kama Sutra experience earlier, I was ready for this. I simply planted my elbows on the rug and my hands against the small of my back.
She then rudely stuck her right foot on the side of my head, but not rudely at all, slid her cock into my pussy at an angle that was pure pussy perfection!
"Oh my fucking God," I moaned as she began fucking me hard... or in her words, she pile-drove me.
"Yeah! This position drives all my fuck toys crazy," she bragged, as she slammed into me with her foot remaining pressed against my head.

"You're going so fucking deep," I moaned, feeling rapturous from her deep thrusts. She seemed to be stimulating every nerve ending in my body, while also seriously humiliating me. Like I said earlier... Heavenly!
"You know you're just another cum dump, don't you?" she asked. I assumed she was beginning the standard litany she went through with all her new sluts.
"Yes I am, Mistress," I agreed, which was obviously the only acceptable answer. Meanwhile, my mind was floating around in yet another lustful fog.
"Do you want to be a cum dump?"
"Yes! I want to take loads from everyone in the seniors' dorm," I declared wickedly, thinking today was an excellent head start towards that goal.
"I'm only one senior, but imma fill you right up," she said, still really hammering my sloppy hole.
"Thank you! Please don't stop!" I moaned, her deep thrusts driving me wild, and making yet another orgasm begin rising inside me.
"Don't stop what?" she asked, unexpectedly pulling out of me completely.
"No! Please don't stop fucking my pussy with your big dick!" I begged, urgently moving my ass up and down and around, desperately hoping to locate her dick... blindly, so fat chance... so I could fuck myself on it.
"Do you want to fuck yourself on my big dick?" she asked. And then from out of nowhere, she plunged all the way into me and gave me three deep thrusts! But then her dick vanished again.
"Yes! Yes! I want you to pound my pussy until you come inside me," I pleaded.
"It's my turn," someone called from outside the door.
"Tough bananas, I'm Joanne! I'll be fucking done whenever I'm done," Joanne called back, as she resumed fucking me.
Then there wasn't any more talking, just my moans and her groans, while she fucked me hard and deep.
It was likely a couple more minutes of her relentlessly pillaging my pussy, before I bellowed out a scream, thus informing whoever was on the other side of the door I was coming. "Fuuuuuuuuuck."
She unloaded inside me after another couple dozen strokes, without uttering another word.
As soon as she pulled out, I collapsed my legs and body back down onto the rug, then I quickly stood up. I could feel her cum leaking out of me, which was nice, but I was really cramping up.
"Yeah, that position can be a killer," Joanne said semi-sympathetically.
"I'm amazed I could hold it back for that long," I said, going and grabbing a bottle of water from the countertop, where I always kept some... a habit stemming from the terrible-tasting unfiltered tap water at my school back home. So now I always kept some bottled water handy in my classroom, which I shared with my students whenever they wanted some.
"I guess I should let your 3:30 take her turn now," Joanne said, as she grabbed her things.
I looked at the clock: 3:35. I nodded my agreement to her.
She left, and after a moment Ambra, a tall blonde Italian, girl came in to join me.
I apologized, "I'm sorry, sweetheart. Joanne was really giving it to me."
"You don't say," she said, as she slipped out of her sundress.
"Was I that loud?"
"I imagine the entire seniors dorm heard you," she joked, as I fetched a chair from the side of the room, dragged it onto the rug, and sat down on it. The seniors dorm was a good quarter mile away from the seniors classrooms building, where we were now.
"I'm sorry, I need a moment to recover," I apologized.
"Then why don't we start with just a hand job?" she suggested.
Then for a few minutes, while I gave her a slow hand job... which I rarely ever did... we chatted about Italy, since I'd visited there last summer. We talked rather casually about my favourite spots, the overcrowding at the Vatican, the delectable Italian food, and... well... lots of things. Never mind.
After all the intensity of the day so far, and especially that crazy wild last position with Joanne and the absolute pounding she'd given me, some quiet time with this sweet girl was a much-needed and relaxing break.
Then to my surprise, she erupted all over my chest completely out of the blue.
"Sorry!" she apologized.

"No worries," I smiled, scooping up a wad of her cum and sticking it in my mouth. "It had to go somewhere."
"I guess it did," she said a little awkwardly.
She headed out, and I had about four minutes before my 4 o'clock, so I downed the rest of the bottle of water.
My next visitor was Estrella, who walked in, then immediately came over to me, bent down and started sucking the fresh cum off my tits. "This stuff is delicious!"
"It is," I agreed, as I too scooped some cum off my tits and slurped it down.
Once I was cum free, she slid her cock into my mouth, and I sucked her for a few minutes.
She then had me lie down on a low table that she pulled over, and she went down on me. "God, I love pussy," she said as she licked me.
"I love both pussy and cock," I declared, since both were absolutely delicious.
"For me, cock was an acquired taste," she said as she probed my pussy, "but pussy? I've always craved it ever since my first taste."
"Well, mine will always be warm for you and ready to eat," I moaned. She was a very good pussy muncher!
"Then I'll be taking you up on that offer a lot," she warned as she worked my pussy over. If I hadn't had a multitude of orgasms already today, I'm sure I would have come in a couple of minutes. But now... no matter how hard she tried... and damn did she try... I just couldn't come again.
I apologized, "Sorry, what you're doing is amazing, but I think this late in my long day I'm all comed out," I said, even though I knew comed wasn't a word... but fuck grammar, right?
"It's okay," she said, as she sat up and slid her dick inside my pussy, "I was beginning to get self-conscious, since usually I get a woman off in a couple minutes."
"I bet you do," I moaned, as she slowly fucked me.
"Next time I might need to have you for breakfast," she said.
"From now on, I'll be available for all your meals," I responded cornily.
She fucked me for a few minutes before pulling out, straddling my chest, positioning her cock between my tits, squeezing them together, and tit fucking me... which I'd only had done to me once before, and then only for a few awkward seconds.
This time though, it worked pretty well! She pumped her dick between my tits, and with some cum still remaining there from before, plus my pussy juice on her cock, served as nice lubricants.
While this didn't really turn me on all that much... my breasts had never given me the pleasure most women seemed to receive from tit play... before she let go of my tits, she replaced the load she'd cleaned up with a fresh one.

Once she'd finished, she climbed down off the table and said, "I'll have to join you for some breakfast real soon."
"It'll be ready and waiting for you," I assured her as she left, and then I remained lying on the hard table, savouring a few minutes of tranquility and rest, since she'd left me with a few minutes to spare before my 4:30 visitor.



I was almost asleep, when I heard someone's voice say, "That's quite the pearl necklace."
"It's actually too low to be called that," I quipped, looking down to examine the cum decorating my chest.
"Then how about a breast-ial?" Aya quipped back, looking down at me past her huge cock... sorry, dick, since Aya was another black girl.
"That's a great term," I laughed, and I lifted up my feet to stroke her big black dick.
"Oh I like that," she said, as I gave her a silk stocking foot job.
"How does it feel?" I asked, as I slowly stroked it, finding it erotic.
"Good," she said, then corrected herself, "No, it's very good."
Yet after only a couple of minutes, if even that long, the position became a little tiresome because of the position I was in, and the hard table beginning to hurt my back. So I requested, "Do you mind if we switch positions?"
"Of course," she agreed, and I took my feet away.
"Why don't you lie down?" I suggested, "on your back would probably be best, and please spread your legs for me," getting up and pushing the table out of our way. Somehow I knew already that not only would I be having lots of sex with this tall and gorgeous black girl, but unlike with most of my student Mistresses, we'd also soon become close and comfortable friends.
She did as I requested, then I sat down between her legs and wrapped the soles of my feet back around her amazing dick, recalling how hot she'd looked with Nicole's big load on her face in one of the pics Nicole had sent to me back when she was still being the mysterious 'TransNikki.' I wondered if Aya knew Nicole had sent me those pictures. Once we became a bit closer with each other, I'd have to ask her about that.
I stroked her dick for a couple minutes while I admired her amazing black body, thinking how hot her green nylons looked on her. The shade looked like an Irish green. Green was my favourite colour, yet I'd never imagined it being a good colour for nylons. "I love your green nylons," I said, as I stroked her hard cock with the soles of my feet.
"I prefer the out there colours," she said. "Erin and I have yellow, orange and pink ones too," she shared.

"Nice," I said. I hadn't yet seen the Irish redhead in my long list of student sex partners for the day.
"Yeah, she gets them sent from back home," Aya added.
"I can't believe you two started without me," Erin herself came in and complained, about a minute later.
"That's what you told me to do," Aya replied.
"I told you to warm her up for me," Erin said, as she moved towards me. I moved my feet away from Aya and got on my knees, to suck the stunning redhead's big cock. It was just as big as Aya's, which was saying something!
"I would have, but she wanted to warm me up," Aya replied playfully.
"Then aren't you quite the little abarlach," Erin said to me, as I took her cock into my mouth.
"That means slut," Aya explained, while I was pondering that exact question.
"I'm sure someone as sexually knowledgeable as Mrs. Walker already knew that," Erin said, as I bobbed on her cock and moved my hands up and down her lime green nylons. They were sexy, but not as sexy as the dark green ones Aya was wearing.
When she pulled out a moment later, I admitted, "I didn't know that, actually."
"No matter. Does our sexy abarlach want to be spit roasted?" Erin asked.
"This abarlach definitely wants to take both of your cocks at once," I agreed, the word not quite rolling off my tongue as easily as some of the other derogatory terms did.
"Then lie down," Erin instructed. "I've been dying to fuck you all day."
"Right away, Mistress! I certainly don't want you to die," I said with a smirk, and I crawled back onto today's well-used carpet.
"You picky English teachers," she said, shaking her head and kneeling down with her right foot still on the floor, while Aya lowered herself too.
Erin rolled me onto my side, spread my legs wide, and slid inside my pussy, while Aya wriggled her way around until I could devour her delicious dick.
"Oh yeah, you're such a hot abarlach," Erin approved, fucking me slowly, while stroking her hands up and down my nylon-clad right leg, while I cupped my own breast for comfort, and sucked on Aya's dark chocolate dick.

This position was perfect for spit-roasting, and the girls obviously thought so too. We continued on in this position for quite a few minutes, their two dicks sliding in and out of me. Near the end, after my slow sucking of Aya, she began thrusting her hips and face fucking me, which led to Erin beginning to really slam into me, and thus I became no more than a vessel for their... and my... mutual pleasure.
"Are you close, Aya?" Erin asked.
"Oh yeah," she groaned, really using my face.
"So am I," Erin said, she too really giving it to me.
"Let's fill her up," Aya urged.
"Oh, yeah! On three," Erin agreed.
"I can't wait that long," Aya grunted, and she immediately exploded a load in my mouth, her delicious cum indeed filling me up.
"You fucking abarlach," Erin accused playfully, and after a couple more strokes, I felt her load filling my pussy.
This triggered yet another orgasm for me... this one a surprise... and so I moaned onto Aya's cock.
"A triple orgasm," Erin approved, as my body quaked on their dicks. "Ah, is that grand!"
Aya pulled out first, then Erin, and I rolled onto my back, utterly exhausted.
"I imagine this has been quite the day for you," Erin observed.
"Today has been the longest and most intense workout of my life," I smiled dreamily, feeling some of her cum oozing out of me. (And that was all... I'd swallowed all of Aya's cum.)
"Get used to it," Erin cautioned, "Weekends are always like this."
"Works for me. I'll always choose the Church of Cock or the Shrine of Pussy," I affirmed, recalling Nicole's referencing that term earlier.
"Yes, at this school we don't follow any of the normal religions," Erin agreed.
"Yes. Here you're free to worship whichever god or cock you choose," Aya confirmed.
"Just like you worship mine so often," Erin said to her obviously intimate friend.
"You do have a delicious dick," Aya agreed.
"You both have delicious dicks," I added.
"Yes, they do. But who has the most delicious cock of them all?" Headmistress Alexis asked, strolling in with her niece Nicole.
"You do, Headmistress," both Aya and Erin said in unison, immediately dropping to their knees before her.
Nicole scoffed.
"Don't forget your place, slut," Headmistress Alexis ordered her sternly, pointing to the floor.
Nicole stared into Alexis's eyes for a few long moments, like in those old Western standoffs just before the shooting started, but then she sighed dramatically, "Fine!" Her reluctance was clear from her tone.
"Girls, can you please put these new nylons onto our latest additional and obviously whole-hearted school slut?" Alexis requested, although it was more of an instruction.
"Yes, Headmistress," they replied. They accepted the package from her, pulled out the brand-how new nylons, and approached me.
I just lay there on my back, as they pulled off the one pair, and dressed me in a new green pair. They weren't as dark green as Aya's, but weren't as lime green as Erin's.
"Girls, you may leave. My niece and I need to spend some time with our newest recruit," Alexis said.
"Yes, Headmistress," again both girls said in unison, standing up, nodding politely, and departing.
"And as for you, my naughty niece," Alexis said, suddenly sounding very stern. She slapped Nicole's face with her huge dick, "You need to learn some respect!"
"Right in front of our teacher slut?" Nicole objected, sounding outraged.
"Exactly! I'll discipline you in front of all the seniors and teachers if I decide to, and if you know what's good for you, you'll take it!" the Headmistress barked.
"But auntie, I...." Nicole began trying to speak, but she was interrupted by Alexis abruptly shoving her cock inside her open mouth.
"Suck it, slut," Alexis commanded imperiously.
After a brief moment, Nicole maneuvered herself into a more submissive posture and began sucking the big cock, thus committing incest. Which was between two consenting adults, so I just stood there and enjoyed the show.
I watched as the incestuous... but more to the point... submissive act took place... seeing the normally dominant Nicole being put in her place, which was so hot to watch! It made me think of Bree and her mother going Mistress against Mistress in my Lesbian MILF Seductress series, and also that I'd never finished my Two Mistresses series, where I'd always planned to have one of the two mistresses... either Carolyn Adams (who was in some ways very knowledgeable like Alexis, but she was cis, not trans) or Samantha Summers (also cis and kind of like Nicole, but far worse)... submit to the other.

"You see, Jasmine, there always needs to be structure and respect between us, for our highly unusual secret society to remain as successful as it is," Headmistress Alexis explained, as Nicole sucked on her cock.
"That makes so much sense," I agreed, while I knelt down onto my knees as a gesture of respect.
"Out hierarchy exists for a reason," she continued, moving her hand to the back of her niece's head and pushing it insistently, so she was now getting deep throated. "If the hierarchy isn't followed willingly, our entire society could fall apart."
"I can see that," I agreed again, completely understanding where she was coming from. It was the same philosophy I always used whenever I wrote my Mistress-submissive stories.
"Isn't that right, Nicole?" Alexis asked, and I glanced at Amanda, who'd just slipped into the room and was gazing at me adoringly... making my heart feel very warm. It didn't hurt that she was as naked as the rest of us.
"Yes, Headmistress," Nicole agreed, coughing a little, when the cock was pulled out of her mouth.
"Good. And now that we've cleared that up, why don't we give our sexy little teacher one more welcome into our mutually respectful society," Alexis said, shifting smoothly from firm Headmistress to sexy seductress (with a cock).
"Absolutely agreed," Nicole said, quickly and easily resuming her strong-willed persona, as she got off her knees. I noticed the redheaded Nicole was wearing red nylons, while Headmistress Alexis's black hair matched her thigh highs. "The slut looks like she needs more cocking."
"I can always use more cocking," I said, parroting her unique term. Which seemed to be true, since even though I'd just been fucked and used for almost eight hours straight, and my body was sore, my mouth and pussy were both craving even more... and perhaps even my asshole., too.
"You're so insatiable," Alexis smiled affectionately, as she pulled me up off my knees and kissed me with unmistakable passion. Her fingers went to my pussy, and I also felt someone's hands fondling my ass... either Nicole or Amanda, I couldn't tell at the moment.
When Alexis broke our kiss, she instructed, "Amanda, I want you to film this entire upcoming session. We should give Ms. Jasmine a forever memento of this special day."
"Yes, I certainly will, Headmistress," Amanda agreed with obvious sincerity, and she pulled out her phone and began filming, while Alexis said to us other two, "Girls, pull that coffee table out to the center of the rug."
We did.
"Let's start by getting comfortable," Alexis said, leading me to the low table and sitting me down in the middle of it.
"What are we doing?" Nicole asked. I was wondering the same thing.
Alexis sat down on my right, and pointed to the open spot on the table to my left, "You and I are going to enjoy our teacher pet."
"Sounds good," Nicole agreed, sitting down beside me.
"Jasmine, I want you to show us how much you want our cocks," Alexis instructed. "Stroke them, and get them ready for us to fuck you."
"Yes, I certainly will, Headmistress," I replied happily, and I reached over to both hard cocks and began gently jerking them off.
"Oh, yeah! Show us how badly you want us, Jasmine," Alexis approved.
"Of course," I agreed, readjusting my legs to straddle theirs, and leaning back. "These are two amazingly large cocks," I praised, hoping I'd soon be taking them both inside me at once.

"Yeah, that's really good," Alexis moaned, as I admired both dicks. I was in awe of both of them, but especially the massive monster wielded by the Headmistress.
"God, do I want your cocks inside me," I moaned, getting turned on just from feeling all that hard meat in my hands.
"Can't we just fuck her?" Nicole demanded impatiently.
"Patience, my dear," Alexis said, "being a competent Mistress is far more than just using your pets."
"Not from my experience," Nicole disagreed.
"Then your experience is sorely lacking. I'm talking about the difference between a wannabe Mistress and an actual Mistress," Alexis said.
"And I suppose you're calling me just a wannabe Mistress?" the younger domme asked with a sneer. "We tell our pets what to do, and they do it, what's the big deal?"
'There is lots more to it than that. You need to understand your pets, to know their needs," Alexis explained.
"Why should I care about their needs?"
"Because the most powerful aspect of being a Mistress is knowing how far you can push a pet without breaking her," Alexis explained, sighing slightly. (I'm not sure, but I think I heard her breathe almost silently, "Idiot!")
I listened avidly to this profound knowledge, while Nicole continued to be oblivious to her aunt's wise words. A few of my more well-developed characters had sometimes espoused ideas just like hers, but I (and hence they) could only pontificate theoretically; Alexis had obviously been putting them to use for years!
But Nicole still wasn't getting it. "Isn't their purpose in life to please me? How could they possibly break from doing that?"
"Maybe that approach works in the short term," Alexis said, as I rolled my fingers over both of their cock heads. "But if you want to keep a pet for a long time, and not just for your immediate sexual satisfaction, you need to learn their needs and satisfy them."
"What needs?"
"For a start, they need to feel safe, they need a sense of purpose, and they need to feel understood," Alexis explained.
"Do you feel safe and understood, Ms. Jasmine?" Nicole asked me.
"I do," I replied, feeling caught in the middle, while I literally was in the middle.
"Yes, but she's just in the initial stages of submission so far," Alexis said, standing up. "That's perfectly natural. But as time goes on, you need to nurture a pet."
"I don't understand," Nicole admitted.
"First, let's move this table out of our way," Alexis said.
Nicole and Amanda moved the table, and Alexis snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor.
I silently dropped to my knees, and Nicole observed, "She already seems pretty well trained to me."
"Ms. Jasmine is indeed ahead of the curve. I think a large part of that is from her years of writing erotica, and from her keen attention to researching many of the nuances pertaining to dominance and submission. So at least in theory, she already knows a lot about what she'll actually be facing as she continues submitting to people like us in the weeks and months ahead. I suspect she was also submissive to her husband when she was married," Alexis said, as she came over to stand next to me.
"Were you submissive to your husband?" Nicole asked, coming over to stand on my other side.
Without needing an order, I reached for both of their cocks and resumed stroking them.
"I was," I answered, "or at least I was in the bedroom."
"Yes, most submissive women are strong outside the bedroom, and they're often in positions of authority," Alexis said. She pointed to her dick, and I took it into my mouth.
"Her writing indicates that," Nicole appraised.
"Yes, and there are published psychological theses that support the various premises that her stories illustrate," Alexis agreed.

"Don't ignore my cock, slut," Nicole said, so I turned my attention to her dick... and saw Amanda filming me, and her lovely hard cock was aimed right at me!
"Yes, show us, my pet! Show us how much you love sucking cock," Alexis encouraged me, as I stroked hers while sucking her niece's.
"Mmmmmmmm," I responded, wanting her to know how much I was enjoying the task at hand... and at mouth.
"You see Nicole, a true submissive... a real pet... truly enjoys giving us pleasure," Alexis said. "In fact, most submissives... and Jasmine definitely fits this description perfectly... get sexually stimulated whenever they're playing this role."
"That makes sense," Nicole admitted, as I went back to Alexis's cock.
"I could suck your cocks all day," I agreed, before taking Alexis's monster back into my mouth.
"It's also important to reward our pets whenever they deserve it," Alexis expounded.
"I do that by fucking them," Nicole said.
"Yes, that's part of it," Alexis agreed, "but a pet also needs to serve us and to be praised for doing so. That's critical to her pleasure."
"And we're supposed to care about their pleasure?" Nicole asked.
"Indeed we are," Alexis replied. "That's essential if we want to build a relationship, and keep her happy to serve us long term."
"I see," Nicole said, seeming to ponder these points, and maybe even take them to heart, as I went back to her dick.
"But each and every pet is different, so it's also important for us to notice all the nuances," Alexis continued her lesson. "For example, some women thrive on humiliation, but it just makes some others uncomfortable."
"This particular slut loves being humiliated," Nicole said.
"That she does," Alexis agreed. "But she also has insecurities and doubts, and I can guarantee you she's questioned her actions since she submitted yesterday... especially with you."
"Is that true?" Nicole asked, sounding surprised, as she pulled out of my mouth so I could reply.
"Yes," I admitted.
"How so?" she asked, now seeming genuinely curious.
"Besides the obvious undermining of my position of authority as a teacher, whenever I'm not feeling horny, I often feel guilty for acting on my sexual impulses," I admitted.
"Why?" she asked.
"I think it's because I'm not totally immune to the fact that society has placed women on a pedestal," I explained thoughtfully. "And society always expects women to act in certain ways, otherwise we're sluts."
"But you are a slut," Nicole said.
"Every woman has a slut living inside them," Alexis began to explain, but then she paused her message to instruct me, "get on all fours, Jasmine."
As I did what she told me, she continued, "but many women are too ashamed or afraid to let that side out... ever. Which is a shame. Jasmine perhaps explained it best in some of her stories, especially in the Church Girl series, that a society that's still dominated by men exerts all the pressure it can... which is often considerable... to keep women in line and behaving like little church mice."



"Well, like Bob Dylan sang way back in 1963, The times they are a-changing," Nicole said, as she went behind me. As I sat down, I saw a bunch of cum on Amanda's nylons, and was curious who'd spewed it on her. But I didn't have much time to ponder this mystery, since Alexis's delicious dick suddenly appeared in front of me as she laid down... so her dick was standing erect before me, obviously awaiting my services.
I didn't need to be told what to do. I wrapped my hand around her cock and took it into my mouth.
Then as Nicole slid into my pussy, Alexis agreed with a soft moan, "Yes. They still are, and even though we're only doing it undercover for now, we're a big part of that change."
"Yes, that I can agree with," Nicole said. Her hands were on my hips, she began fucking me, so now I was getting spit-roasted... with Amanda's phone still filming us.

After two or three minutes of this position while I enjoyed Nicole's hard back shots, while equally enjoying bobbing on the biggest cock in the school, Alexis suggested swapping positions. So after a brief moment of having no cocks inside me, I went back to being spit-roasted... now tasting my pussy juice on Nicole's cock.
After a minute or so of my sucking Nicole's cock while Alexis smoothly slid her massive cock in and out of my pussy, Nicole ordered, "Keep my cock in your mouth, but look at Amanda."
I looked up, and saw Amanda had changed positions too, and she was now filming me from pretty up close.

"Show Amanda how much you love my cock," Nicole ordered, and she started pulling my hair.
I looked directly into the camera, paused with the cock head in my mouth, and then I deep throated it and held it there tickling my tonsils.
Then Nicole grabbed both of my pigtails, pulled my head closer to her, and began face fucking me... which was quite a turn-on!
"Ever been double penetrated?" Alexis asked about a minute later.
Nicole let go of my hair, and I answered, "No, Headmistress."
"Then it's time to change that," Nicole said.
"Straddle Nicole's dick," Alexis ordered.
"Yes, Headmistress," I obeyed. And knowing I was about to get double penetrated was a massive rush... although I had no idea how I could possibly manage to take all of Alexis's massive dick inside my asshole!
"Can't I have her ass?" Nicole whined, even while I straddled her.
"Are you the Headmistress?" Alexis asked. I imagine she was glaring at the girl.
"No, ma'am," Nicole sighed.
Then as I impaled Nicole's dick inside my very wet pussy, Alexis got behind me.
"Now relax as much as you can, Jasmine," Alexis advised me, as I felt her cock resting against my rosebud... which fortunately had already taken some dick today... although none of it nearly as long as Alexis's massive shaft.
"Yes, I certainly will, Headmistress," I agreed, glancing at Amanda and giving her a slight smile.
She gave me one back, before I looked down at Nicole who also smiled and warned me, "Get ready to really get fucked!"
"Slam that dick in my ass," I responded bravely, ready to be sodomized by a massive porn-worthy cock. Or at least I was outwardly brave... fake it till you make it, right?
"I love your enthusiasm," Alexis said as her cock began penetrating me.
"Oooooooh," I moaned, as the cock entered my asshole.
"Her dick is really big, isn't it?" Nicole said conspiratorially, looking into my eyes.
"It's fucking huge," I agreed, as it continued going deeper and deeper into my asshole.
"I love feeling it in my ass," Nicole said. Which astonished me, since from the moment I'd started thinking about her sexually, I'd always assumed she was only a top.
"Yeah, my niece acts all tough," Alexis said, with her body suddenly resting against my ass... meaning she was all the way inside me. "But she loves my dick in her ass."
"Only yours," Nicole clarified.
"No, not only mine," Alexis corrected her, as she began slowly fucking me.
"Fine, yours and Senator Smith's," Nicole admitted.
"Mmmmmmm, picturing that is so hot," I said, now fully double penetrated, but no action yet.

"Yes, and the Senator will love you too," Alexis assured me, as she began fucking my ass.
"That would be a real honour," I moaned. The intensity of these two huge cocks inside me, plus the idea I might someday service Senator Smith, was exhilarating.
"Oh, it definitely will be," Alexis predicted, as she bucked her ass down, reaching new depths inside my ass.
"Oooooooh," I moaned, and then I just enjoyed the double fucking, as both dicks pumped in and out of me in unison... leading me to believe that I wasn't the first slut these two Mistresses had double penetrated together.
Then for three or four minutes I was hammered, fucked, pounded, and inevitably I reached yet another orgasm.
Then while I was still coming, Alexis ordered brusquely, "Sluts! Take your places and receive our loads!"
I staggered weakly up to my knees, and Amanda joined me, while both of our Mistresses stroked their cocks right in front of us.
It didn't take long before both cannons erupted all over our faces and tits!

Once their loads were spent, Alexis said, "It's obvious you two are smitten with each other... why don't you kiss for us?"
"Really?" I asked delightedly.
"For sure," Amanda responded with equal eagerness, and we stood up and wrapped our arms around each other.

Then we kissed, while we melted into each other.
"Adorable," Alexis purred, after about a minute of Amanda and I making out.
"Why don't they 69 for us?" Nicole suggested.
"Yes, why don't they?" Alexis agreed.
"I'd love to," I said, excited about sucking Amanda's cock. And with an appreciative audience? Even better!
Amanda laid down on her back, then I straddled her face and devoured her cock.
"That's so hot," Nicole said.
"Yes, it certainly is," Alexis agreed, as we pleasured each other slowly and sensually.

Amanda and I continued pleasuring each other for many long and pleasurable minutes, not finishing until long after Alexis and Nicole had left.
Eventually, I swallowed her creamy load, while I came against her hungry lips.
I rolled onto my back and rubbed the cum... hers and our two Mistress's... all over my face and chest.
Amanda crawled up to my face and kissed me.
We made out tenderly, until out of nowhere Sarah announced, "We saved the best for last."
Amanda got off of me, and I saw Sarah, Cherise and Christine all standing there, with their hard dicks aimed right at me.
"It's blowback time, girlfriend," Sarah declared, as they all stalked towards me.
"I'd better go," Amanda said, kissing me once more, saying "Enjoy, sis!" and walking out.
"If that's what time it is, then you hot chicks had better bring those cocks over to me, so I can put them to good use," I said, getting back down on my weary knees "They certainly aren't going to suck themselves."
Which began a marathon cocksucking session that lasted over twenty minutes, as I went from cock to cock to cock.

Eventually I added three more loads to the collection on my face and tits.

Alexis returned to my classroom and ordered, "Nicole asked me to tell you to keep our loads completely visible on yourself until you're back in your room. She said something about Ms. Penelope."
"Yes I will, Mistress," I agreed.
"And one more thing," she added. "The teachers have petitioned me for a chance to monopolize your services tonight in the Teachers' Lounge, and I think it's a splendid idea. How does that sound to you?"
"I think splendid is the perfect descriptor!" I agreed enthusiastically. I loved all the cock I'd gotten today, but I already knew from my limited time with Penelope that I loved pussy just as much!
They all left, and once I was alone, and seeing from my schedule there weren't any more girls coming to see me, I did indeed set out on my second cum walk of the day. I'd only just entered the hallway, when I encountered two of my fellow teachers Harmony and Myeong, and saw that probably because of my new status, the Dress Code... and even any pretensions of dressing modestly... had now completely flown the coop in certain regions of the campus, since Harmony's tits were completely exposed, and Myeong's dress was almost completely transparent. They looked so hot! They were very friendly, and complimented me... apparently sincerely... on my 'lovely adornment', and suggested I should get some rest before my initiation tonight with all the teachers into my new role as Bottom Slut. I thanked them for their good wishes, and continued on my way.

I finally got back to my room, took a shower, quickly ate some supper... famished since I hadn't eaten any actual food all day... and settled in for a much-needed nap, knowing this day of marathon sex wasn't even close to being over!
End of Chapter 2
Coming next: Colleague Worshipping. Where I serve lots and lots of naked fellow teachers and get this special collar.

A FEW PICS I DIDN'T USE FROM THE KAMA SUTRA SCENE. I liked this pic, but in the end it just didn't fit. My orgasm look is always one I like.

Just a position I didn't use.

I absolutely loved this pic, which was the only one in the first draft, before Tex had some fun with the Kama Sutra concept. Unfortunately, the cum on my face just looked odd.

THE END... FOR NOW
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Summary: Seductress seduces mom and daughter individually.
All characters in sexual situations are 18 years of age and older.
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THE TURNING CONTEST is a week-long competition between five MILF best friends over who can turn more straight teens, college girls and women.
The prize: The winner gets a weekend with the other four women's 18-year-old daughters.
Although each story definitely stands on its own, this is the nineteenth seduction scene. Here is a quick refresher of what has happened so far.
1. Turning Contest: A Beautiful Blonde, in which seductress VERONICA STONE seduces a teen in her clothing store.
2. Turning Contest: A Cute Maid, in which reluctant seductress (she is more a submissive) and rich wife CAROL WHITE seduces and dominates her temporary maid.
3. Turning Contest: A Delicious Model, in which seductress and casting agent PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute 19-year-old model who is auditioning for a part in the new Matt Damon movie.
4. Turning Contest: A Desperate Asian, in which black professor CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a shy Japanese student in her office.
5. Turning Contest: A Dominated Thief, in which store owner VERONICA STONE molests an 18-year-old who tried to steal from her store.
6. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bday Girl, in which married seductress JASMINE JONES molests, seduces and fucks a 21-year-old birthday girl at a club.
7. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bride 2 Be, in which JASMINE JONES continues her night at the club by seducing a friend of the birthday girl as well as a bride-to-be at her bachelorette party.
8. Turning Contest: A Edible Waitress, in which CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a cute, big breasted, 18-year-old waitress at an open-all-night diner.
9. Turning Contest: A Fashionable Cutie, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute Victoria's Secret saleswoman in a change room.
10. Turning Contest: A Fateful Birthday, in which CAROL WHITE seduces a chubby girl at the beach and doubles down on a peeping Belle.
11. Turning Contest: A Former Student, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into a former student, goes back to her place and seduces her slyly.
12. Turning Contest: A Friend in Need, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces, somewhat by accident, her good friend who just caught her husband sucking cock in her kitchen.
13. Turning Contest: A Friend of Amy's, in which VERONICA STONE gets her third turn with a surprisingly quirky nerd with the assistance of her first seduction (turn 1: A Beautiful Blonde).
14. Turning Contest : A Girl Guide's Sis, in which JASMINE JONES seduces an 18-year-old selling cookies for her younger sister and who just happens to be her own daughter's cross-town rival.
15. Turning Contest: A Hit & Lick, in which CRYSTAL WATSON is hit from behind at a red light by a teen girl and uses the opportunity to get not one, but two turns seducing the nerdish driver and her Muslim friend.
16. Turning Contest: A Kinky Cuckquean, in which VERONICA STONE catches two teens having sex in one of her dressing rooms and uses it to blackmail them into submitting sexually to her.
17. Turning Contest: A Kismet Encounter, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into her daughter's former grade three teacher in line at a coffee shop and brings her home for a sweet seduction.
18. Turning Contest: A Lick for a Raise, in which VERONICA STONE turns a good employee who may be trying to blackmail her, into a pussy licking and strap-on taking pet.
Turning Contest: A Lick Shop
Portia heard her phone bing as Abby was trying on gowns for the charity gala tonight. She had decided to make her good friend, and recently turned, Abby her plus-one for the gala. Unlike most turns which are turn em' and leave em', this turn was about liberating her friend from a bad marriage and awakening her bisexual side.
Portia pulled her phone out and said, "Fuck."
"What?" said Abby as she excitedly considered the next amazing gown; she still couldn't believe she was going to a charity gala tonight. Heck, she was happy just to be out of the house and not sitting alone steeping in depression, and here she was trying on gowns while drinking wine at a shop for the rich and famous. The last thirty minutes had been her own Cinderella story. She looked at her friend staring sourly at her phone screen and hoped nothing had happened that would cause Portia to have to leave her. As long as she was with Portia, she would be distracted from the reality she was getting a divorce.
Portia looked at the updated scoreboard and saw she was really falling behind and she hated to lose.
Score at 5:47 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 6
Veronica: 5
Jasmine: 4
Carol: 3
Portia: 3
"I need to get some turns to have any chance of winning this contest," Portia sighed, her friends all very strong adversaries. She'd known Veronica would be a challenge, but seeing Crystal on top was surprising and a little annoying.
"I can't believe you are actually having a contest to see who can turn the most straight girls," Abby said. But then looking at herself in the mirror in the beautiful dress, she had to admit that she herself had become part of the contest. But it had led to the best sex of her life and brought her out of the shock and embarrassment that her husband had cheated on her with a man. She was so happy that her friend had targeted her for seduction.
"Turning straight girls is a great hobby," Portia smiled, as she looked over the new shop assistant who was helping Abby. She was certainly pretty enough, but was probably already a pussy muncher, most of the women working here were. Then she turned her gaze through the one-way window between the private area where they were and the main store. There she saw an apparent mother helping her daughter find a fancy dress, probably for a prom or cotillion or something. "I think of it as community service," she added absent-mindedly.
"I'm community service?" Abby questioned.
"You didn't seem to mind earlier when I was fucking you," Portia wickedly said, as she continued gazing out into the store from the private salon for the rich and famous like her. The mother searching among the dress racks was pretty, though a little chubby. Perhaps the perfect prey.
"You caught me at a vulnerable moment," she said, which was true.
"Perhaps," the black-haired beauty said, somewhat distracted. "Now go try on the gold one."
Abby stepped over and followed Portia's intent gaze into the main store. "Are you looking for your next turn?" she asked.
"The radar is beeping," Portia smiled, giving her friend a wink. "Now go try on that gold dress, I think you're going to look gorgeous in it."
"Okay," Abby nodded, really enjoying being spoiled like a princess in such a fancy shop.
Portia slipped out of the private room and walked over to the redheaded mother who was looking through a rack of evening gowns and said, "A striking redhead like you should go with a black or gold gown."
"Oh, it's for my daughter," the woman said.
"That doesn't mean you can't play pretend and try something on," Portia smiled warmly, having a smile that had overwhelmed many men and women... especially women... which she seemed to draw in like moths to a flame.
"These are way out of my price range," the woman sighed, with a tinge of annoyance.
"Oh?" Portia questioned.
"Her father is trying to win her over during the divorce by letting her buy anything she wants here," she said, her tone not even remotely trying to hide her bitterness at her husband.
"I'm sorry to hear about that," Portia said, moving her hand to the woman's and giving it a squeeze... a woman in the middle of a divorce was a perfect target for a turn. "Men can be such assholes."
"You got that right," she said, just the mention of her soon-to-be ex-husband getting her upset.
"Not to mention dumb asses," Portia said silkily as she let her eyes crawl slowly over the woman's body. "Does he even realize what he's giving away?"
The woman shivered under the intense gaze, trying to remember how long it had been since her husband had looked at her like that. "Not much, according to him," she said in response to the beautiful woman's comment.
"Then you should show him what he's really losing," Portia said, seeing her way in.
"What?"
"Please let me help you," Portia said, shifting into seductress mode the minute the possibility of a fresh turn presented itself. This woman was vulnerable and could likely be easily manipulated. A woman in a divorce often blamed herself or had growing insecurities.
"With what?"
"Let's show the asshole just what he lost," Portia repeated, as she grabbed a black cocktail dress off the rack and held it up in front of the other woman's soft, curvy body.
"I don't think so," the woman said, shocked by the slightly younger woman's forwardness.
"I'm serious," Portia said, never one to take no for an answer, it being how she became so successful in the man's world of Hollywood. "We're going to find the perfect dress for you to try, I'll take a picture, and you can send it to him."
"I don't think so," the befuddled woman repeated.
"Trust me," Portia said, "you're a beautiful woman and you should remind him of that."
Just then, the daughter came out of the regular change room and the mother turned her attention to her even as she was enjoying the compliments of this utterly beautiful woman. But before she could comment on her daughter's dress, the stranger spoke up.
"While that is cute," Portia said, wanting to get rid of the daughter as soon as she could, "I think you need a dark blue dress."
"Really?" the girl asked, wondering who this complete stranger was. But she was very pretty and dressed so hot herself, perhaps she was a consultant here?
Portia nodded,"That dress is too light for your complexion."
"You think so?" the daughter asked.
"Trust me," Portia said, looking absolutely stunning in the red cocktail dress and black nylons she'd purchased for tonight's event, with a seam down the back of her thigh high stockings giving the ensemble an extra sexy frisson.
"Okay," the girl said, instantly listening to the advice of this beautiful stranger and ignoring her mother.
Portia put the black cocktail dress back on the rack and walked to some gowns, found a blue one that she thought would suit the girl and brought it to the cute teen. "Here, this one is perfect."
"Thank you," the pretty girl said, taking the dress.
"How old are you?" Portia enquired, pondering if she may be a better target or even ambitiously a second target.
"Eighteen," she answered, finding herself slightly drawn to this very pretty woman.
"What is the dress for?" Portia asked, the possibilities of one or even two turns suddenly plausible.
"A school dance," she said.
"I'm here helping a friend who is coming with me to a charity celebrity gala," Portia slipped in there, planting a seed of seduction.
"Oh, wow," both the mother and daughter said in unison.
"I'm a casting agent," Portia revealed, then added, planting another seed, one that had worked so many times before, "Have you ever acted?"
"I'm in all our school plays," the girl answered, in growing awe of this pretty, luxurious woman.
"I could tell," Portia said, although she couldn't. It was just something she said to help build a connection.
"What kind of gala?" the curious teenager asked.
"A charity gala with auctions and a dance," Portia answered, where she was sure to add at least one turn. So many young, ripe girls would do anything to get a part in some commercial or movie... it being so many girls' dreams. The major problem was finding someone who wasn't already bi or already turned for the contest. In today's increasingly sexualized world more girls were becoming bisexual or exploring their lesbian side at a younger age than when she was young.
"Wow," the teen said, now completely captivated by this woman.
"You go try that on and I'll go help your mother with a dress of her own," Portia said, throwing out the ultimate bait. "I may have a couple of extra tickets for the premier if you two are interested."
"Really? Can we, Mom?" the teen asked in utter excitement.
"I don't know," 'Mom' hesitated, feeling the conversation odd and that there was something untrustworthy about this woman.
"Mom, we have to," the daughter pleaded.
"Go try that dress on and I'll talk to her," the mother said.
As soon as the daughter disappeared back into the change room, Portia said, "This is how you one-up your douchebag ex-husband."
"Ah, true," the mother nodded, that one sentence instantly making this situation very appealing.
"I'm Portia, by the way."
"Glenda," she said, "and my daughter is Zoey."
"Come with me," Portia said, taking the woman by the hand, and leading her to the other area Abby was in. "You will rock this dress I had my friend trying on."
As they walked through a nondescript door that Glenda thought went into a back storage area, she instead found herself in a luxuriously appointed salon with leather furniture and a wine bar. "There is a private change room area?" the stunned woman asked.
"A perk of knowing the manager," Portia smiled... someone she had fucked on many occasions.
"So, I see," the suddenly impressed mother said, looking at a woman in an amazingly beautiful gown staring expectantly at her escort.
"What do you think?" Abby asked.
"That is the one," Portia said, "but you will need mocha stockings with it."
"Okay," Abby said, knowing Portia had a thing for nylons.
The cute assistant nodded, "I'll be right back with some, ma'am."
"The ones with the seams down the back," Portia called out.
"Of course, ma'am," the sweet Anastasia said.
Portia retrieved the black dress that had been too big for Abby but would likely fit this woman. "Here, go in the room right there and try this on."
"I could never afford anything like this," Glenda said, as Portia handed her a luxurious gown.
"It's on me," Portia said.
"I couldn't," she responded.
"Trust me, you'll wear it, give it back to me tomorrow and I'll use it as an outfit for a commercial or movie or both and will be able to write it off."
"Really?" Glenda asked, so surprised by this woman's kindness.
"Yes, now go change, I want to see you in this so we can give your asshole of an ex a lesson in regrets," Portia ordered, pointing to the second door.
"Why do you care about that?" Glenda asked, just still feeling something odd about this whole situation.
"We all have an ex-asshole," Portia smiled, indeed having an ex-husband she had no fucking use for, "and need to support one another against them."
"Okay," Glenda agreed, sensing this woman would not take no for an answer and feeling a slight kinship based on that answer. She had been very lonely and angry since her husband left her.
Once Glenda entered the changing room and closed the door, Portia moved to Abby and quietly assured, "I'm going to turn her and maybe her daughter too."
"Here?" Abby asked.
"Right now," she nodded, as she left and quickly found a pair of dark brown thigh highs for the mother's dress... knowing exactly where they were.
"If the daughter comes looking keep her distracted," Portia said, as she knocked on the door.
"Okay," Abby nodded, fascinated seeing her friend in action in a turn.
"Yes?" Glenda asked, in just a bra and panties.
"Let me in for a minute, I have something else you need," Portia said.
"I don't have the dress on," Glenda said.
"You need these first," Portia declared.
"Okay," Glenda said, wondering if they were nylons like Portia had suggested for her pretty friend.
As soon as Glenda unlocked the door, Portia gently, but forcefully, let herself into the room. "Here, let me assist you."
"Um, I, uh, I'm not sure," Glenda said, as the pretty woman entered the rather large change room.
Portia ignored the vague protest as she paused and admired the not as chubby as she thought woman in only a bra and panties.
"You have a very nice body," Portia said, "very lush."
"Aaaah, thanks," Glenda said, flustered, but also flattered.
"Your ex-husband is clearly an idiot if he let this go," Portia said, letting her eyes blatantly travel over the woman's body. She was about to go in for the kill and knew saying such things would continue to build her trust.
"He is," Glenda agreed, as the pretty woman moved right in front of her.
"Sit down," Portia softly ordered, "I'll help you put these on."
"No, no, I can do that," Glenda said, feeling disoriented in a jumble of feelings... the slight attraction that confused her since she was completely straight.
"No, I insist," Portia said, moving her hands to the woman's shoulders and gently guiding her to the small sofa the room had... a movement that had worked so many times in the past... the softest of pushes that would help in making this clearly straight woman cross a line.
"I am, um..." the redhead protested, even as she looked at the absolutely stunning woman lowering herself to the floor in front of her.
"Just relax and be pampered, Glenda," Portia said, keeping her tone soft and sensual, "you deserve it."
"Um, okay," Glenda said, giving in as she watched the woman take the nylons out of the package and deftly roll one up.
"Left foot," the beautiful woman directed, and Glenda shyly put it forward. Having never had this done before, she found it both a little erotic and a lot surreal.



"Like most redheads, you have such pale skin," Portia said as she began rolling the stocking upwards.
"I don't tan, I burn," Glenda admitted.
"And I'm sure you are gorgeous in the moonlight, glowing like alabaster," Portia smiled, as she lifted the leg straight up to finish putting the first nylon on. "But the artificial light we're in most of the time is not as flattering to pale skin, especially in contrast to a dark dress like this, so a sexy accessory like these nylons is mandatory. Hell, I think women should always wear nylons just because they are so damned sexy." She let her hands glide up and down the clad leg, supposedly smoothing out any wrinkles.
"Do you usually help women put nylons on?" Glenda asked, suddenly sensing this woman was a lesbian and trying to perhaps seduce her.
"No, just ones that are clearly in need of a little help," Portia said, as she was now completely between the woman's legs.
"Help?"
"Yes, a rekindling of their dormant sex drive or a discovery of the joys of Sapphic relations," Portia purred, as she brazenly moved her fingers to the woman's panty-covered pussy and rubbed. "A little damp already, I see."
"What are you doing?" Glenda gasped, although it came out more as a moan, not having been touched in a long, long time.
"When was the last time someone was down here, you poor baby?" Portia asked, as she ignored the other woman's question and began rubbing the plump mound in a slow circle, knowing how to make a pussy burn quickly.
"Oooooh, please, don't," Glenda said, stunned by what had so suddenly transpired and the immediate pleasure she felt.
"You need this," Portia purred, as she slid two fingers inside the panties and directly into the woman's wet pussy... knowing time was of the essence and that very few women could ever resist her once she was between their legs with her lips on their lower lips, fingers in their pussy and, usually, both.
"Oh, my God!" Glenda moaned loudly, bewildered by how she went from helping her daughter choose a dress to being half naked being fingered by a female stranger.
"You're so wet," Portia encouraged, as she slowly pumped her fingers in and out of the hairy pussy.
"Please, stop," Glenda said, although her words didn't match her actions as she actually spread her legs slightly wider and didn't remotely try to stop or physically push her away.
"You need this, Glenda," Portia seductively said, as she leaned face forward, and used her other hand to tug the panties aside enough to allow her to get access to the strong scent of pussy... always loving the sweet aroma of a woman's secretions... especially when so perfectly captured by excessive pubic hair.
Before Zoey's mother could respond, not only was she getting fingered, but she also had this outrageous woman's tongue licking her pussy. "Oh my God," she moaned again, stunned by what was transpiring and the overwhelming pleasure suddenly consuming her.
"You taste so good," Portia complimented, as she worked the pussy over inside and out... knowing all women loved hearing they taste good... and she did.
"I can't...believe... this is... happening," Glenda moaned, although that sentence took many, long, glorious seconds to get out of her mouth as she stared at the pretty brunette between her legs... one stocking on and one not.
"Just relax and enjoy," Portia instructed. As she continued to work over the excessively wet pussy she repeated, meaning the words even as she completed another turn, "You need this, you deserve this."
Glenda couldn't deny this truth; she did need this. She couldn't remember the last time she had even had an orgasm, never mind from the touch of another person. She missed the thrill of human contact. "Ooooooh," was all she could muster as her head went light as the pleasure was consuming her core being and making her a muddled mess.
Portia, in a hurry, was marinating the thought of back-to-back turns with Glenda's ripe for the plucking daughter, and decided to go for the orgasmic double attack kill. She found the woman's g-spot and tapped it like a drum, having the magic gift of always being able to find the pleasure trigger. She then moved her outer attention to the woman's swollen clit and devoured it whole to make this moaning woman erupt and come like a volcano erupting after decades of being dormant.
"Oooooh, myyyyy, God!" Glenda wailed wildly, her orgasm rising rapidly the moment she realized she really did have a g-spot. She'd long ago given up on it being anything but a myth.
However, after another dozen taps directly on that elusive spot while a tongue simultaneously tapped her clit, Glenda couldn't hold back even a second more as she let loose an uncontrollable explosive primal scream, "Oh my Goooooooooooood!"
Portia smiled as she pulled her fingers out and moved her mouth to the excessive gush of sweet cum. Her face was splattered with wetness before she resumed licking and lapping up as much of the creamy feminine cum as she could... the taste that couldn't be enjoyed any other way than directly from a woman's stimulated pussy. And while she was a seductress and this was a turn, she did love the nectar of a woman's distinct cum.
"Mom?" a voice questioned on the other side of the door.
Glenda's body was still trembling from the intensity of an oral orgasm, but her eyes went wide at the realization that she had just allowed a complete stranger to eat her pussy while she was supposed to be here for her daughter.
Portia got up and instructed, "You finish putting on the second stocking and put on that sexy gown. I'll take care of your daughter."
"Not like you just took care of me?" Glenda questioned, immediately worried for her daughter after what had just transpired in this room.
"Mom, what are you doing in there?" Zoey asked.
"No, of course not," Portia lied, planning to do almost the exact same thing to her pretty daughter.
Portia walked out and gushed, "Oh, you look amazing," at the high school senior, while actually gazing at the shop assistant, Anastasia, standing a couple of feet behind her. That young woman shrugged her shoulders apologetically.
"Uh, thanks," Zoey replied, looking confused. "What were you doing in there with my mom?"
Portia gave Anastasia a slight nod, acknowledging that she could hardly have kept the teenager out of the private area once her mom went missing. Then to Zoey she said, "I was just helping with an outfit for the gala." Which was somewhat true... she had put on one stocking.
"She sounded weird," Zoey said, looking at the odd shine on the woman's face.
"Oh, she's fine," Portia assured, "just a bit pleasantly surprised at how well she rocked her new outfit. But now, let's focus on yours."
"Okay," the girl agreed, captivated by this beautiful, powerful woman.
"Do you ever wear pantyhose?" Portia asked, taking the teen's hand and leading her back to the public area as she gave Abby a look and a nod to the stall the mother was in, mouthing, "Go use her."
"No, never," Zoey said, but added, "although my favourite singer wears them lots."
"Oh, who is that?"
"Ariana Grande," Zoey said.
"She is a sweetheart," Portia said, having met her once having cast part of the video for 'Break Free'. She only got to chat with her for a couple of minutes and although she had fantasized about seducing the pretty girl, the opportunity didn't come close to occurring.
"You met her?" Zoey asked with a gasp.
"Yes, I cast some of the extras for the 'Break Free' video."
"So cool," Zoey said, in utter awe of this seeming celebrity.
"So, like Ariana, you appreciate how nylons can accentuate your legs," Portia suggested, knowing this girl would let her play real-life Barbie on her as she was completely captivated by her position of power and influence. "And I think you would look amazing in a mocha-coloured pair."
"Okay," Zoey nodded, as this woman took her hand and led her towards a section of hosiery.
"These are perfect," Portia said, grabbing a pair while continuing to hold onto the teen's hand.
"Okay," Zoey repeated, trusting this stunning older woman and feeling an odd electricity at having a soft female hand holding hers.
Portia led her to the change room, this one with four other stalls and nowhere near as private as where she had just turned Zoey's mother and where she hoped Abby was having fun with her... keeping her distracted while strengthening her turn.
Portia led Zoey right into the change room while two other ladies were mingling outside and once inside locked the door.
"What are you doing?" Zoey questioned.
"These are thigh high stockings and not easy to put on if you haven't worn them before," Portia explained, only slightly true. "Plus, with the long gown you're wearing, it could be extra difficult to put them on by yourself." This was also partially true, although Zoey's dress wasn't as long and form-fitting as the gown her mother would be putting on.
"Oh?" Zoey said.
"Sit down," Portia instructed with just enough force to make it sound like an order while still being feminine and polite. Unlike the sofa in the exclusive private room, this one had a three-foot wooden bench.
"Okay," Zoey said, finding this a little strange, but also entranced by this woman. She couldn't explain it, since she had never had a lesbian encounter, but she was secretly smitten by her. She felt weird feelings inside her like she had when she first saw Billy, the star quarterback, without a shirt.
Portia opened the package, knelt before the cute girl and instructed as she knelt down before the newest turning prospect, just like she had her mother, "Extend your left foot to me."
"Okay," the teenager said, feeling a slight chill shiver through her body as she obeyed.
Portia slowly slithered the silky sheer stocking up the teen's leg and up to her thigh.
Zoey trembled again as this woman's hands were getting closer to her privates... she also noticed they were not normal pantyhose. Nervous and strangely a little excited, she felt a tingle between her legs.
Once the first stocking was on, Portia moved both her hands to the top of the lace-top stocking and slowly slid her hands down to gently and sensually rub the teen's fit leg. This made Zoey tremble again at how surprisingly good it felt.
"You have very pretty toes," Portia complimented, the tiny delicacies painted blue... almost the same blue as the dress chosen. A unique serendipitous moment.
"Thanks," Zoey replied, as Portia massaged her toes, which felt really nice and led to an immediate tingle in her pussy.
Portia grabbed the other stocking and replicated the slow, slithering stocking putting on, knowing from the slight body trembling and stunted breathing that she was turning on the young girl.
"You see how these nylons showcase your feet and legs?" Portia said, as she massaged the girl's nylon-clad calf, holding up her foot once the second stocking was on.
"I do," Zoey said, a little overwhelmed by this surreal situation and the flushed feeling that was hitting her.
Portia moved up and looked into the teen's eyes. "Have you ever been with a woman?"
"N-n-no." Zoey trembled as Portia's hands were on both legs, gently caressing, as the back-to-back turns were suddenly a lick away for the seductress MILF.
"Time to change that," Portia smiled, before leaning forward and kissing the teen.
Zoey was shocked by the kiss, and how soft the woman's lips were in comparison to any boy she had kissed. Yet, it took just the briefest of hesitations before she was kissing the beautiful woman back.
"Have you ever been with a boy or a man?" the older woman asked after breaking the kiss. She took the sudden blush and dropping of eyes as a yes. "And have you ever come with them?" her fingers continued playing over the bare thighs at the tops of the stockings.
"Well, yes," the girl said haltingly, both shocked at herself for answering such a question and feeling guilty for not admitting that it had been her own fingers that had managed that finish, not the boy's equipment.
Even without the words, Portia intuited the truth and said, "If you've never been with a woman, you have never had a real orgasm." She eased back on her knees and pushed the gown up around the girl's waist, Zoey lifting her butt without being told.
"I've never come from oral," Zoey said, seeing (hoping) for what the older woman was going to do to her. "Or any other way other than my own fingers," she finally admitted.
"Well, then sit back and enjoy," Portia purred, as she leaned forward, tugged the panties to the side and licked the teen's completely shaved pussy... which made her wonder if her hairy mother knew she shaved her pussy?
"What are you dooooooing?" Zoey asked, but felt a tongue parting her pussy lips before she even finished her sentence.
"Showing you what an orgasm should feel like," Portia explained, as she probed the wet hole.
"My mom could come any time," Zoey moaned, bewildered by what was happening.
"Not before you do," Portia assured using wicked wordplay, while knowing the teen was right, which unfortunately meant she couldn't enjoy a leisurely lapping like she would like to do. So, as she'd done with Zoey's mother, she went on the oral attack. She slid two fingers inside the teen twat and began slowly finger-banging her to accelerate the growing burning inferno inside the moaning teen.
"Oh my God!" Zoey moaned, the pleasure inside and out unlike anything she had experienced in her few, brief sexual experiences.
Portia smiled at the daughter using the exact same words as her mother, as she did the exact same orgasm trick, finding the girl's g-spot and simultaneously tapping it as she focused her outside attention on her swollen, young clit.
Zoey couldn't believe the intensity of the pleasure, didn't know such ecstasy could exist. Her legs twitched, her head went light and in just a few seconds of incredible sensations of inner and outer joy she came. "Oh, myyyyy God!" she accidentally bellowed as the euphoria of her orgasm rushed out of her and gave her the most unbelievable pleasure she had ever experienced.
Portia smiled as she pulled her fingers up and lapped up the cum from this flooding teen, knowing she had forever changed her.
"Oooooh," Zoey moaned weakly as she felt the older woman's fingers and then tongue leave her, letting her feel her cum leaking out of her.
"Such a delicious pussy," Portia purred, as she lapped up the sweet nectar before standing up. Her own new dress had a very generous slit that would tease men and women all night with glimpses of her legs and her thigh high stocking tops, but now she pulled the skirt up until it was bunched around her waist like the young innocent she'd decided to corrupt further. She placed one foot on the bench and said to the closed-eyed teen, "Time for you to taste the Champagne of the Gods."
Zoey opened her eyes and saw the dark pink of a spread open pussy, framed by a curly, hairy bush. "Oh, my," she said, her eyes going wide as she wondered if shaving herself bare really was the best way to go... the beads of juice glistening in the dark curls were so appealing.
"Go ahead, pretty girl," Portia said sensually, reaching over and pulling the teen's face to her pussy, "taste heaven."
Zoey was overwhelmed... unsure... a little confused... yet as her face reached the pink, parted pussy, she simply extended her tongue and did what came naturally... she licked even as the strong, exotic aroma captivated her.
"Good girl," Portia purred, as the back-to-back conquests had been fulfilled, "lick my pretty peach."
As Zoey licked, and heard the soft words of this woman, she was in awe. The taste was indeed like a peach... a forbidden fruit. It was tangy, delicious and somewhat indescribable. The sweet but subtle scent enveloped her, and she was completely intoxicated by the overwhelming thrill to her senses.
"You like it, don't you?" Portia moaned softly, loving to see the transition of a virgin pussy pleaser when she shifted from tentative, confused, beginning licks to much more eager, hungrily lapping like a thirsty dog.
"I do," Zoey mindlessly admitted, focused entirely on continuing this task and enjoying it... plus, the taste was absolutely addicting. Unlike sucking dick, which was rather unpleasant and cum salty as fuck, she was dying to discover the full-bodied taste of a woman's cum.
"Zoey, are you okay in there?" her mother interrupted.
"Say yes," Portia ordered in a whisper.
"Yes, Mom, just finishing getting ready," Zoey lied, since she was completely dressed, but there was no way she wanted this thrilling encounter to end... discovering the amazing taste of a woman and wondering if all pussies tasted this good.
"Okay," the mother said with a relieved sigh, quite worried the woman who had seduced her was in there with her daughter doing the same thing to her. Yes, she had shockingly enjoyed it, and desperately needed it, but she couldn't allow the same woman who had just seduced her to also take control of her innocent daughter. But she hadn't only given in to Portia, had she; she'd also just eaten her first pussy. She couldn't believe that when the woman's friend walked into her stall and asked her to unzip her; that she just did it. Then the pretty woman had turned around and kissed her, and Glenda, still horny at the time, and still coming from the g-spot orgasm, had kissed her back. Before she knew it, she was lying back on the couch and licking this stranger as she sat on her face. She could still taste the woman's delicious pussy on her lips but now was embarrassed by what she'd done and the fact that she didn't even know the name of the woman she'd licked and made come.
"You're a natural cunt licker," Portia moaned softly, the double turns and tasty pussies having her own pussy already burning with need... as she got most turned on eating pussy... that was her most stimulating erogenous zone.
"Thank you," Zoey surreally said to the equally surreal compliment.
"Now, slide two fingers inside me and finger-bang me," Portia instructed the virgin pussy pleaser.
"Okay," Zoey obeyed, sliding two fingers easily inside the wet pussy and beginning to pump them in and out as fast as she can.
"Yes, finger-bang me," Portia moaned, as the teen did just that while moving her tongue and lips to her swollen clit. The young woman was a quick learner and worked her over well.
Zoey could hear the increased moans of this hot woman and eagerly sucked the clit in-between her lips as she furiously fingered the wet pussy.
"Don't stop, sexy, don't stop," Portia moaned, getting close.
"Are you alone, Zoey?" Glenda asked, having perused the entire store without seeing Portia anywhere. Now she again worried the woman who had seduced her was in the changing room with her daughter.
Zoey ignored her mom's question as she wanted to make this woman come and taste her cum... wondering if it tasted as amazing as the wetness she had been sampling so far.
"Oh yes, eat my pussy," Portia ordered, beginning to grind her pussy on the pretty teen's face, wanting to erupt.
"Zoey!" Glenda repeated in a strained whisper, not wanting to make a scene with others in the area.
"That's it, here it comes," Portia moaned loudly, loud enough to likely let Glenda know the truth, just as she reached climax.
"Mmmmmm," Zoey purred, as she replicated the older woman's actions and pulled her finger's out and caught as much of the gushing cum as she could... indeed it tasted as amazing as she had hoped.
"Good girl," Portia said, enjoying the orgasm and her second turn in about fifteen minutes.
Glenda heard Portia's voice and moan and knew her daughter was in there with that seductive woman. "Zoey come out here right now," she ordered, her cheeks burning with shame at allowing herself and her daughter to be drawn into this woman's wicked web of seduction.



Portia gently pushed the teen's eager tongue away, looked down and said, "Welcome to the Sisterhood, angel, you're a natural."
"Thanks," Zoey said, a little disappointed by the reality this wild scene was over. But realizing that she was likely no longer straight, she suspected she could soon be reliving the scene with other women, with her new sisters.
Portia pulled the teen up and gave her a deep, probing kiss, trying to register and remember the unique taste of their mixed juices. Finally breaking away, she said, "I'll get you the passes from my purse."
"Thank you," Zoey said, still in a bit of a daze.
Portia pulled her gown back down, then gave the girl another light kiss on the lips. "Mmm, you and your mom taste a lot alike," she smiled and then stepped out, leaving a slack-jawed teen behind her.
Glenda wanted to light into the woman when she walked out of her daughter's changing room, but when the raven-haired seductress turned that beautiful smile on her, even more beautiful for sitting on an obviously shiny face, she couldn't speak. Portia stroked one of her cheeks lightly before striding off to the exclusive room.
Glenda stared in utter bewilderment as Zoey came out of the room and asked, acting like she hadn't just eaten a pussy and discovered her mother had too, "How do I look, Mom?"
"Beautiful," Glenda answered, seeing her daughter's face gleaming with wetness.
Portia looked at her phone. It was 6:12. In twenty-five minutes she had gone from last place to tied for second. She updated the tally:
Score at 6:12 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 6
Portia: 5
Veronica: 5
Jasmine: 4
Carol: 3
Abby and Portia headed back into the main store, both now dressed for the charity gala. Portia pulled the spare event tickets out of her purse along with one of her business cards, walked to the mom and daughter and said, as she handed them to the mother, "I always keep my promises. Give me a call tomorrow and we'll arrange for me to take your dress." She didn't say, "off", but the implication hung teasingly in the air.
"Thanks," Glenda said automatically, too overwhelmed by everything to know if thanks were actually appropriate.
"And," Portia said, leaning in to both mother and daughter, further spinning her wicked weave around them, "thanks for the appetizers, ladies, you are both absolutely delicious."
The seductress then left them stunned as she headed out with Abby, mind already moving ahead, knowing they had to make her reservation for dinner before the gala.
The End
Up next: Portia continues her hot streak when she picks up an elderly woman whose car breaks down and seduces her in the limo in Turning Contest: A Lift.
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Turning Contest: A Lift
Summary: Seductress seduces elderly woman in a limo.
All characters in sexual situations are 18 years of age and older.
Thanks to hfernandez1983 for the story idea suggestion.
Thanks to Small_Island for editing and OhDave1 for proof reading.
THE TURNING CONTEST is a week-long competition between five MILF best friends over who can turn more straight teens, college girls and women.
The prize: The winner gets a weekend with the other four women's 18-year-old daughters.
Although each story definitely stands on its own, this is the twentieth seduction scene. Here is a quick refresher of what has happened so far.
1. Turning Contest: A Beautiful Blonde, in which seductress VERONICA STONE seduces a teen in her clothing store.
2. Turning Contest: A Cute Maid, in which reluctant seductress (she is more a submissive) and rich wife CAROL WHITE seduces and dominates her temporary maid.
3. Turning Contest: A Delicious Model, in which seductress and casting agent PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute 19-year-old model who is auditioning for a part in the new Matt Damon movie.
4. Turning Contest: A Desperate Asian, in which black professor CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a shy Japanese student in her office.
5. Turning Contest: A Dominated Thief, in which store owner VERONICA STONE molests an 18-year-old who tried to steal from her store.
6. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bday Girl, in which married seductress JASMINE JONES molests, seduces and fucks a 21-year-old birthday girl at a club.
7. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bride 2 Be, in which JASMINE JONES continues her night at the club by seducing a friend of the birthday girl as well as a bride-to-be at her bachelorette party.
8. Turning Contest: A Edible Waitress, in which CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a cute, big breasted, 18-year-old waitress at an open-all-night diner.
9. Turning Contest: A Fashionable Cutie, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute Victoria's Secret saleswoman in a change room.
10. Turning Contest: A Fateful Birthday, in which CAROL WHITE seduces a chubby girl at the beach and doubles down on a peeping Belle.
11. Turning Contest: A Former Student, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into a former student, goes back to her place and seduces her slyly.
12. Turning Contest: A Friend in Need, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces, somewhat by accident, her good friend who just caught her husband sucking cock in her kitchen.
13. Turning Contest: A Friend of Amy's, in which VERONICA STONE gets her third turn with a surprisingly quirky nerd with the assistance of her first seduction (turn 1: A Beautiful Blonde).
14. Turning Contest: A Girl Guide's Sis, in which JASMINE JONES seduces an 18-year-old selling cookies for her younger sister and who just happens to be her own daughter's cross-town rival.
15. Turning Contest: A Hit & Lick, in which CRYSTAL WATSON is hit from behind at a red light by a teen girl and uses the opportunity to get not one, but two turns seducing the nerdish driver and her Muslim friend.
16. Turning Contest: A Kinky Cuckquean, in which VERONICA STONE catches two teens having sex in one of her dressing rooms and uses it to blackmail them into submitting sexually to her.
17. Turning Contest: A Kismet Encounter, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into her daughter's grade three teacher in line at a coffee shop and brings her home for a sweet seduction.
18. Turning Contest: A Lick for a Raise, in which VERONICA STONE turns a good employee who may be trying to blackmail her, into a pussy licking and strap-on-taking pet.
19. Turning Contest: A Lick Shop, [SI1]in which PORTIA JAMES seduces and turns a mother and daughter individually at a fancy dress shop.
Continuing minutes later after Portia and her friend Abby have left the shop.
Turning Contest: A Lift
They were in the limousine for only a couple of minutes when Portia saw an older woman she estimated to be in her early sixties stranded on the side of the road.
"Pull over," Portia ordered the limo driver.
Once stopped, she got out and asked, "Do you need a lift?"
"You are the first one to stop for me in twenty minutes," the relieved woman said, her car dead and even though it had gone 6 O'clock, the heat was really beginning to make her sweaty.
"Well, come on in," Portia generously offered.
"Let me just grab my purse," the older woman said, turning back to her car.
"What are you doing?" Abby whispered from just inside the limo. "We're already running behind schedule, aren't we?"
Portia turned to her friend. "You really think making a dinner reservation is more important than helping some poor woman stranded on the side of the road?"
Abby felt chagrined. This woman, her friend, was certainly ambitious and tough when needed, sometimes selfish when it came to her desires, but never cold-hearted. "Of course, not," she said, eyes downcast. "I was letting my own eagerness to make it to the gala get in the way of doing the right thing." Looking up, she smirked. "For a pure devil, you sure can be the angel in need."
Portia leaned in and lowered her voice. "And oh, by the way, she's going to be number six and you're going to help me pull off back-to-back-to-back turns." Abby's eyes shot up. "Just do as I tell you," Portia ordered quietly as she sensed the other woman stepping up behind her.
Abby nodded and slid back across the seat as Portia straightened, turned to the gray-haired woman, and motioned her to enter the luxurious, air-conditioned interior.
"Thank you so much," the woman said, looking around at the fancy limousine. "I haven't been in one of these since my wedding day back in '88."
"Are you still married?" Portia asked as she slid in next to her, putting the unsuspecting woman between a veteran lesbian seductress and her eager protégé.
"Widowed," the woman answered.
"Sorry to hear that," Portia said, moving her hand to the woman's leg and giving it a gentle caress.
"Thanks, it's been almost five years now," she said with a heavy heart as she missed him every day.
"I see," Portia nodded sympathetically, her hand still gently giving the woman a caress. "My name is Portia, and this here is Abby."
"Hello," the woman nodded to both before offering her name, "I'm Miranda."
"That is a sexy name," Portia said.
"That is not something I have ever had anyone tell me," Miranda laughed. "Portia seems more exotic to me."
"I'm named after a character in a Shakespeare play," Portia said, "not overly exotic."
"I am too," Miranda laughed.
"Well, then this is a rather serendipitous meeting," Portia smiled.
"I guess it is," the woman said.
"Where can we take you?" Portia asked.
"Any tow truck place would be great," she said, wishing she had remembered her cell phone this morning, but she often forgot it when she left the house.
Portia pressed the driver intercom button. "Jonathan, please google and take us to the nearest garage with a tow service," Portia requested. "And do be sure it's a good one."
"Yes, ma'am," the driver answered. Jonathan had driven Portia many times in the past and easily interpreted her last sentence to mean that he should take his time getting them to their next stop. He'd had the pleasure of playing voyeur to many of her sexual encounters in these situations, although never with someone as apparently old as the lady they'd just picked up. But then again, he was almost fifty himself now, and it was good to know that he was still within the range this kinky hottie was willing to play with.
As the other two women spoke, Abby opened the limo's mini-bar and poured cold bottled water into a cut-crystal tumbler. Holding it out to Miranda, she said, "Here, you must be parched after waiting in the sun so long."
"Thank you," the older woman said gratefully, immediately taking a long sip.
"And here," Abby continued, now handing her a cloth napkin. "We don't seem to have wet wipes, but you can use this to wipe your face and neck if you like."
Miranda took the cloth and chuckled, "My mother would have had a stroke if she could see me acting so 'plainly' in front of total strangers, but I hope you both won't mind if I take you at your word." She took the heavy, white cloth and dipped its corner in her glass before wiping the sweat from her eyes, face and the back of her neck.
As the gray-haired woman then took another long drink of water, Portia said, "We really have come a long way since our mothers' and grandmothers' time, haven't we, and thank God for it. Why should a man be free to wipe his sweaty face with a bandana while we aren't even supposed to acknowledge that we do sweat."
Miranda laughed. "Horses sweat, men perspire, women glow, that's what my Gran used to say."
Abby took the near-empty glass from Miranda and refilled it.
"So, Miranda," Portia said, "I'm glad to learn that you are a woman not afraid to go out on your own or to do what she really wants to do, even if it seems impolite to some judgmental fossils."
Miranda laughed again. Her laugh was hearty and put her into the category of late-middle-age rather than elderly, and Portia took that as a good sign for her perverse plan. She got an even better feeling from the woman's next words.
"Well, I know some people expected me to shrivel up into an old fossil when I lost Terry, but that's not how we lived together, and he made me promise I wouldn't let it change when he was gone."
"Well, in that spirit," the seductress said, "may I speak frankly with you?"
"Of course," the woman said, her face growing serious. "I know I'm putting you out, so please, don't feel you have to go out of your way to help me--"
"No, no," Portia interrupted, "that's not a problem at all. Although, it is funny that you mention putting out... You see, just before we saw you, I was getting ready to put out for Abby... or perhaps she would be putting out for me?" she mused.
Miranda's mouth hung open a bit as she stared in confusion. Had she heard the woman correctly?
"Well, regardless," Portia continued, "we just had a surprisingly stimulating visit to a wonderful shop in town and decided to do something about our excitement levels before we got stuck in a public setting. Do you understand?"
Miranda didn't really but found herself intrigued. The two young women were lovely and both really dressed to the nines. "Makes sense to me," she said to keep things flowing.
Abby instantly knew what was meant by 'doing something about their excitement levels' but was still surprised when Portia theatrically pulled the bottom of her dress up around her waist and spread her legs.
Years of sex in gowns and kinky locations had made the dark-haired beauty very good at choosing a dress that gave quick easy access to her pussy... for fingers, tongues, and even cocks on occasion, but for this, a disguised reach through the slit of her dress wouldn't do... she wanted full exposure.
"Here?" Abby asked. "In front of a stranger?"
"Now," Portia stated firmly, spreading her legs further. "I'm sure Miranda here is no stranger to cunnilingus."
Miranda's eyes went wide at the sudden situation before her as she watched this pretty woman hike up her gown, showing she wore a pair of sexy stockings with a garter belt, but no panties, over a well-trimmed but still healthy bush. Then, responding to a little apologetic nod from the lighter-haired woman, Abby she remembered, she found herself sliding over into Abby's place, while the woman lifted up her own gown enough to get on her knees on the floor and cross in front of Miranda before setting herself between Portia's firm thighs. "Oh my," the lonely widow said.
"Sorry, but I really need to have the edge taken off and my pet needs to be fed regularly," Portia explained, as Abby, her cheeks burning red, began to lick the pussy she was already addicted to.
"I see," the older woman replied, having never seen any sort of lesbian action in person, although she had seen some in porn as her deceased husband enjoyed watching lesbian porn before they had sex or even while she blew him. She had been a very good wife, willing to please her husband with her mouth and pussy throughout their marriage and had come to find porn rather erotic. Now she couldn't help but stare at the live version.
Portia took in the not-surprisingly surprised look on the older woman's face, but happily, she didn't see disgust and sensed that the possibility of a turn was really there. "If I'm not being too forward," she questioned conversationally, as if asking something mostly innocent, "have you ever tasted a pussy?"
"Um, no," Miranda answered, even as she couldn't pull her stare away from the lesbian act of one woman between another woman's legs. It was very erotic. While she had never been with a woman, she did find two women having sex, especially oral, rather stimulating and had wondered on more than one occasion what a pussy would taste like and what it would feel like to have a woman please her.
"Have you ever wondered about it?" Portia asked, seeing the look of curiosity on the woman's face.
"Well, not really," Miranda answered with a less than convincing tone, breaking her stare at the oral act before her and looking into the eyes of the pretty woman.
"Not really?" Portia pressed in response to an answer that was not a no... the opportunity increasing for another turn.
"Well, I never really had," Miranda began and stopped. Why was she telling this stranger anything? Yet, she could feel her long-neglected vagina tingling for the first time in not weeks, or months, but years.
"Go on," Portia encouraged, as she put her hand back on the woman's leg even as Abby pleasured her.
"I just...I don't...," Miranda began, the feeling of someone's hand on her leg sending chills down her spine.
Portia gently caressed the woman's nylon-clad leg, the hose were unfortunately cheap quality and not real silk, as she continued to push her bewildered prey. "Go on, this is a safe place."
"I've never been with a woman before," Miranda said, as she stared at the kneeling woman licking this woman's pussy, feeling a growing fire in her loins.
"Have you ever wondered about it?" Portia asked, letting out the slightest of moans as Abby slowly but thoroughly probed her pussy.
"Maybe on rare occasions," Miranda admitted.
"Would now be a rare occasion?" Portia asked, moving her hand under the flowery dress.
"I-I-I don't know," Miranda stammered, looking at and feeling the hand moving under her dress.
"If you say no, I'll stop right now," Portia said, looking into the dazed woman's eyes, "but if you are at all curious, part your legs, Miranda."
Miranda was overwhelmed. She hadn't been touched in an eternity. The lesbian act before her had her indeed intrigued. The hand under her dress and slowly maneuvering close to her long-neglected pussy had her curious and desperate. She didn't say a word... she wasn't sure what to say... but she parted her legs wordlessly, allowing this strange situation to continue as she gave unspoken permission.
"Mmmmmmmm," Portia purred, as she took the parting of the woman's thin legs as an invitation, and moved her hand directly to her pussy, "Just say the words and I'll give you the most amazing orgasm you have ever experienced."
The brazen fingers suddenly touching her pussy through her panties and pantyhose intensified the sudden burning inside her. Miranda felt flushed. She felt nervous. But, most of all, she felt excited and sexually alive for the first time in years. "Okay," she whispered in the quietest way a woman could ever give consent.
"Okay," Portia smiled, not pushing her to say more. Sometimes she would push the woman to beg or submit, but her instincts for these things were sharp and she knew that wasn't the right play in this moment. Instead, she instructed, as she continued slowly rubbing her pussy, "Lie down along the long seat, with your head towards the front."
The limo's passenger seating was in an L-configuration, with the long section running alongside the driver's side. Miranda slowly, but excitedly slid over from the rear bench to the side bench and assumed the position the younger woman had directed. The touch of the bold woman's fingers had made her feel things she hadn't in a long, long time and reawakened her natural, submissive side and she pulled the skirt of her summer dress up to her waist without having to be told.
Portia put two fingers under Abby's chin and lifted gently. "Unzip me, pet," she ordered, before twisting in her seat. Abby instinctually understood her role and after lowering the long zipper, she peeled the new dress down her mistress's frame and carefully laid it over the back of the rear bench seat, leaving Portia in the lingerie set she'd purchased earlier at Victoria's Secret while scoring her first turn of the day. Then the nearly naked form was flowing across to and over the older woman.
Miranda was in a daze. She thought she was about to be orally pleased and suddenly she realized she would be doing the same too. As this woman straddled her face, her eyes went wide at the sight of a semi-hairy pussy allowing another chill to go up her spine.
Portia didn't lower her pussy right away; she moved her hands to the cheap pantyhose and ripped them at the crotch. She then tugged the panties to the side and rubbed the equally hairy pussy. She said, always loving to look at a pretty pussy, "Your pussy looks amazing."



"Thank you, yours too," Miranda said, her body trembling slightly from what was happening and the skin-to-skin contact, even as her gaze stared straight ahead at the pussy hovering over her.
"Feel free to lick me as I lick you," Portia said, lowering her face and her pussy at the same time.
"Okay," was all Miranda could muster as she felt the tongue suddenly on her pussy lips and Portia's pussy suddenly right on her face. She immediately began to tentatively lick, trying to replicate the actions being done to her that felt so amazing... five years a long time to not have anyone touch her down there. In fact, she'd assumed she would never have sex again. So, this was a surreal surprise.
"You taste so good," Portia moaned, as her third straight turn became a reality and she already was looking forward to seeing her name on top of the competition.
"You do too," Miranda moaned, her orgasm rising almost immediately from this woman's tongue as her loins burned uncontrollably, and shocked by the amazing taste of a woman's pussy.
Abby watched in voyeuristic excitement, amazed by just how seductive her friend was, she had seduced this straight woman in under half an hour. She licked her lips, tasting her friend's wetness, and was simultaneously excited by and oddly jealous of both these women enjoying the delicious taste of pussy while she watched.
"Oh yeah, Miranda, get that tongue in my pussy," Portia moaned, Abby having already revved her up... plus, every new turn also accelerated her excitement.
Miranda obeyed, even as the pleasure inside her was burning like wildfire. She couldn't believe she went from being stranded on the side of the road to being in a lesbian 69 in a limousine with a stranger in under twenty minutes.
"God, your pussy is delicious," Portia continued to encourage and flatter the moaning woman, although she wasn't saying anything that wasn't true. This was indeed a delicious pussy... a little sweaty which added to the taste... and the scent was strong from the excessive pubic hair.
"Yours is too," Miranda repeated, unable to say much else as the pleasure was consuming her as was the amazing taste of the pussy she was licking. How had she gone over sixty years without ever experiencing this? She was definitely going to find a way to bring this up at the next game night. She wasn't sure how, but two of her three best friends were also widows and she knew Eleanor hadn't had sex in a decade, and Joan, while still married, hadn't in a couple of years. Only Paige who was still out there dating got laid regularly... all three others had vicariously been living through her stories.
"I want you to come for me, Miranda," Portia instructed, as she sucked the swollen clit in-between her lips, making the woman moan wildly.
"Please don't stop," Miranda begged, her entire body trembling, knowing her orgasm was so close as the intensity increased as the woman sucked on her sensitive clit.
"Tell me what you want," Portia instructed, knowing she would now get a hot response since Miranda was on the brink of eruption. She always loved hearing the desperate demands of a woman near orgasmic bliss.
"Please eat my pussy harder and make me come," Miranda responded, trying to lick also but struggling with the vigorous attack of this woman's tongue and lips on her sensitive clit.
"Come for me, sexy, come all over my face," Portia responded, as she, impressively from this position, slid two fingers inside the wet, needy pussy while continuing intense attention to Miranda's clit.
"Oh, my God, yes, yes, ooooooooh!" Miranda screamed, within just a few seconds of having fingers slide inside her. The cobwebs of neglect disintegrated as she came hard.
Portia pulled her fingers out and caught much of the slow oozing juices as they exited Miranda's pussy.
Miranda had stopped licking as her entire body shook with absolute ecstasy at her first orgasm from another person in five years.
Abby had her fingers pumping in her pussy as she watched the hot lesbian act.
After about a minute, Portia softly requested, "Now get me off, my pretty pet."
Being called a 'pet' was surreal and yet hot, as Miranda, still trembling from the intensity of the orgasm resumed licking.
Portia looked at Abby and pointed to Miranda's pussy.
Abby nodded and quickly moved to the two of them, excited to taste a second pussy, wishing she'd had enough time to eat the mother in the dress shop instead of just making Glenda lick her. Now she crawled between the widespread legs of the elderly woman and licked.
"Oh my," Miranda moaned, surprised to feel a tongue again in her pussy and then a second one on her clit.
"We are not done with you yet, my sexy pet," Portia said, as they double-teamed the older woman.
"This is too good," Miranda moaned, meaning both the sudden double pleasure and the amazing taste of Portia's pussy.
Abby was surprised by the extremely strong scent of the woman's pussy, being different and yet still very delightful.
Then, for a couple of minutes, there were just three women all pleasing pussy.
Portia's orgasm was close and she ordered, "Finger fuck me, Miranda."
"Okay," Miranda moaned, as she obeyed, her neck actually getting a little sore in this position, but the double pleasure on her pussy was making an impossible second orgasm rise. In over sixty years of life, she had never once had multiple orgasms. Ever.
"Abby, finger bang our pet," Portia ordered as she felt two fingers slide inside her.
"Yes, Mistress," Abby responded, sliding two fingers inside the sloppy wet cunt.
'Mistress?' Miranda thought to herself. 'What a hot term.' She fingered the pussy as fast as she could hearing Portia's moans increasing and wanting to make her come and taste her cum.
"Oh yes, my sexy slut, finger bang my cunt," Portia moaned loudly, her orgasm close, which meant she often got more verbally nasty.
"Yes, Mistress," Miranda replied, the word just coming out of her mouth as she pumped her fingers in and out of the wet pussy and the words feeling so natural as she did.
Portia smiled as she said, "Yes, don't stop, my pet, don't fucking stop."
"Please come on me," Miranda begged, her own second orgasm so close, but she still wasn't sure it would be able to erupt.
"Oh yes, my cunt hungry slut, get ready," Portia moaned, before taking the swollen clit back in her mouth and sucking on it hard.
Abby furiously finger fucked the wet pussy.
"Fuuuuuuuck!" Portia screamed as yet another orgasm hit her.
Seconds later, as Miranda pulled her fingers out and her face was coated with a massive gush of cum, she screamed, the impossible becoming possible as her second orgasm ripped through her, "Yeeeeeeeeeeeees!"
Abby pulled her fingers out and lapped up the delicious juices slowly coming out of the old woman's hairy pussy.
Both Miranda and Portia enjoyed their orgasms, Miranda recklessly lapping up all the cum coming out of Portia's pussy, before Portia got off of Miranda, her legs needing a stretch.
Abby sat back down across from them, her face glistening with pussy wetness.
Miranda sat up, looked at Abby with a lustful hunger and not wanting this life-changing moment to end, asked, "Can I eat you too?"
"Go ahead, my pet, I'm sure she would love that," Portia smiled, as she watched the older woman, red-cheeked, wet-faced and with eyes full of lustful wonderment, move to her knees and bury her face in Abby's pussy.
As Portia pulled her phone out, she noticed the limousine wasn't moving and she assumed they were now at their destination. Yet, Jonathan knew not to interrupt a sexual encounter, and she updated the score.
Score at 6:41 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 6
Portia: 6
Veronica: 5
Jasmine: 4
Carol: 3
Portia was happy to have come back but annoyed by the program that obviously listed ties in alphabetical order. She knew it was semantics, but she wanted to see her name on top... not under Crystal.
She then watched her newest turn eagerly dine on her second straight pussy, amused at the reality that both of these women were straight before today. She wondered if she could somehow claim half a point in the contest for such an achievement.
A couple minutes later, Abby came in Miranda's mouth, soaking the woman's face for a second time as Abby was having the orgasmic day of her life.
Once Miranda sat back down, bewildered by the fact she had had multiple orgasms and eaten two pussies and could feel their combined wetness on her face, said, "I can't believe I just did that."
"I bet you're thinking, 'Why didn't I explore this earlier?'," Portia smiled.
"That did cross my mind."
"Do you have other friends who have yet to explore their lesbian curiosity?" Portia asked, thinking maybe she could get some easy turns.
"I may," Miranda nodded, thinking of her three friends, then added, not wanting this encounter to end and never see this woman again, "In fact, we have a weekly games night."
"Here is my card," Portia offered, handing it to the pussy juice-glazed woman. "Give me a call and I would love to join that games night and perhaps spice it up."
"I'll definitely be calling," Miranda said, feeling a tingle in her pussy at the possibility of a lesbian orgy.
"I expect it my pet," Portia said, giving the woman's leg a squeeze.
"I promise I will, Mistress," Miranda assured.
"Good, while I hate to cut this short, we are here and we have a dinner reservation we may be late for," Portia said.
"Sorry," Miranda said.
"No, no, no," Portia said, leaning over and kissing her for the first time. "It was my pleasure."
"Mine too," Miranda giggled, sounding like a teenager again. "I've never had multiple orgasms before."
"Well, wait until I come over to meet your friends," Portia assured. "I'll give you and your friends the night of your lives."
"Yes, Mistress," Miranda nodded, already looking forward to it.
They said their goodbyes and once it was just Abby and Portia and the limousine had started moving again, Abby asked, "Is there anyone you can't seduce?"
Portia shrugged, "Not usually."
The end
Coming next: A maître d, in which PORTIA JAMES continues her hot streak by seducing a young southern belle at a five-star restaurant.
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Glory Hole Gal: A Lez Romp
Summary: Cock slut finds a pussy to worship and a woman to love.
Note 1: This is the next episode in an ongoing series of linked but stand-alone stories. In episode 1, a college freshman comes back from a bus tour of Europe with a whole new appreciation for sex and an obsession for glory holes. Using the cover of a Halloween costume, she visits an adult store near her school and services not only five cocks (taking four loads orally and one vaginally) but also one hot pussy.
Here in Episode 2, our heroine goes from the glory hole to a Halloween party where she finds not only more treats, but love.
Note 2: Thanks to Small_Island for editing and Shuj for proof reading.
Glory Hole Gal: A Lez Romp
I was on a cum high as I began my walk back from the adult store just off campus to the Halloween party where my friends were waiting for me... just like I'd been that summer night a few months back in Amsterdam after visiting my first glory hole. And who wouldn't be with four loads of manjuice in her belly and another in her pussy? I felt wonderfully sated, having finally turned my obsessive wondering into satisfied bliss. Yes, I did love glory holes. Their anonymity, their randomness and variety, and their odd mixture of subservience and control... I knelt before cocks, but the cocks surrendered themselves to my tooth-filled mouth. I was Glory Hole Gal and I would return.
Then another type of tremor ran through me and brought me back to the moment. My college is in a warm part of the country, so walking around on October 31st in a Catwoman costume that left me mostly uncovered could be done, but still the night air had sent a serious shiver through me. I realized it was because I'd worked up a hell of a sweat servicing all those unknown perverts at the glory holes and now the drying sweat was making me frigid. Probably made me pretty fragrant too. I decided a quick pitstop at my dorm room would be a good idea.
As I got closer, the clammy feeling of my mask really started to get to me. I was on campus now, so it was unlikely that any glory hole patrons would see me and I peeled off the half-mask, which most resembled the incomparable Michelle Pfeiffer's stitched-up vinyl in Batman Returns. Unfortunately, it was not great for comfort or for what it did to my hair. I was going to need more than a pitstop.
Toweling off from my shower, I was grateful for the kind of thin, straight hair that dried quickly and didn't need much attention after washing. I looked at my Catwoman costume pieces and considered changing this or that, but in the end, the idea of wearing the same outfit in which I'd been so delightfully used by a string of strangers was too compelling and I put it all on again. My only concession was my panties. They were absolutely soaked with a mixture of my juices and the cum from a ten-inch wonder cock who had been my first glory hole pussy fuck. I couldn't resist sucking on the cummy gusset, but I figured that if I wanted to score with some guy at the Halloween party, it was probably best not to have him find some other man's spunk already in my drawers - young American men really could be so provincial.
The mask, however, I didn't think I could do again, especially if I might do some dancing and be out for a few hours. Fortunately, I'd collected two masks when I'd first started building the costume. The Michelle Pfieffer-style I'd worn to the adult store had certainly allowed me to become Glory Hole Gal, but for the party I could just be a sexy Catwoman, and I had a Julie Newmar mask from the 1960's TV show that would be perfect. It was simple and classic and I also liked how the ears worked like a large barrette to hold my wet hair back as it dried and would also keep it out of the way if I got a chance to suck some more cock.
Yes, I was again thinking about sex. Oddly, I was still quite horny... or perhaps not so oddly, since I had only reached one orgasm during my wild Halloween encounter and had been worked right up to the edge of another one when I took the massive load in my pussy. The desire from that buildup still lingered.
At the party, I found my friends, and partied pretty good, having a few drinks, and dancing and flirting with different boys. I was letting them get freer with their hands and began to think seriously about which one I would bring back to my dorm room to help me reach that abandoned orgasm.
Then... fate intervened.
I was on a crowded dance floor, shaking my body to an 80's classic, Jesse's Girl, when I looked up and made eye contact with a pretty girl in a nurse's costume.
Instantly, I knew she was the same one from the porn shop. The unique makeup around her eye and the way that eye had looked at me through the glory hole were both unmistakable and unforgettable. Then there were those lips, so full and kissable. I'd seen them as we'd held a surreal conversation about our glory hole cravings before she'd made me eat her pussy through the hole in the wall. My own pussy tingled as I quickly looked away in embarrassment.
I could feel my checks going red and tried not to look her way as I crazily hoped that she wouldn't recognize me in the very different mask and ears. Yeah, right. I also wondered if she might try to sneak off, not wanting to risk everyone else finding she'd visited a glory hole earlier tonight.
I had to know and couldn't resist looking back to where she'd been. She definitely wasn't sneaking off. Instead, she was walking towards me, pushing her way across the packed dance floor. This time I didn't look away.
I couldn't explain it, but I felt an attraction for a woman unlike any I had before. Yes, I had been with women, and yes, I had been slightly dominated by a woman, but there was just something about this particular woman... Savannah, that was her name... that had my body burning and my pussy dampening.
When she reached me, her hand moved directly to my very wet pussy and she said, "I like this mask better, it shows much more of your pretty face."
"Oooooh," I moaned on the dance floor as she slowly rubbed my pussy with sweet aggression.
"Parker Hall, room 412, ten minutes," she spoke into my ear as she pulled my panty aside and thrust two fingers up inside of me. I guess my response was meant to be a yes, but I'm also certain it sounded more like an unintelligible grunt.
"Is that clear?" she questioned, giving me one more gloriously deep poke before yanking her fingers back out and leaving me so wanting.
"Yes," I responded in a daze, as I instantly became a dripping, dishevelled mess.
"I'm going to fuck you so good," she whispered, her hot breath making my entire body warm, as her fingers rubbed my clit.
"Please," was all I could muster as I felt so excited, yet also wondered if anyone else was watching me being molested by another girl on the crowded dance floor.
Then, before I even had time to think, her hand moved away from my burning inferno, and then she was gone, walking past me into the throng of people.
I danced until the song ended, although I'm not sure many would call it dancing. But my zombie-like movements probably made it more believable when I excused myself, saying I was tired. I said my goodbyes, leaving a couple of boys clearly confused and frustrated, and headed over to Parker Hall. I had no problem finding it, because I lived there too... she lived in the same dorm as me! I got into the elevator and pressed 4 when I usually pressed 2, I was in room 217. This should have been a red flag. So far I'd mostly kept some distance between my sexual adventures and the sanctuary of my dorm room, yet it didn't faze me at all... instead, it excited me. I could have my own secret lesbian relationship in the dorm to get pussy and my own secret location at the adult store to get cock.
I reached room 412, took a deep breath and went to knock on the door when she opened it, pulled me in, closed the door and pushed me against the wall. "I haven't been able to stop thinking of you since... you know," she said, as I was instantly into a daze.
"You haven't?" I asked. She answered my question with a kiss.
I responded to her passion with equal fervor.
As we kissed, her hands roamed all over my body, which made me do the same to hers.
"You're so fucking hot," she said, breaking the kiss, grabbing my wrists and putting my arms above my head.
"You too," I moaned, as her dominance and sexiness had me a melted mess as I looked into her green eyes.
"Do you believe in serendipity?" she asked.
"I don't know what that word means," I said, having heard it before and knowing I should know it... but I wasn't thinking straight... a little tipsy from the drinking and utterly drunk on lust.
"Fate," she said, kissing my neck.
"Oh, now I remember the word," I said.
"Do you believe in it?" she repeated, her hot breath and the way she held my hands above me driving me absolutely bonkers.
"I've never thought about it."
"Well, meeting you the way I did," she said, tugging on my ear, "and then seeing you again just hours later is very serendipitous."
"I guess it is," I agreed, as I felt her knee suddenly pressed against my pussy.
"And I couldn't let such a fateful coincidence pass me by," she said.
"If it was serendipitous, it isn't a coincidence," I pointed out, even as her knee ever so slowly moved up and down on my pussy.
"You brat," she said, kissing me again.
After a couple more minutes of serious making out, she broke the kiss again, let go of my hands, cupped both my tits through the thin fabric of my slutty Halloween costume, looked into my eyes and asked wickedly, "Want me to fuck you?"
"I want you to do anything you want with me," I responded lustfully.
"Good answer," she purred, her knee doing things to me I didn't ever think a knee could do.
"Anything," I repeated with a moan, wanting her to know without a doubt I was willing to do whatever she wanted.
"I'm going to fuck you so good," she said, repeating her words from the dance floor, words that sounded so wicked coming from the lips of a woman. Her knee moved away, she grabbed my hand, and led me to her bed. These being dorms there was only one room.
I followed behind her, noticing her white stockings had a black seam down the back... fucking sexy.
Once at her bed, she pushed me onto it playfully and looked down at me.
"Fuck, you are so hot," she said, taking me in... making me feel beautiful and wanted.
Theatrically fanning my face with my hand, I replied, "If I'm hot, it's your fault, Nurse." And how could I not be, with her long red hair and voluptuous breasts barely held in by her slutty nurse costume.
"Well, you do seem to be showing signs of a rising temperature," she said with mock concern as she got on the bed and parted my legs. "Good thing I'm specially trained in the needs of female patients."
"I think I have full-on lust fever," I replied.
"Is this burning up?" she asked, as her hand went to my pussy.
"It literally feels on fire," I responded with a moan, as she rubbed me through my soaking wet panties.
"Hard to believe this excessive wetness didn't drown the flames," she smiled, as her hands went to my panties and tugged them down.
"I'm not sure anything can stop this lust fever," I said, playing along in this corny, but hot role play.
"Well," she said, as she moved my panties to her nose and inhaled, which was so fucking hot, "the nurse is here."
"This patient may need a lot of intensive, personal care," I countered back.
"Fuck, you smell so good," she said, as she kept inhaling my sopping wet panties.
"You tasted so good," I responded, as I couldn't recall any smell during our brief glory hole encounter.
"I bet you taste fucking amazing," she said.
"Only one way to find out," I forwardly responded, as I parted my legs wider, moved my hand to my pussy, dying to have her eat me, finger me, fuck me.
"Mmmmmmm, you want me to eat you?" she asked... even though I thought I was making it very clear I did.
"I do, and so much more," I nodded, with a moan, "I don't think I've ever been so desperately horny."
"Well, I am keeping these, for a while," she said, as she tossed my undies on her pillow.
"All yours," I responded.
"As is this," she said, as she moved her face to my pussy.
"Oh, please, Savannah," I begged, before she even started pleasing me, "I need you so bad."
"Convince me, my sexy slut," she smiled, as I could feel her hot breath on my thigh, just above my stocking top, as she splattered me with butterfly kisses.
"Oh, God, Savannah, I need you to eat my pussy, finger bang my cunt, fuck me like a cheap slut and then sit on my face and use me for your personal pleasure," I responded with unbridled lust as I listed all the things I hoped we'd do tonight.
"Mmmmmmm," she purred, kissing up my body and getting closer to my pussy.
"I mean it," I said, "use me as your personal slut. I'll do anything."
"I do like a slut who wants to please," she purred, her face now at my pussy. I felt her tongue trace my swelling lips ever so gently... making my body twitch.
"I'll do anything," I repeated, never wanting a woman more in my life.
"So, you will eat my pussy?" she asked.
"Anytime," I said, hoping this wasn't a one-time thing.
She agonizingly skipped right over my needy pussy and resumed butterfly kisses on my other leg, as she continued to talk about me doing to her, what I needed so badly for her to do to me.
"So, if I text you to come over and eat my pussy you will?"
"Anytime," I repeated.
"And if I order you to come over, get on all fours and get fucked by one of my strap-ons you will?"
"In a heartbeat," I replied, wondering how many strap-ons she had based on that sentence and also wondering how many other women she had coming over to get fucked. Was I being added to a lesbian's harem?
Her lips kept going down my leg, licking and kissing it through my hosiery as she continued the hot questioning. "If I texted you to come to a public bathroom to eat my pussy you would?"
"I mean it, Savannah," I said, looking into her eyes across the length of my body and legs as she was now at my feet, "I'll do anything for you." Then she rose up onto her knees, took one of my feet in her hands and used it to lift my leg up in the air.
"You may mean that now in the heat of the moment," she said, as she surprised me by licking the sole of my foot, "but will you mean it in the morning?"
"I don't know," I admitted, that question a good one. I was always pretty unbridled and slutty when the libido was burning, but often felt guilt or angst when I had time to think.
"It's okay," she said, as she sucked my big toe in her mouth, "but there is something about you that is really turning me on. Something more than just a one-night affair."
"I feel that way too," I said, thinking how wild it was we both were feeling the same way during such a surreal encounter and after our even more surreal first meeting at the glory hole. The focused attention on my foot was something I'd never experienced before.
"Your stockings are salty and sweaty," she said, "I love that."
"What you are doing is so hot and feels so good," I said, in awe how sexy and sensual having someone kissing, licking and sucking on my toes was.
"I want you in nylons all the time," she said. "Besides being sexy, I just love sucking on sweaty stockings."
"I imagine I can make that happen," I said, wondering for the first time ever what it would taste like to lick another woman's feet.
"Good," she said, "because I plan to fuck you... a lot, worship your nylon-clad feet... a lot, and have you please me... a lot."
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, loving the wicked ideas listed.
She moved to the other foot and replicated the tongue bathing on my stocking-clad foot. "I could do this all day," she said, as she soaked my stockings with her tongue and lips... somehow making my pussy burn even more.
"This is better than a massage," I said, as I watched this beautiful redhead worship my feet.
"Oh, I am just getting started," she said, as she sucked a toe into her mouth.
"I can't wait," I said, then she suddenly lowered my leg, released my foot, and began moving up my body. She flicked my clit once, making my legs twitch, but didn't stop crawling up me until she reached my face and kissed me. The teasing was driving me nuts, my pussy begging for attention... yet the sensual, seductive passion of Savannah was exhilarating and made me love the teasing as much as I wanted it to end.
Her tongue seemed to dance in my mouth as mine slid inside hers and explored.
"Mmm, I remember how good this tongue felt inside my pussy," she said, breaking the kiss and then kissing me again.
"You were absolutely delicious," I complimented back.
She gave me one more short, hard kiss and got up on her knees alongside my head. Her short nurse's skirt was already hiked up around her waist and her hand went to her crotch and she smiled. "Oh, do you mean this was delicious?" She rubbed harder, pressing the silky material between her lips. "Well, I have been told that before, but were you really able to get a good taste through that little hole in the wall?"
"Hmm, maybe I didn't after all," I admitted, reaching out to her hips and peeling her panties down them. She assisted until I had them all the way off and brought them to my nose and inhaled her intoxicating scent... I'd missed it during our earlier encounter since my nose was so full of the sexy stink of man and spunk, but I gloried in it now, finding it crazy I had licked this pussy anonymously just a couple of hours ago... serendipity indeed to find it again.
Then I stuck the pussy-marinated gusset into my mouth and sucked. Oh, yes, my memory of her pussy through the glory hole hadn't been mistaken, she was delicious. "Now I know why you wanted to keep my panties," I said. "I think I'm going to be taking yours home with me."
"All yours," she said. "They're so wet because I put them on right after you made me come and then I came in them again after I left the glory hole... I had to rub out another orgasm replaying how kinky it was to have you service me there." During this little monologue she'd been mounting my body in a classic 69 position and her pussy now hovered over my face.
"I wasn't expecting to eat pussy at a glory hole," I admitted, as I parted her wet lips.
She oohed at my touch and then said, "Since I went there to suck dick myself, I wasn't expecting it either." Her breath was hot on my pussy.
"Serendipity," we both said in unison and then laughed.
"Now let's taste this sweet looking peach," she said, as she buried her face between my legs and began licking me.
"Oooooh," I moaned, that first feeling of her tongue making contact on my needy pussy nearly sending me straight into climax, but I tried to focus on the task at tongue... dining on the perfect pussy above me.
"You taste so good," she said, as her tongue explored my pussy.
"You too," I said, "and this is a so much more comfortable way to dine than my first up close encounter with this delicious treat."
"Yeah, I never did that before."
"Really?"
"Rare to find another woman there, especially in the room next door instead of the other cocksucker's cabin across the hall."
Every word from both young women in this surreal conversation was spoken directly into the other girl's pussy, so each word sent thrills through both mind and body.
"I can imagine," I said. "Although, it was my first time there, so I really didn't have a clue as to what to expect."
"Really? But you handled yourself like such an accomplished slut. I almost came from playing with myself as I spied on you with the cocks, you were so obviously into them," she said, as she really probed my hole.



I felt myself blushing, not from embarrassment, but pride that my cock sucking had excited her so much. "Yeah, I never imagined that the night that started with me craving dick would end up with me in a glorious, girls-only 69 with a naughty angel," I said.
"Glorious," she giggled softly, "I like that."
Then, the talking stopped, replaced by soft moans as each of us focused on savouring the delicious peach before us. Neither of us was in any hurry to make the other come, as we relished the opportunity to explore, probe, and tease in a slow, methodical manner. It wasn't until Savannah began slowly grinding on my face while simultaneously focusing her attentions on my clit that we both shifted into pleasure overdrive.
Both of our moans increased as we focused on making the other come.
Savannah's grinding on my face turned me on as did her tongue working over my clit and it was me who came first. "Fuuuuuck, yes!" I screamed; my declaration muffled by her pussy grinding on my face.
She licked up all my cum before she sat up and really began to grind her pussy on my face. "I'm going to come all over your pretty face," she moaned, as she used my face the same way men sometimes used my mouth. I just lay there for the ride, keeping my tongue extended the best I could as she used me to get herself off.
There was another minute of this rough, hot treatment before she let out a scream that any dorm neighbour above, below or beside would definitely hear, "Yes, you sexy fucking slut, you're making me cooooooooome!"
My face was soaked with pussy juice as she continued to grind all over my face throughout her orgasm.
I tried to taste as much as I could until she moved off my face, bent down and said, "Let's take this sexy mask off."
She took it off, tossed it aside and said, leaning down to kiss me again, "God, you are beautiful." Her lips made contact with mine and we started another intimate, passionate kissing session. I don't know how long we kissed, how long our tongues danced in each other's mouths, but I just melted into her and enjoyed the sweet sensation of kissing.
When she broke the kiss after a few minutes, she smiled, pulled me up and assisted me in getting out of my costume... planting playful kisses on my body as she did.
Once I was only in nylons, her playful and sexy tone remained, yet now mixed with a sly, dominant tone. "Get on all fours, sexy."
"Are you going to fuck me now?" I asked, as I rolled over and got in the exact position she instructed as she got out of the nurse costume, unclasped her bra and tossed it aside, although her sexy white nylons stayed on.
"So fucking hard," she promised.
"What an amazing body," I complimented, admiring every curve.
"Thanks," she said nonchalantly; I easily assumed she was used to such compliments as I watched her luscious frame drop to the floor.
A moment later, she was putting on a strap-on cock that must have been under her bed.
"Well, isn't that handy," I smiled.
"Sometimes I like to get fucked and sometimes I like to do the fucking," Savannah said.
"Well, I've never been fucked by one of those," I said, as she tightened it around her waist.
"Play your cards right and I'll let you fuck me too," she said, as she got onto the bed behind me.
"I'm all in," I said, using the only card lingo I knew.
"No," she said, as I felt her position the dick between my pussy lips and slide right inside me, "I'm all in."
"You sure are," I moaned, as the seven-inch dick filled my greedy pussy.
"I knew at the glory hole that I was going to have you in my bed one day," she sighed as she withdrew her cock from me, but thankfully not all the way. As she slowly filled me once again, her voice became growly as she said, "But when I saw you at the party, I knew I couldn't let you get away twice without fucking you. Just like this," she added as she rested against me with every inch of her dick deep inside me.
"I saw the predatory look in your eyes from across the room," I admitted, and when I looked back to make eye contact now, I saw it again. My heart raced like a rabbit spotting a wolf, only this bunny wanted to be devoured.
"I just had to have you," she said, as her hands went to my hips, gripping them as firmly as her voice had my will.
"Just hearing you tell me to come to your dorm while fingering me in public had me a muddled mess," I said.
"That was the point," she replied.
"Well, it worked," I said, as she began slowly fucking me.
"Ooooooh," I moaned, "that feels so good."
"You want to be my slut?" she asked, as she bucked her hips deep into me.
"Yes," I moaned, "I want you to fuck me like a cheap slut and make me your pet."
"My pet," she said, as she continued slow, deep thrusts, "I like that."
"Now give me that cock deep and hard," I demanded, these slow thrusts teasing me. I wanted to indeed get fucked like a cheap slut.
"Oh, you want it hard, do you?" she asked, as she reached over and pulled my hair.
"I want it as hard as you can give it to me," I responded, loving the pulling of my hair.
"I can oblige that," she purred, as she tugged my hair back and started really giving me hard back shots.
"Oh yes, give me that dick," I moaned, as the rough treatment really turned me on. No way I would allow a man to do this to me, at least not in this vulnerable position... except maybe in a glory hole, but alas, there they wouldn't be able to pull my hair. Yet, I was willing to give myself completely to this hot, wicked woman.
"I told you I would give you a good fucking," she said, slamming into me.
"Best fuck ever," I moaned, meaning it... even after the really good glory hole fucking, as another orgasm was quickly rising inside me.
"You look so fucking hot getting pounded by me," she said, not slowing down as she continued giving me 'the fuck of my life'.
"So good," I responded, wanting to let her know I was loving this, but having problems getting a lot of words out as the pleasure was consuming me.
"Come for me, my sexy glory hole slut," she ordered, after a couple more minutes of hard, deep, rough back shots that had me moaning wildly and getting close to an apocalyptic orgasm.
"Don't stop," I mustered, knowing I was just a few strokes away from coming.
"Now, fuck toy," she demanded, giving my hair a firm tug.
The term, fuck toy, brought me over the brink. "Oh fuck, yeeeeeees!" I screamed, undoubtedly waking up anyone trying to sleep in the dorms surrounding us.
"Oh yeah, that's it," she said, as she kept pumping away, although she let go of my hair.
"So good," I weakly said, as I collapsed forward and the dick slipped out of me.
She flipped me onto my back and buried her face in my coming cunt, lapping up my juices even as my body continued to quake from the intensity of the orgasm.
"Oh, God," I moaned, as the pleasure spiked again as her tongue between my lips worked me over.
"I'm not done with you yet," she said, as she lapped up my cum.
"Okay," I mindlessly responded, enjoying the orgasm and her tongue.
"Ever trib?" she asked.
I never had, though I knew what it was. What I managed to say was, "Unh unh."
"Well, time to fix that," she said, as she sucked on my clit hard, making me let out another loud moan, before she moved her face away, swung her body around and slithered herself between my legs.
After some adjustment, I realized I was feeling her wet pussy on mine... when had she taken off the harness? Probably while I was distracted by her tongue in my pussy I decided.
One stocking-clad foot was now in front of my face, and being curious, I moved my nose to the sole and inhaled; it had a subtle, intriguing scent. I extended my tongue and licked. "Oh, my," I said.
"Tasty, isn't it?" she asked.
"Delicious," I replied, as I began licking her silky sole that was so unique in taste... salty... sweaty and erotic.
Her hand grabbed my sole and she did the same. Then she instructed, "While you lick my foot, hold my ankle for support and start grinding that pussy on mine."
"Okay," I agreed. Happy to multi-task, I licked her delicious silky foot while beginning to grind on Savannah's pussy.
"That's it," she moaned, as she multitasked too. "Let's fuck each other the way only women can do."
"So hot," I said, as I humped her pussy while savouring the salty sweat of her stocking-clad foot.
"Oh, yeah, fuck me, baby," she moaned, as we both grinded on each other's pussy, the feeling a lot like masturbation, but without any hands.
"Fuck me, too," I moaned, as we pleasured each other in this rather unorthodox way.
Then, like during the lengthy 69, the talking stopped and the moaning increased. Eventually, as the pleasure continued to rise inside of each of us, the foot worshipping also ended as we aggressively grinded our pussies and bodies against each other.
Moans echoed through the dorm room.
Our bodies glistened with sweat as this was like a gym workout.
As our orgasms continued to rise, we both got verbal again, but with demands, not conversation.
"Oh, yes, keep fucking me," Savannah moaned with urgency.
"Come on my cunt," I responded, wanting to feel her pussy come on my pussy.
"Come with me," she ordered, clearly close to coming.
"Call me names, tell me what to do," I begged, knowing that would make me erupt.
"Come on my cunt, my sexy slut, my submissive, my personal plaything," she rambled off even as her moans became more desperate.
"Yes, fuck me, I'm your slut," I responded, my orgasm imminent.
"My cunt eating, cock taking, fuck toy," she continued. "Now fucking come, you submissive cum slut."
"Fuuuuuuuck!" I screamed, as I erupted and she immediately followed suit, seemingly coming just as hard.
"Yeeeeeeees!" she bellowed, as our pussy juices came together like the confluence of two raging rivers, the bed shaking in evidence of our utter euphoria, before we collapsed, gasping.
For a couple of minutes, we just lay there, bodies intertwined, as we enjoyed the afterglow of complete rapture.
Finally, she moved beside me and kissed me.
Soft and tender.
"That was fun," she said.
"That's an understatement," I replied.
"Want to spend the night?"
"I'd love to," I said, not wanting this perfect night to end.
"Good, because I wasn't going to let you go," she smiled, kissing me again.
"Well, I am your pet," I smiled back.
"Yes, you are," she said, kissing me yet again. Then again and again. These kissing sessions were becoming so much more than foreplay or making out. I couldn't explain it, but there was something well beyond just sex going on. Yes, the physical attraction was overwhelming, but each of her deliberately planted kisses was stroking my emotions just as hard.
I was getting so lost in the kisses that I was caught off guard when she finally broke off and gave out a big sigh loaded with sadness rather than the happiness I was feeling. Her next words made me understand.
"Unfortunately, I am going home to see my parents this weekend," she said. Then her voice regained the power that thrilled me. "But when I get back we are going to go to the glory hole together and double team a bunch of cocks."
"Mmmmmm, that sounds delicious," I smiled.
"Not as delicious as your pussy, but a pretty good second," she said.
"Yes, I'm discovering I like cock and cunt equally," I said.
"On that note I wouldn't mind one last bedtime treat," she said.
"I could use a bedtime snack too," I agreed.
We spent the next thirty minutes in a leisurely 69 before we both had one final orgasm.
For the first time in my life I spent the night in a lover's bed... feeling so safe cuddled in her arms... and a little confused by my emotions. Was this something more than sex? It felt like it. Yet, these feelings were not something I was used to. As I drifted off to sleep utterly spent, physically and mentally, I figured I would simply let tomorrow decide tomorrow. Tonight, I would just enjoy the comfort of a warm bed, with a beautiful girl... a very bad beautiful girl.
End of Part 2
Up next: Glory Hole Gal: A BBC.
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Turning Contest: A Maître D
Summary: A sweet southern belle is seduced at a 5-star restaurant.
All characters in sexual situations are 18 years of age and older.
Thanks to hfernandez1983 for the story idea suggestion.
Thanks to Small_Island for editing and OhDave1 for proof reading.
THE TURNING CONTEST is a week-long competition between five MILF best friends over who can turn more straight teens, college girls and women.
The prize: The winner gets a weekend with the other four women's 18-year-old daughters.
Although each story definitely stands on its own, this is the twenty-first seduction scene. Here is a quick refresher of what has happened so far.
1. Turning Contest: A Beautiful Blonde, in which seductress VERONICA STONE seduces a teen in her clothing store.
2. Turning Contest: A Cute Maid, in which reluctant seductress (she is more a submissive) and rich wife CAROL WHITE seduces and dominates her temporary maid.
3. Turning Contest: A Delicious Model, in which seductress and casting agent PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute 19-year-old model who is auditioning for a part in the new Matt Damon movie.
4. Turning Contest: A Desperate Asian, in which black professor CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a shy Japanese student in her office.
5. Turning Contest: A Dominated Thief, in which store owner VERONICA STONE molests an 18-year-old who tried to steal from her store.
6. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bday Girl, in which married seductress JASMINE JONES molests, seduces and fucks a 21-year-old birthday girl at a club.
7. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bride 2 Be, in which JASMINE JONES continues her night at the club by seducing a friend of the birthday girl as well as a bride-to-be at her bachelorette party.
8. Turning Contest: A Edible Waitress, in which CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a cute, big breasted, 18-year-old waitress at an open-all-night diner.
9. Turning Contest: A Fashionable Cutie, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute Victoria's Secret saleswoman in a change room.
10. Turning Contest: A Fateful Birthday, in which CAROL WHITE seduces a chubby girl at the beach and doubles down on a peeping Belle.
11. Turning Contest: A Former Student, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into a former student, goes back to her place and seduces her slyly.
12. Turning Contest: A Friend in Need, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces, somewhat by accident, her good friend who just caught her husband sucking cock in her kitchen.
13. Turning Contest: A Friend of Amy's, in which VERONICA STONE gets her third turn with a surprisingly quirky nerd with the assistance of her first seduction (turn 1: A Beautiful Blonde).
14. Turning Contest: A Girl Guide's Sis, in which JASMINE JONES seduces an 18-year-old selling cookies for her younger sister and who just happens to be her own daughter's cross-town rival.
15. Turning Contest: A Hit & Lick, in which CRYSTAL WATSON is hit from behind at a red light by a teen girl and uses the opportunity to get not one, but two turns seducing the nerdish driver and her Muslim friend.
16. Turning Contest: A Kinky Cuckquean, in which VERONICA STONE catches two teens having sex in one of her dressing rooms and uses it to blackmail them into submitting sexually to her.
17. Turning Contest: A Kismet Encounter, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into her daughter's grade three teacher in line at a coffee shop and brings her home for a sweet seduction.
18. Turning Contest: A Lick for a Raise, in which VERONICA STONE turns a good employee who may be trying to blackmail her, into a pussy licking and strap-on taking pet.
19. Turning Contest: A Lick Shop, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces and turns a mother and daughter individually at a fancy dress shop.
20. Turning Contest: A Lift, in which PORTIA JAMES picks up and turns an elderly woman stranded on the side of the road.
And now... just a few minutes later....
Turning Contest: A Maître D.
Arriving at the restaurant, now tied for the lead, going from last to first in under an hour, Portia was feeling pretty good about herself. Plus, there was a chance she could take the lead at this five-star restaurant. There were always fresh young things working here, many beautiful and wanting to get into the movies, and she had played on those desires to turn three of them in the past.
Once inside, she went to the coat check, where she found one of her favourite pussy pleasers, a cute little redhead named Janet. "Hello, Janet, how are you tonight?" she asked, her prurient interest in the young woman obvious in her voice.
"The night just got a lot better," Janet said, having tasted this beautiful woman on a few occasions. While she still preferred cock to cunt, she enjoyed both and Portia was without a doubt the most delicious pussy she had ever sampled.
"You flatter me," Portia said, Janet having a very talented tongue.
"I hope you'll be coming for a visit tonight," Janet said, hoping to get another opportunity to eat this delicious peach.
"I will be indeed," Portia nodded.
Abby immediately picked up on the heavy flirtation and decided to give Portia some space. "Excuse me," she asked the young cutie, "where's the ladies' room?"
"Down the hallway and to the left," Janet said and pointed with her left hand.
Once they were alone, Portia said, "I need your help."
"You know I'll do anything for you," Janet responded, hoping she could prove it.
"I'm having a friendly competition with some of my friends over who can turn the most straight women in a week," Portia explained.
"How delicious."
"It sure has been," Portia agreed. "Anyways, is there anyone here that is possibly still straight?"
"Oh, one for sure," Janet said and pointed to the maître d. "She just moved here from Mississippi and is as wholesome as they come."
"Isn't she a little young to be a maître d?" Portia queried, looking at the brunette who had the ultimate girl next door look with the glasses she was wearing, but sensed taking them off and putting her in something sexy would turn her into an absolute bombshell.
"Yeah, but she worked at a high-end casino restaurant in New Orleans that her family ran her entire senior year and has been in the business in one way or another since she was fourteen," Janet explained.
"Interesting," Portia responded, continuing to admire the sweet, young southern belle.
"It's funny," mused Janet, "being such a cutie and working inside a casino in the Big Easy, you'd expect her to be mature beyond her years, maybe even a bit jaded, but she's just as sweet and innocent as they come."
"Very interesting," Portia said, this time with more of a growl. Sweet and innocent always appealed to her, and the girl having been exposed to the sultry, sex-charged atmosphere not only of New Orleans, but a casino, meant she shouldn't have to explain everything to get an encounter moving in the right direction.
"Darling, will you please make sure our spot is ready," Portia asked as she let her eyes crawl slowly up and down the young body she was certain would be sweet... although a lot less innocent once she was done with her.
"Of course," Janet nodded, feeling an immediate tingle in her pussy as she loved watching the remarkable Portia on the hunt. 'Our spot' was a little alcove on the opposite side of the door opening right when you walked into the coat check that was perfectly hidden for a quick rendezvous. It was a place for the checkers to lay their purses and sit down for a moment out of sight of customers, yet you could also quickly respond to any customers who did show up.
Portia walked to the maître d stand and said warmly, "Hello, you must be new here."
"I am," Jill greeted cheerily, always in awe of the parade of beautiful people who entered this establishment and this woman was drop-dead gorgeous. "I've only been here a couple of weeks."
"I see," Portia nodded, loving the girl's light southern drawl. "And did you come out here to be a maître d or to be an actress?"
Jill was surprised by the question, but then remembered that half of the wait staff here appeared to be young people looking to break into 'the business'. She smiled and said, "Um, yes, I am hoping to be an actress." Her smile slipped a bit when she thought of how she'd been in town almost a month and had been to a few auditions, but other than having two separate creepy men hit on her, she hadn't had much success.
"I thought so," Portia continued, beginning to butter the girl up. "You have that Jennifer Love Hewitt, girl next door look going for you."
"Thank you," the cutie blushed.
"Have you had many auditions?"
"A few."
"Any roles yet?"
"No."
"This city can break a lot of dreams," Portia said, patting the girl's hand.
"So I'm learning."
Just then the owner of the restaurant, Lorenzo Bruno walked up and greeted, "Portia, you look absolutely stunning."
"You always know the right words to say," she smiled, although secretly annoyed at the interruption.
"It's been a while."
"True, but you know I always come here before a big event," Portia said.
"The gala is your next stop I assume."
"You assume correctly," Portia said, thinking now this actually may help speed things up. "Sorry, for the long time between visits, but I have been swamped with castings of late." She saw that the young woman's eyes popped open at that, just as Portia had intended.
Abby returned at this moment and Portia introduced her. "Lorenzo, this is my good friend, Abby, and Abby, this is the owner of this fine restaurant and a long-time friend, Lorenzo."
Lorenzo suavely grabbed Abby's hand and lifted it up to kiss it. "It's a pleasure to meet you, Abby."
"It's very nice to meet you," Abby responded, as she felt a chill go up her spine at the sight and touch of this incredibly handsome man; apparently Portia had only turned her bi, not full lezzie. She hadn't been single long (single being a relative term since she was definitely still married and it had only been a couple of hours since she'd told her husband she wanted a divorce), but she was already pondering her next man.
Portia noticed the look of both Lorenzo and Abby as she continued, planting a seed for her girlfriend. "Abby is recently on the market after a rather extreme betrayal by her asshole of a husband."
"Portia!" Abby gasped.
"My pretty lady," Lorenzo said, taking the woman's hand back in his, "you deserve to be treated like a princess."
Portia agreed, "That's what I told her. She's as lovely and sweet as a princess and just needs a prince rather than a frog."
Abby was flustered and flattered as she laughed awkwardly, "Well, it has been very nice to meet you."
"You as well," Lorenzo said, unwilling to take his eyes off of this woman. Alas, he eventually did and instructed, "Please take Portia and Abby to table seven."
"Yes, Mr. Bruno," Jill nodded.
"Come visit us later, Lorenzo," Portia said.
"I certainly will," Lorenzo responded, appreciating what he sensed was Portia playing matchmaker, which was unusually generous of her since she didn't often give away one of her beautiful companions. "Jill, make sure to take extra special care of these two."
"Yes, sir," Jill nodded. Lorenzo knew about Portia's preference for young women and seeing the predatory look in her eyes when she looked at his new hostess, he thought he should reciprocate as a matchmaker. Portia didn't know that he knew about the coat room rendezvous spot, but he did. He knew everything that went on in his restaurant.
Portia smiled at Lorenzo before turning to Jill.
"Follow me, ladies," Jill said, grabbing two menus and leading them down an aisle and to their table in one of the choicest locations in the restaurant.
Abby sat down, but Portia stayed up a moment and leaned in to whisper in the young beauty's ear in her most sultry seduction tone. "We are not done chatting, my pretty girl, I see a bright future for you in this town." She allowed her hot breath to linger and then tugged gently on the girl's earlobe with her teeth for just a second to clearly signal her intent and set in the maître's head the first thoughts of being with a woman. She then added, not even trying to hide her true intent, "I want to have a private audition with you before I leave, if you catch my drift."
Now, Jill had certainly dealt with many forward advances while working in her family's restaurants, first near their home in Mississippi and then in New Orleans and had learned early on how to break away politely or shut things down coldly. But in this instance, she found herself feeling both frozen and heated by the brazen words and actions of this beautiful woman. It was all she could do to mumble, "Yes, ma'am," as she felt her cheeks going ruby red.
"Good, because I have a very thorough casting process," Portia finished, leaving the prey standing there completely overwhelmed.
"Yes, ma'am," Jill repeated, stunned by the woman's words and confused by the tingling sensation in her loins.
Portia sat down and Jill, trying to stay focused on her job, said, "Your server today is Fiona and she will be with you shortly."
"Thank you, Jill," Portia smiled warmly.
Jill nodded and left, a complete barrel of nerves. Was this woman implying she wanted to have sex with her? Had she offered her a chance to be cast in something? Was she reading incorrectly the woman's friendly words? Was this woman a lesbian?
Abby asked, once they were alone, "Are you going to seduce her too?"
"I may," Portia nodded, watching the sweet, young ass walk away.
"You are incredible."
"Turning straight women onto the joys of feminine lust never gets boring," she chuckled. "Plus, I don't want to lose this contest," she added, the stakes too high.
"Well, at this rate I can't see who could possibly beat you," Abby said.
"Trust me, they are all good adversaries," Portia replied, knowing the others would accelerate their aggressive seduction tactics seeing her three straight turns.
"It's a little scary to think there are five of you out there turning straight women all over the city."
"Are you complaining?" Portia questioned, slipping out of her heel and moving her foot in-between her friend's legs.
"Not at all," Abby replied, pulling up on her gown and parting her legs further apart to give her friend easier access to her still-wet and needy pussy... even after three separate sexual encounters. Had this woman preyed on her or rescued her?
Portia felt the heat and dampness beyond the panty and knew it wasn't only for her. It was time to help her friend on her way to truly getting over her jackass of an ex. "What do you think of Lorenzo?" she purred.
"I don't know," Abby lied.
"You know," Portia said. "Don't think I didn't notice how you looked at him and he you."
"You think so?"
"I know so."
"Well, he is quite hot," Abby admitted.
"And Italian," Portia added, "and you know what that means."
"I don't."
"He's hung like an Italian stallion," Portia replied, moving her foot a little to tease her friend's pussy.
"Mmmmmm, that would be a nice change from Peewee," Abby said.
"And I guarantee he would treat you like a lady in public and a slut in the bedroom," Portia assured, knowing Lorenzo quite well.
"I don't know if it's your words, your foot rubbing my pussy or all the sex I've had today but I desperately want a real cock that will fuck the shit out of me," Abby admitted, hoping it wouldn't hurt her friend's feelings.
"Well, let's see if we can make both happen."
"Both?"
"My latest turn and you getting a big dick to fuck the shit out of you," Portia smiled, moving her toes between her friend's pussy lips.
"You are so bad," Abby moaned.
"I know," Portia smiled, just as the waitress arrived. The pretty Fiona took their drink orders and left.
"Have you fucked her?" Abby asked.
"No, but I know she has already had pussy."
"How do you know that?"
"Janet the coat check slut keeps me up to date with who are potential turns," Portia explained.
"You have turn spies?"
"I never thought of it like that," Portia laughed, as she moved her foot back to the floor, the position getting a little uncomfortable. She then slid two fingers inside her own uncovered, wet pussy and generously coated them, "but I like the term."
The waitress returned with their drinks and took their food orders. Just as she left, Lorenzo arrived with another round of drinks and asked, "Do you mind if I join you?"
"Please," Portia replied and pointed to a spot right beside her good friend. As he slid in, Portia stood up and said, as she removed her fingers from her pussy, "I'll be right back."
Abby gave her an immediate look of 'Don't leave me alone,' but Portia just smiled.
Lorenzo's eagle eye caught the hot slut's removal of her fingers from her crotch as she got to her feet and volunteered, "Jill goes on her break in two minutes."
"Good to know," Portia said, loving that he was always looking out for her and knew her preferences.
Portia left the two to get to know each other better while she walked to the front and saw Jill alone at her spot. She walked up to her and asked, "Does it get boring here sometimes?"
"After the initial rush it can," Jill said, instantly nervous around this woman.



"I brought you a little gift," Portia said, as she lifted up her two glazed fingers and moved them to the woman's mouth.
"What are you doing?" Jill asked, which gave Portia the entry opportunity and she slid her pussy juice coated fingers into the young woman's mouth, which the girl quickly pushed on with her tongue, trying to block further penetration.
Jill's eyes went wide as she could taste something very odd and unique, although she wasn't sure what it was. Portia pulled them out just as quickly with, "That was just a sample."
Jill looked around to see if anyone had seen the strange action. Thankfully, no one else was around, giving the young woman a chance to concentrate on the lingering taste. "What was that, a sauce from one of our dishes?"
"My pussy juices," Portia answered, "although, truth be told, they are much tastier when you can get them directly from the source."
"Those were your vaginal secretions?" Jill asked, shocked and disgusted. Well, maybe not so disgusted she realized, which was amazing in itself.
"You are a lovely, adult woman," Portia replied, "it's a pussy or a cunt if you want to talk like a grown-up in the big city."
"Oh my," Jill said, stunned that this was happening. She had been harassed by a couple of men already in her brief time here, but not by a woman.
"The next part of the casting process takes place in the coat room," Portia explained. "I expect you there as soon as your replacement arrives, is that understood?"
"Ma'am, I'm not a lesbian," Jill clarified, even though that lingering taste in her mouth had her wanting more.
"I didn't say you were," Portia smiled warmly. "But if you want to continue the casting process and have a ton of doors opened for you, I suggest you meet me."
Portia walked away with her usual swagger, but not really feeling as confident as usual. The young lady had shown a slight hint that she'd enjoyed the taste of her pussy sample, but she hadn't reflexively clamped down and sucked on Portia's fingers as so many of her targets did. She would have to put her hopes on her words about casting calls working their magic on yet another wannabe actress.
"Can I have a sampling while you wait?" Janet asked the minute she had let Portia into the coat room with her.
"A sampling couldn't hurt," Portia said, leaning against the door where no one could possibly see them without leaning way over the counter and hiking up her gown.
"God, I missed this pussy," Janet said, immediately moving to it as she dropped to her knees.
Meanwhile, Jill was flustered. What should she do? Should she go? What would happen if she did? What would happen if she didn't? Mr. Bruno had told her to take extra care of her... did he know her intentions? That brief taste was unlike anything else she had ever tasted. And, although she didn't want to admit it, she wanted to taste more. Could she get fired by going back there? Could this help her career? Would this open a door? Is this how she wanted to have a door opened?
Lorenzo and Abby didn't really notice Portia's prolonged absence since they were happily chatting away and discovering they had a lot of things in common including food likes, eighties comedies, Hugh Grant, and travelling.
"Slowly, slut," Portia ordered, "you are just to get me revved up for Jill."
"I know," Janet said, "but you know how I can't get enough of your pussy."
"If I turn Jill, I'll have you come visit my office sometime next week for some fun, and if I fail today, you can finish me off."
"When do you ever fail?"
"Rare, but it happens," Portia admitted, recalling a couple of months ago being slapped in the face by a woman she thought would be easy prey.
"Well, I think our sweet country mouse is ready for both your audition and a real part afterwards," Janet said, apparently meaning Jill becoming both another of Portia's pussy-pleasing pets and an actress. "I've heard her practicing for auditions and the girl sounds like the real deal."
Portia considered Janet's words even as she enjoyed the return of her collaborator's tongue to her warming pussy. Her success as a casting director was based on spotting new talent regardless of whether they had sex with her or not, but getting both birds with one stone was the absolute best.
Gwen arrived to replace Jill for her break and now the demure southern belle was really unsure what to do.
"You, okay, Jill?" asked Gwen.
"Yeah, uh, fine, just a little off," Jill said, as she started heading towards the coat check.
"Okay."
Jill reached the cloakroom and was surprised to find Janet not there. She called out, "Janet?"
Janet sighed softly, "Well, I guess I'll have to get my snack somewhere else."
"Play your cards right and you can have Jill once I'm through with her," Portia smiled, as she lowered her gown.
"Hey, Jill," Janet said, getting up and moving around the small, secluded entrance.
"Um, I, um," Jill wasn't sure what to say, especially after she saw Janet's lips were super shiny, all the way to her chin.
"Come back here," Janet instructed, pressing the button to allow her in.
Jill didn't say anything, just walked through the door as she had quite a few times before as she often covered Janet's break on quiet nights. She was startled to see Ms. James standing right there. The woman closed the door, gently pushed her against it, and kissed her.
Jill's eyes went wide at the reality she had another woman's lips on hers. While she hadn't dated much, she had kissed a few boys. But this kiss, these lips, were substantially softer. And unlike the awkwardness and roughness of most kisses in her limited history, this was tender and intimate. She could feel her body warm as the woman placed her hands on her hips. After a couple of seconds, Jill kissed back, enjoying this sweet passion.
Portia kissed the pretty girl for about thirty seconds before she broke it and asked, as she moved her hand under the black dress and to the teen's pantyhosed crotch, "Have you ever been with a woman before?"
"N-n-no," Jill stammered and moaned, flustered by the question and even more so by the sudden hand rubbing her pussy. Her virgin pussy.
"Mmmmmmm, let me change that," Portia smiled, as she again kissed the wide eyed, red cheeked teen while slowly stimulating the fire inside her by rubbing her pussy more firmly.
"Oooooh, we can't do this," Jill moaned, even as Portia kissed her.
"Trust me, you need this, pretty girl," Portia said, not backing down, but still slightly concerned this turn could fail.
"Just let it happen, Jill," Janet interjected from where she was keeping one eye on the counter and the other on the seduction. "You won't regret it."
"I'm a virgin," Jill blurted out.
"No, someone as absolutely beautiful as you is still a virgin?" Portia asked, this actually surprising her.
"Yes, I'm saving myself for marriage," Jill explained, even as she didn't try to push the hand away that was molesting her and making her feel pleasurable sensations she had never experienced.
"Well, we can keep your virginity intact and still have some fun," Portia assured, moving her hands to the girl's pantyhose and quickly pulling them down along with the panties to the teen's knees.
"W-w-what are you doing?" Jill stammered, overwhelmed by the sudden situation she was in. She looked down, as Ms. James was now on her knees before her. It was an image that stunned her into silence with its raw sensuality.
Portia looked up and said, "Just close your eyes and let me show you what true pleasure feels like."
Before Jill could respond verbally and unable to move, her legs seemingly paralyzed with indecision, Portia leaned forward and used her magical straight-turner wand, her tongue, to part the slightly wet, trimmed pussy.
"Ooooooh," Jill moaned, the moment the tongue parted her pussy lips. "This is wroooong."
Janet kept watching from the side in case a customer arrived at the coat check and said, "Just close your eyes and relax, Jill."
The fact her co-worker was watching added to the humiliation Jill was feeling and yet the intense pleasure the tongue was bringing her had her incapable of thinking straight. She just looked at Janet with a bewildered and dazed look.
Janet had seen that look many times before and she smiled and looked forward to some play time of her own with this innocent and stunning southern belle.
"You taste absolutely heavenly," Portia complimented, as she savoured another fresh pussy, even more excited by the fact she was a virgin... that quite rare these days for someone eighteen or older. Being the girl's first, she was determined to set the bar so fucking high for any that followed.
"We shouldn't," Jill tried to protest, but the pleasure was just too much, and her body had already crossed the point of no return, even if her mind didn't yet realize it.
"You owe yourself this after all the stress you've been under," Portia told the girl forcefully. Knowing she had a limited window of opportunity to finish this and hopefully get her pussy munched, she decided to go for her double attack that usually greatly accelerated a woman's inevitable orgasm. She just hoped the girl was only a virgin for cock and not for climaxes - if she'd never come before, the aggressive move could backfire.
"Oooooh myyyy," Jill moaned loudly, biting her lip as she felt fingers slide inside of her. "Please..." Yet, the next word was caught in her mouth and didn't escape her lips.
"Yes, my sexy pet," Portia purred, as she slowly fingered the virgin and used the term of submissive endearment for the first time before she moved her lips to the teen's clit and started the aggressive double attack... stimulating the tight, young pussy on the inside and outside.
"Ooooooooooh," Jill moaned. She moved one hand to her mouth to cover the uncontrollable sounds escaping her lips as the pleasure was increasing rapidly through her... pleasure she didn't know existed.
Portia, knowing the virgin was about to erupt, found the girl's g-spot and as she put all her outside pressure on the girl's clit, she tapped the g-spot like a tiny drum.
"Ooooooooooooh," Jill moaned wildly, as her pussy being attacked inside and out had her in apocalyptic ecstasy and in just seconds, she was having an orgasm a million times more intense than any of her own self-inflicted ones. Her entire body convulsed, fires burning inside, and as she screamed into her hands to not alert the entire restaurant, her head went light as the pulsations of euphoria fuelled her orgasm.
Portia pulled her fingers out and got a massive gush of cum all over her face and on her open tongue. As always, she licked up every drip of the creamy cum.
"I didn't know it could be so good," Jill weakly moaned, as this orgasm continued to course through her like never-ending waves.
"You're so fucking delicious, my pet," Portia purred, enjoying the exquisite excessive taste of a never-ending flooding pussy and the rush of another turn. While this one would give her the lead, she temporarily forgot about the scoreboard, luxuriating in the extra special pleasure of taking a complete virgin and allowing her to discover the pure sexual joy that existed inside a woman's body. While more often than not she created complete lesbians after such an intense orgasm from her magic lips and fingers, she didn't care about that; she just wanted to be an advocate for a woman's pleasure regardless of whether that was from a tongue, a pussy, a strap-on or a cock.
"So hot," Janet moaned, now with one and a half eyes on the lesbian act and just peripheral vision on the coat check window... desperately wishing she could touch herself, eat some pussy or get hers munched.
Jill opened her eyes to see Janet watching her as shame coursed through her body even as the pleasure finally began to dissipate.
Portia caught the girl's worried glance to the side and moved quickly to negate any doubt. "Janet," she said, "how did it make you feel to watch lovely Jill come under my tongue?"
"Oh, my God," the other girl breathed, "I've never seen anything more beautiful and exciting. The two of you looked so perfect. I'm so glad I got to share this special moment with you, Jill."
Portia stood and planted a light kiss on the stunned girl's plump lips. "I thank you too for letting me be the one to show you the sensual power inside you." Smiling gently on the outside, her contest brain was kicking back in, and she figured she still had a few more minutes before her food would arrive at their table. Plus, she wanted to give Abby and Lorenzo more time alone. "Now," she purred, "it's time for you to discover how much pleasure there is in pleasuring a woman."
"I don't know about that," Jill said, her face flushed with the reality Janet had watched her commit such an outrageous act and clearly enjoyed it. Then the older woman put her hands on her shoulders and began pressing and Jill couldn't believe how easily her body weakened at the woman's touch and without a word allowed herself to be put on her knees.
Portia, seeing the confusion in her new pet's eyes and worried the young girl might still resist, moved quickly to make sure she got the first full taste of pussy that she was sure would make her lust for it. She lifted her left leg over the pretty girl and pulled her head into her hairy wetness.
For Jill, time began to move at some weird movie pace. In what seemed just a few seconds, she went from being pushed against a door and kissed, to enjoying the most powerful orgasm of her life, to being pressed to her knees by another woman, to having that woman's leg over her shoulder and a hairy pussy shoved in her face. She couldn't believe it. Nor could she believe the hypnotic scent that swarmed her and attacked her senses.
"Lick, my pet," Portia softly encouraged, never once in her life ever had a woman back away when their face was so close to her pussy. Not once. Never. Her scent always drew them in like a moth to a flame. Yet, while it was only a few seconds, this was the longest any woman had resisted parting her pussy lips and beginning to lick. She knew it was her exotic scent that was so perfectly captured by her luxuriant pubic hair that was almost impossible to resist. It was the real pheromone-heavy scent that perfumers were always trying to recreate, the ultimate aphrodisiac.
Jill was paralyzed. The scent was breaking down any resistance she had. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity of indecision, she just had to discover what a scent this exquisite, tasted like.
Just as Portia began to wonder if this young thing was going to break her perfect record, she felt the tongue part her pussy lips. She sighed in relief and pleasure.
As soon as Jill tasted this woman's pussy she was instantly in hungry, lustful awe. The taste was as exotic and perfect as the scent. While she started probing tentatively since she had no idea what she was doing, once she parted the wet pussy she began licking and licking... like a puppy at his dog dish.
"That's it, my sexy pet," Portia moaned, as she turned to Janet and gave her a wink, "don't stop."
Jill had no intention of stopping. She couldn't explain it as she had never once in her life considered being with a woman, never mind ever wondering what another woman tasted like. But now she was remembering her own massive orgasm and how this glamorous older woman had absolutely feasted on the fluids she'd felt embarrassed to feel flowing from her sex. And she understood that as good as these early juices were, the woman's cum would be pure ambrosia. Her mind slipped into submissive overdrive; wanting to please this stranger, wanting to make her come; dying to taste her cum.
"Oh, yes, you're a natural," Portia encouraged. While the belle's tongue was random and all over the place, her eagerness made up for it.
"Make her come," Janet encouraged, now moving closer to watch.
Jill couldn't believe her co-worker was watching her lesbian submission, yet at the moment the only thing she cared about was making this woman come. She moved her tongue to the woman's clit and tried to replicate the action that had just been done to her by inserting a finger inside her.
"Oh yes, shove three fingers in me," Portia demanded, wanting to really get finger banged.
Jill obeyed, using the three middle fingers of her left hand and pumping them in and out as fast as she could while licking and sucking on the clit.
And now Portia felt it coming as the frantic finger banging and clit attention lit the short fuse on her orgasm. Somehow she managed to retain just enough sense of the real world to know she couldn't let out her usual primal scream, so she reached out and grabbed the gawping Janet by the back of her head and pulled her in for a lip mashing, tongue thrusting kiss to muffle the wail of pleasure she sent into the other woman's mouth.
Jill pulled her fingers out and had a massive gush of pussy juice splatter her face as she opened her mouth to drink the amazing, unique taste.
"Lick it all up," Portia gasped, releasing Janet and enjoying yet another orgasm and another turn. God, her life was great.
"So good," Jill responded in a lustful daze as she licked up as much of the cum as she could.
Janet left to deal with a customer and Portia slowly took her leg off of Jill. She then pulled her up and kissed her.
Jill eagerly kissed her back.
"That was fun," Portia said.
"I can't believe I just did that," Jill said.
"If you want to do it again and perhaps get fucked by one of my strap-ons, come and get my card when I'm back at my table," Portia offered, moving her hand back to Portia's wet pussy and giving it a quick rub. "I'd love to give this young, ripe pussy a good, hard fucking."
"Could I eat you again?" Jill asked with a moan from Portia's touch, knowing without a doubt that she wanted to taste her again.
"If you're a good girl," Portia said.
"I'll be a good girl," Jill promised, completely captivated by this woman and the wicked acts they'd just performed.
"Come see me later," Portia instructed.
"I will," Jill said.
"But first, it's time for you to have another snack," Janet said, as she lifted up her skirt and offered Jill her shaved snatch. "Portia, will you please tell Gwen that Jill needs to stretch her break out a little longer?"
"Of course. Go ahead, Jill, her pussy is delicious too," Portia said.
"I don't know," Jill said, as Portia skipped out the door.
"I wasn't asking," Janet said in a firm tone, "now get over here and eat my pussy."
Jill, discovering she was submissive and loved to please, beginning what would be a lifelong journey of submissive sex, dropped to her knees and began licking her second pussy in minutes.
Back at the table, Portia sat down and Lorenzo said, "I see you got yourself an appetizer on the house."
"I may have," Portia smiled.
"It's written all over your face," Abby said.
"Literally," Lorenzo added, his hand under the table slowly caressing Abby's nylon-clad leg.
"So, you took the lead?" Abby said.
"I hope so, I should check the scoreboard," Portia said, as she reached for her phone in her purse. "I see you two are getting to know each other."
"Yeah, about that," Abby said sheepishly.
"What?" Portia asked as she opened her phone with her thumb.
"I hope you don't mind, but I have invited her to come with me to go see The Phantom of the Opera tonight," Lorenzo said.
"Oh?" Portia said as she clicked the app to see the scores.
"I'm sorry, but can I go?" Abby asked as if Portia was her mother.
Portia laughed as she saw the scores hadn't changed since her last turn. "You are a free adult woman. If you would rather go to see a musical with this sexy stud, I'm completely fine with it."
"Really?"
"Yes, a night out and a hard fuck will do you good," Portia wickedly said, as she updated the score, loving seeing her name now on top of the scoreboard.



Score at 7:14 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Portia: 7
Crystal: 6
Veronica: 5
Jasmine: 4
Carol: 3
"Portia!" exclaimed Abby, her modesty making an unexpected appearance.
"What?" Portia asked. "Don't pretend you play hard to get on a first date."
"Maybe I do," Lorenzo joked, as he continued to caress the lovely woman's silky-sheer, sexy leg.
"Trust me," Abby said, emboldened by Portia's blunt words, "you are so getting lucky tonight."
"Lucky me, indeed," he said, just as the food arrived. "I'll leave you two to enjoy your meal and talk about whatever women talk about when men are not around."
"Mostly pussy and cock," Portia wickedly said as a server, not their waitress, placed the food in front of her. "Isn't that right, Izzy?"
"I plead the fifth," the server said, having indeed enjoyed Portia's pussy on a couple of occasions, but not wanting to admit that in front of her boss.
Lorenzo laughed and walked away and when he was out of earshot, Abby said, "I think I'm in love."
"Or at least lust," Portia responded.
"So, I'm assuming you got turn seven?"
"I did," Portia said, turning the phone around to show Abby the scoreboard. "And I'm finally on top."
"Well, you do like to be on top," Abby wickedly smiled.
"And soon you will be topped," Portia countered, as the waitress left.
"I hope so," Abby said. "Pussy is good, even great, but I desperately need to be thoroughly fucked."
"Trust me," Portia said, having never been with Lorenzo herself, but having seen him in action at a wicked sex party where they'd each fucked a number of different women, "he has a huge cock and will give you the fucking of your life."
"God, I can't wait," Abby said, as they began to eat.
A few minutes into their meal, Jill came over, her face with a sexy gleam, and asked, "May I please have your number? To talk about auditions," she added as weak cover for humility's sake.
"Of course," Portia smiled warmly, pulling a card out of her purse.
However, wanting nothing to do with humility or modesty or denial, she held it back while declaring, "I don't want you allowing any other woman or man to fuck that virgin pussy before I do, agreed?"
"Yes, ma'am," Jill nodded, her cheeks going ruby red again.
"It's Mistress," Portia clarified.
"Yes, Mistress."
Portia finally handed the pretty and still technically virgin young woman her card. "Good, now text me tonight and I'll see when I can take that virginity of yours," Portia said.
"Yes, Mistress," Jill repeated, shame coursing through her with the blunt things this woman was saying in front of her friend.
"I'll even send you a picture of all my strap-on cocks for you to choose from," Portia said.
Jill was absolutely flummoxed now, leaving only her libido able to speak. "Thank you, I look forward to it."
"I'll see you soon," Portia said.
"Yes, Mistress," Jill nodded, before turning to the other woman. "Ma'am." She then left.
"You really are something," Abby said.
"Just changing the world one pussy at a time," Portia shrugged.
"Yes, you're the Superhero of straight turns."
"Hmmmmmm," Portia pondered, "and what would my superhero name be?"
"Turner Woman?"
"Perhaps."
"Turn Girl?"
"Better, but I don't know."
"Cunt Woman?" Abby suggested, playing on Cat Woman.
"That's closer, almost purrrrrrfect," Portia smiled, thinking Cunt Woman wasn't too bad.
"Oh, I have it," Abby said, excited.
"Well, don't just sit there all smug," Portia said. "Tell me."
"Elicka," Abby suggested, the idea popping into her head.
"Now that is perfect," Portia agreed, always liking the Elektra character (and thinking she'd really like a chance to cast Jennifer Garner as one of her pussy pals).
They finished their meal which, of course, Lorenzo refused to take money for and as Portia got back into the limousine and headed to the gala, Abby and Lorenzo waited for an Uber.
For both ladies the night was still young.
The end
Up next: Crystal tries to tie the score with some help from her daughter and her nerdy science partner in Turning Contest: A Makeover.
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Mom's Not Mom: Grandma Too
Summary: Mom and son add grandma to the wild night.
Note 1: This is part two of a two-part series. In part one, the main character discovers he was adopted and that leads to losing his virginity to his mom on Halloween night.
Thanks to: OhDave1 for the edit.
This continues immediately where part 1 ended....
Mom's Not Mom Ch 2: Grandma Too
"Mom!" my Mom gasped, looking up to see her mother staring at us in a very compromising position.
"Sara," my Elvira-dressed grandma said, putting her hands on both her hips. This made both her voluptuous tits stand out even more and allowed the slit in her dress to show off more of her long black nylon-clad legs. She did not look like a grandma at this moment.
"Grandma it's not what it looks like," I defended, even though it was exactly what it looked like, other than this was not true incest in the purest sense.
"You have told him?" Grandma asked, in a very serious tone.
"Yes," Mom responded, clearly mortified to be caught in such a compromising situation. "I told him I wasn't his biological mother."
"Grandma, I love her," I blurted out, trying to speak for my embarrassed mother and lover. I worried at some point we would have to explain the truth, although I had hoped not and definitely didn't think it would be mere seconds after climax.
"I hope so, she's your mother," Grandma said, looking angry and yet somehow so hot. Elvira was one of my many jerk-off fantasies since she always wore black pantyhose and seeing my not real grandma in them had me feeling a similar attraction I had for my mother the moment the truth was revealed.
"I mean, I love, love her," I stressed, noticing Grandma take the odd glance at my shrinking cock.
"I see," she said, seeming to allow my declaration of love for her daughter to marinate.
"Mom, I can explain," my mother finally said.
"You can explain fucking your son on his birthday?" Grandma bluntly questioned.
"Yes," Mom answered, for the first time not sounding embarrassed by being caught, but in just one word, confident.
"Oh," Grandma said, again seeming to glance down at her not really grandson's dick.
"Look, Mom, I know this looks wrong and I suppose legally it is also wrong," Mom began, standing up, still only in what was left of the costume and my load still on her face.
"Sara, you are wearing my grandson's cum on your face."
"I know," Mom said a little embarrassed and yet not really, "I love Mike too."
"Love, love him?" Grandma questioned, glancing over to me as I too was still totally naked, although my dick had retreated inside its shell from two loads and the current ball-breaking situation.
"Yes," Mom nodded, "we are even thinking of moving in together when I head to Washington."
"You plan to both leave me?" Grandma asked, her tone unreadable.
"Um, I hadn't thought of that before now," Mom said.
"You fuck my grandson, wear his cum and decide to move away from me?" Grandma said, her tone now much more readable... a mixture of anger and being upset.
"Well, the idea was just discussed tonight for the first time," Mom explained sheepishly.
"Grandma," I said, finally standing up, but not bothering to cover up my dick, "you could come with us too."
"Really?" She asked, although in a tone that dripped with sarcasm.
"Yes, really," I said, as she glanced down at my flaccid dick... which seemed to be distracting her. I wondered, was there any chance she too could cross this wicked line Mom and I had just crossed?
"Are you two really considering moving to Washington?"
"Well, I am for sure," Mom said, "the job opportunity was just too good to not take. Plus, Mike was supposed to be going to college so we were both leaving here regardless of today's turn of events."
"You mean fucking your son?" Grandma said bluntly, yet she again took a peek at my dick... which I wished was still hard to really tempt her.
"Okay, fine, Mom, you have made your point," Mom said, frustrated. "I'm a dirty incestuous slut, is that what you want to hear?"
"Sara," Grandma said, her intense tone shifted. "I didn't mean that."
"Well, what did you mean?"
"It's just, this is all quite surprising," Grandma explained.
"Do you want to join us?" I asked.
"I'm not sure I can move to Washington," she replied.
"No," I said, for reasons I can only say were built on my confidence of the past hour-ish, "In celebrating my birthday."
"Mike!" Sara gasped, realizing my intent.
I ignored my mom's shocked response, as I continued, sensing grandma was willing to cross the same line her daughter had, "You know you are not my blood-related grandma."
"But I am your grandma," she stressed, as I now stood before her.
"And she is my mom," I clarified. "But," I said, taking a massive risk as I moved my hand under the shortest dress I had ever seen my grandma wear, "that doesn't mean we can't do this."
As my fingers reached her pantyhose-clad pussy, which was quite damp, she let out a shocked soft moan, "Michael."
"Tonight, I'm Shaggy," I corrected and then continued my aggressive, risky approach, "And it's time for Shaggy to do some more shagging."
"Oooooh," she moaned, as I began to rub her pussy in a circular motion.
"I want to show you how much I love you too," I said, even as I couldn't believe I had just done this. I couldn't believe I had found the confidence to do this. I couldn't believe I had tried to defuse the caught in the act of incest, albeit now not blood repeated by committing more incest. Yet, I also couldn't believe my grandma's reaction.
Confusion.
Shock.
Lust?
She didn't push my hand away.
Plus, she was already wet before I touched her.
Very wet.
And... she was standing there allowing me to slowly masturbate her.
I looked at Mom who was staring in complete disbelief.
"I want you, Elvira," I whispered as I moved my lips to her neck and kissed it.
"Michael," she moaned.
"If it makes it easier to let go and allow this to happen imagine I'm Shaggy," I said, splattering her neck with soft kisses.
"Shaggy, what do you want to do to me?" Grandma asked, seemingly considering doing more than just allowing me to rub her pussy.
"Eat your pussy and shag you," I said, moving to her ear and giving it a tug.
"Oh, God," she moaned, as I began to rub her pussy a little more aggressively since she hadn't stopped any of my actions yet. "It's been so long."
"Let me please you," I said.
"I don't know," she replied, seemingly overwhelmed with what to do.
"Elvira, come to the bed," I ordered, moving my fingers away, taking her hand and leading her back to the scene of the crime. Sure, there was an abundance of evidence that incestuous acts were committed, but if I was going to be charged I was going to go all in.
Grandma allowed me to lead her as she protested in the weakest way imaginable, "I'm not sure this is a good idea."
"I thought that at first too," Mom said, looking in awe of the shift from absolute disaster to whatever this was about to be, as she returned to the bed and put the wig back on that had fallen off near the end of the blow job and facial.
"Lay down," I said, gently pushing her onto the bed and onto her back.
Before she even had time to react, I grabbed her left foot and licked its salty sole.
"Oh my," she moaned, surprised by the touch of a tongue on her foot.
"Elvira needs to be completely worshipped," I said, "every inch of her voluptuous perfect body."
"Oh, Michael, it's been so long," Grandma moaned, as I massaged and licked every inch of her foot... her scent intoxicating having likely been in heels for some time.
"I'm going to make love to your whole body," I assured, feeling a large sense of obligation to worship my grandma like I had my mother.
"But this isn't right," Grandma again tried to protest, but her words didn't match her actions as she parted her legs wider as she said that. This gave me a clear view to her red panties that definitely had a wet spot.
"But it feels so good, doesn't it, Mom?" Sara asked as she watched her son and lover worshipping her mom's foot.
"I'm not done with you, young lady," Grandma said trying to remain motherly even while she was no longer remaining grandmotherly.
"Yes, Mom," Sara said.
"And call me Mommy," Grandma surprised all of us.
"Yes, Mommy, I have been a very bad girl," Sara said, drawing right into the kinky incestuous wordplay.
"Did you suck my grandson?" Grandma asked, as I massaged her sole and sucked each toe into my mouth, bathing each with excessive attention.
"Yes, Mommy and I sucked your grandson's huge cock and let him shoot his first load in my mouth," Sara answered and added extra evidence against her crimes.
"And you swallowed it all I hope," Grandma said.
"Of course, Mommy," Mom replied.
"I see," Grandma said as she moved her other foot to my face. I exchanged feet and replicated the dedicated sole attention as she moved the foot I just worked over to my balls and began to slowly caress them while she continued the interrogation. "Did his cum taste good?"
"It was delicious, Mommy," Mom answered, before adding, "and it was a really big load."
"Like the load dripping down your face," Grandma asked as she moved her hand and waved her daughter over.
Mom climbed onto the bed and I watched Grandma scoop a dollop of cum from mom's cheek and placed it in her mouth... as my eyes went wide and my dick began to stir again. Two loads were not going to be close to enough to end my night.
"Clean up my slut, Grandma," I ordered, deciding to continue being in control.
"Are you ordering me to clean up my daughter's face full of your cum?" Grandma asked, her tone and face again unreadable, but the fact she continued cupping my balls with her toes spoke volumes.
"Yes, and use your tongue," I ordered, trying to push them to the line and perhaps cross it. The idea of my mother and grandmother kissing or in a sixty-nine suddenly popped into my head... although unlike the questionable definition of incest for my mother and I, or my grandmother and I, this would break multiple moral and legal laws and would definitely be incest.
"You really are a bad boy," Grandma said, as Mom gave me a 'what-the-fuck?' look just before Grandma leaned forward and licked my cum off her daughter's chin.
"Good, Grandma," I encouraged, the brief costume role-play gone as all of us seemed to enjoy more constant reminders that we were committing incest, "get all my creamy cum."
"I usually prefer cum warm and directly from the source," Grandma wickedly said as she continued retrieving her grandson's cum off her daughter's face. It was incredibly hot to watch as I continued planting kisses and gentle licks all over her sweet, scented sole.
For a minute or so, Grandma slowly cleaned up all the cum and then as I moved to her pretty painted toes, Grandma placed her lips on my wide-eyed mom's lips.
Then after the briefest of hesitations, Mom returned the kiss and the two of them were kissing tenderly.
They remained kissing for a couple of minutes, getting more passionate the longer they made out, until I moved my attention to her ankle, continuing to massage and splatter butterfly kisses on my grandma's super sheer stocking-clad leg.
Grandma broke the kiss and asked, immediately returning to the interrogation, after getting rid of the majority of the evidence, "Did you let my grandson fuck you?"
"I did," Mom admitted.
"Did he make you come?"
"He did."
"Did he come inside you?"
"No."
"You fucked your hot mom and didn't even come inside her?" Grandma asked, turning her attention to me as I slowly slithered up her leg.
"That was where the next load was going to go," I assured.
"Well, that isn't where the next load is going now," Grandma said, looking directly into my eyes.
"Does Grandma want my cock?" I questioned as I kept paying close attention to her calf with both my hands and lips.
Grandma moved her hands to the crotch of her pantyhose and ripped them. "Does this answer your question?"
"It gives a hint," I smiled as I looked directly at her red panties.
"Sara. Go get some scissors," Grandma ordered.
"Yes, Mommy," Sara said, getting off the bed and briefly leaving the room.
"You know this is so wrong?" she said to me.
"Actually, I don't," I said. "I love Mom with all my heart and there is only one other woman I love with all my heart and that is you."
"You're sweet," she said, as I made my way up her leg. "But you need to be with someone your age. This isn't a long-term viable solution."
"I disagree," I said, "why go searching for someone, go through the charade of courting, when I already have the one."
"That's sweet, but she is almost twenty years older than you."
"Age is just a number," I said as I moved to her thigh.
"You are seriously thinking of this being more than a one-night wild mistake?"
"I'm thinking of making this mistake for the rest of my life," I said, moving between her legs and sucking on her pussy through her panties.
"Ooooooh, you bad fucking boy," Grandma moaned and trembled slightly.
After just a few seconds, Mom returned and said, "Here."
"Give me those," Grandma said urgently. She pushed my head back and I watched her cut her panties and then ripped them out from inside her pantyhose.
Once she tossed them aside, she grabbed my head and roughly pulled me back to her hairy wet pussy. "Get in there and eat Grandma."
I didn't need to be told twice as I parted her pussy lips and began licking.
"Oh yes, get that tongue ingrandma's pussy," Grandma moaned, as I probed her hole, excited to hear her getting all revved up from my tongue.
"Shit, this is wild," Mom said, obviously watching her son eat her mother.
"This is your fault," Grandma accused, as her hands held my head firmly in place between her legs.
"I don't see you complaining," Mom pointed out.
That doesn't change the fact," Grandma moaned loudly.
"Says the woman letting her grandson eat her," Mom teased.
"Jesus, oh God, don't stop, Michael," Grandma moaned, as I took her clit between my lips. "Suck on my clit."
"He's a natural pussy licker," Mom complimented me, just as I moved my right hand towards Grandma's pussy and slid two fingers inside her.
"Oh yes, finger me," Grandma moaned, as I slowly pumped two fingers inside her while simultaneously sucking on her clit... excited to make her come.
"Oh yes, baby, eat that pussy," Mom encouraged, with a moan as I wondered if she was touching herself as she watched.
"Oh yes, yes, yes, Michael, yeeeeeees," Grandma screamed, as she squeezed her legs against my head when I made her come rather quickly and then eagerly lapped up the delicious creamy cum oozing out of her pussy.
After about a minute, Grandma spread her legs, let go of my head and said, "Fuck me right now, Michael."
"I thought you said this was wrong," Mom teased, as I knelt up and saw Mom was slowly rubbing herself.
"Don't you start," Grandma said sternly, as I moved my dick toward her very wet pussy.
"Just saying," Mom smiled, pushing her luck.
"Well don't," Grandma said, as I rubbed my dick up and down her pussy lips, teasing her, impressed by my ability to control my lust. "And stop teasing me. Give me that dick."
"Okay," I nodded, sliding my dick into my Grandma, a rush of adrenaline coursing through me as this wild birthday continued. Plus, just hearing Grandma say 'give me that dick,' was surreally hot.
"Oh, yes," Grandma moaned, "that feels so good."
"Yes, honey, fuck Mommy," Mom encouraged as she rubbed herself.
"It's been so long," Grandma said.
"Now you are going to get this dick any time you want," I assured while I slowly pumped my dick in and out of the wet hair hole, taking my time.
"Oh, Michael," she moaned as she looked at me with a lustfully dazed look.
"This is my pussy now," I said before I turned to my mother and asked, "Is watching me fuck Grandma turning you on?"
"Maybe," she said, non-committing, although it was obvious it was.
"Do you need to come again?" I asked as I pumped my dick into Grandma.
"Focus on fucking me," Grandma demanded, with a moan.
"You want my dick, Grandma?" I asked, pulling out.
"Don't tease me, Michael," she said. "I need it so bad."
"Come sit on Grandma's face, Mom," I ordered, feeling a rush of power as I grabbed my grandma's ankles.
"What?" Grandma moaned.
"I want to watch you eat Mom's pussy while I fuck you," I said, tapping her clit with my cock head.
"No, just fuck me," Grandma moaned as her legs twitched from the [constant/contact/?] clit tapping.
"Mom, straddle Grandma's face," I repeated, but she hesitated.
"I don't know about that," Mom said.
"Do you want to sit on your Mom's face?" I asked.
"Well...."
"Sara!" Grandma said, with a moan as I continued to tease her relentlessly.
"Mom, you already ate cum off my face," Mom pointed out.
"That was different," Grandma argued.
"How so?" Mom asked as she moved into the bed.
"Don't you dare, young lady."
"Grandma, if you want this dick back in you then you're going to eat your daughter's pussy," I said, sliding deep inside her pussy and then pulling back out... a great rush of adrenaline at the power I had.
"You bastard," she moaned loudly, as my mom wasn't sure what to do.
"We know you want to," I said. "Stop hiding behind the facade of propriety," I said, looking down at her with a complete lustful look.
"Michael," she said, "you really want me to do this?"
"I do," I nodded.
Grandma sighed. "Fine you fucker. Come sit on my face, Sara."
"Mother and grandmother fucker," I corrected, rewarding my horny grandmother by sliding my dick back in her pussy as mom straddled her face.
"You really are a nasty boy," Grandma moaned, as I resumed fucking her as Mom lowered her pussy on her own mother and faced me.
"You really are a bad boy," Mom said as she sat on her mom's face, leaned forward and kissed me.
Then for a couple of minutes, I had my first kind-of threesome and an unorthodox one at that as I fucked Grandma, who ate Mom, who was making out with me.
Grandma's moans increased and she demanded, "Harder, fuck Grandma harder."
I obliged, breaking the sweet passionate kissing and began to slam into my grandma's pussy hard.
"Yes, that's it," Grandma moaned as she kept licking her daughter. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," she repeated as she lifted her ass up to meet my deep thrusts.
"Make her come, baby, make grandma your slut," Mom encouraged as she began to grind on her mom's face clearly turned on watching me bang her mom.
"You mean our slut," I corrected, giving her a wink.
"Less talking, more fucking," Grandma demanded, as I slammed into her.
Over the next minute, Grandma's moans got wild, and eventually she begged, "Don't stop. Oh fuck. Yes, baby. Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck Grandma. Yes, yes, mother fucking, yes!"
As she came, I kept pumping her pussy, my own third orgasm bubbling in my balls.
"Come in your grandmother," Mom encouraged as she could tell I was close.
"You want me to come in your mother?" I asked.
"Yes, fill that pussy right up," Mom said wickedly, really grinding her hips on her mother's face.
"Yes, you heard your mother, fill me up, you nasty boy," Grandma agreed with a muffled response from underneath her daughter.
"Fuuuuck," I grunted and erupted my third crazy load of the night, this time in my grandmother.
"Yes," she moaned, "fill me up."
I did.
Once done, I pulled out and ordered, "Clean up my mess, Mom."
"You really are a bad boy," she smiled before she lowered herself between her mom's legs and ate the creampie as the two were suddenly in a 69.



"So bad," I said as I stood up and watched the two women I loved the most in my life pleasure each other.
"Oh yes, baby girl, eat my pussy," Grandma moaned.
"And eat mine, Mommy," Mom moaned as they both worked each other's pussies over.
I watched in awe for a good few minutes as they continued eating each other out until mom came on her mom's face and grandma had back-to-back orgasms.
Mom rolled off Grandma, and Grandma said, "Well, happy birthday Michael."
"Thanks," I said, my dick semi-erect... having never completely deflated.
"But, Mom, you have one more gift to give him," Mom asked.
"I do?" She said, "Oh yes, it's downstairs."
"I didn't mean that, but it is downstairs," Mom wickedly said, as I caught onto her meaning. "Get on all fours."
"What?"
"I can't be the only three-hole slut," Mom said.
"You can't be serious?"
"Have you ever taken it in the ass?"
"I didn't say that," Grandma said coyly. "But did you really let your son fuck your ass?"
"I did," she nodded, "and it felt great."
"You want to fuck Grandma's ass too?" Grandma asked giving me a sexy smile.
"I'd love to," I nodded, this making my dick grow yet again. "But only if you want to."
"Well, it's been some time," she said, "but there was a time I loved a good ass fucking."
"Well, let's rekindle that joy," I said, as mom handed me the lube.
"Okay," she nodded as she got onto all fours, "but go slow at first."
"Okay," I agreed as I lathered my dick with lube and moved behind Grandma.
"Fuck, both of our assholes," Mom said, moving beside her mother and offering me her back door too.
"If I have to," I joked as I moved behind Grandma.
"You have to," Mom said. "If we are going to be your Mommy and Grandma sluts you better be ready to satisfy all our needs."
"I'll do my best," I said as I slowly slipped inside Grandma's ass in awe of how insatiable both these hot women were.
"Ooooooh," Grandma whimpered, as I penetrated her.
Twenty minutes later, after two marathon ass fucks and both women coming again, I finally shot my last load... this time inside my mom's asshole... her pussy the only hole left not to get a load.
I looked at the clock and realized I was way late to my own birthday party with my friends, "Oh shoot, I'm super late."
"For what?" Grandma asked.
"Birthday games night with my friends," I said, my dick finally completely going flaccid after the wild marathon.
"Well, get going and if you want one last birthday present before you go to bed we will be here," Grandma said.
"What? You still want more?" I asked.
"Maybe a nightcap," she shrugged.
"I'll be sure to be home before midnight," I said, going over and kissing my grandma and then my mother... both not being the kind of kiss you would usually give either.
"Now come and eat your grandson's anal cream pie, Mommy," Mom ordered.
"Do you think you're the one in charge here?" Grandma questioned, even as she moved to eat her daughter's gaping, leaking asshole.
"Yes, you are bottom bitch," Mom wickedly said, as I wanted to watch but I really had to get going.
I then headed out knowing I couldn't tell my friends about my amazing birthday night... but knowing that everything had changed.
Happy FUCKING birthday to me.
The end
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Trans Romance
"Can I tell you something?" She asked, looking completely terrified. We had just returned from our Valentine's Day supper and were back at my place since my parents were gone for the weekend.
"You can tell me anything," I said, taking her hand in mine.
"This could change everything," she said looking so vulnerable.
"Nothing can change how I feel about you," I assured her, having only dated her for four months but pretty sure I was in love with her.
We met at Comic-Con.
She was dressed as Princess Peach and I was Mario.
During the Cos parade, we ended up together and well... the rest was history... serendipity.
I believe in love at first sight and although some would scoff at that notion, my parents both say they knew they would end up together the day they met... serendipity.
Anyways, besides being incredibly smart, having similar interests as me, being very pretty and sexy, always wearing nylons which was my personal fetish. Sshe was also an amazing kisser. Although, we had not yet had sex and she wouldn't let me go down or touch her below the waist (besides caressing her nylon-clad legs and feet), she loved giving me blow jobs... which, as a virgin, I sure couldn't get enough of. I mean I'm an eighteen-year-old guy in my first year of college. She usually swallowed but even let me come on her face.
I glanced down to her perfectly manicured red toenails in sexy sheer mocha-coloured hosiery which she knew was my favourite colour. My dick was hard and I tried to not adjust it in its awkward position since this had somehow shifted from romantic to serious.
"I was born a boy," she whispered, not making eye contact.
"Pardon?" I asked, not sure I had heard her correctly.
"I was born a boy," she repeated.
"Oh," I said, this not at all what I was expecting.
"I knew I was in the wrong body when I was twelve and have been taking hormone pills ever since."
After a brief pause, I began to ask, but wasn't sure how to finish the question, "So, do you have...."
"Yes, I have a penis, not a vagina," she whispered, still unable to make eye contact with me.
"Oh," I said trying to process. It wasn't that I was against the trans community, but this wasn't what I was expecting to come out of her mouth. In truth, I also had always been much more fascinated with a penis than a vagina. I mean I wasn't gay as I only found girls attractive, but there was something about a penis that turned me on. These mixed feelings had always confused me, but I had generally pushed the confusion to the back recesses of my mind.
"I understand if you want to break up with me," she said, finally looking up into my eyes with such heartbreaking vulnerability.
I didn't want to break up with her. In fact, this didn't change anything. Actually, it changed one thing... it confirmed I loved her. Somehow this moment of honesty and vulnerability confirmed it. It took me a moment to put my thoughts together before I said exactly what my heart felt, "I love you, Kara." I leaned in and kissed her. I then added as I looked into her eyes that were beginning to well up, "I love you for you."
"You do?" she asked, looking at me with a sense of disbelief.
"Yes, unconditionally," I said, as I found myself instinctively and curiously dropping to my knees before her and saying, "Let me show you."
"Drake, you don't have to," she said, as I lifted up her skirt and found a bulge in her pantyhose.
"I imagine this poor thing has been dying for some attention," I said, as I reached out and squeezed it, an odd excitement coursing through me. Suddenly, I wanted to suck her cock.
"Oh," she moaned.
I pulled her pantyhose and panties down and her cock popped out. Five inches like mine. I took it in my hand. It was so hard. While I had been fascinated by cocks and looked at many online, the idea of stroking and sucking one had only popped up in my fantasies a few times. Yet, I always thought it was gay and I wasn't gay. But now that there was one right there before me and attached to the woman I loved, I felt the urge to suck it.
I leaned forward and just did what came naturally to me... I took it in my mouth.
"Oh, Drake," she moaned.
I slowly began to bob back and forth, not really sure what I was doing, although sucking a dick wasn't overly complex. I just listened to her very genuine moans. The excitement of hearing her moan because of what I was doing gave me a major sexual adrenaline rush which pulsated right to my very hard dick.
"Drake, that feels so good."
Taking her words as encouragement, I bobbed faster, also using my tongue like she often did when she sucked me. This I found a little more challenging at first, but focused on making her happy and hearing her moan.
"That's it, Drake, suck my cock," she moaned.
Her dirty words turned me on as I kept sucking her cock trying to take more and more in which each forward bob until I was taking it all in.
"It feels so good."
I didn't know what I was doing, but I felt a surreal sense that this was a natural progression of my sexuality. She sucked my dick, I sucked hers.
It wasn't even two minutes later, that she warned, "I'm going to come."
When I warmed her, she went faster and swallowed my load, so I did the same thing. I wanted to feel her cum shoot in my mouth. I was curious what that felt like. I was curious what it would taste like.
"Get ready. Here it comes," she whimpered, a few bobs later before she came in my mouth.
I swallowed all the surprisingly warm, gooey and salty cum. Feeling her dick pulsate in my mouth made my own do the exact same thing in my pants.
I kept bobbing for a few more seconds, before she gently pushed me away, turned around and knelt on the couch and said, her pantyhose and panties still around her ankles, as she offered me her ass with lustful urgency, "Fuck me, Drake. Fuck me, right now."
I stared at her pretty ass, her dick dangling down between her legs, as I quickly got out of my clothes and moved behind her. I asked, "You sure?"
"Yes, I'm sure. Fuck me right now," she demanded. "I've wanted this since we first kissed."
So, I did, sliding my cock into her very tight, very warm ass. A very different sensation than her mouth, not better or worse, just different.
"Oh yes, now give it to me, baby," she moaned, a very different persona than I had ever seen from her.
I pumped my cock in and out of her ass... the sensation of losing my virginity in an asshole wild and yet suddenly seemed serendipitous.
Sadly, for me, the first time I fucked a woman would be a pretty quick encounter... I didn't last twenty strokes before I warned I was about to come.
"Come in my ass, baby, I need to feel you come in my ass," she moaned, beginning to bounce back to meet my forward thrusts.
"Okay," I grunted, lasting just a few more strokes before depositing my load in her ass.
"Yes," she moaned. "Fill my asshole."
"Fuck," I grunted, as I unloaded in her.
As soon as I was done, she spun around and kissed me.
"I love you, Drake," she said to me for the first time.
"I love you too."
We then kissed for a good few minutes when a thought popped into my head. I wonder what it would feel like to have her fuck me.
But that would have to wait for another time as we still had a double date at the movies with two friends.
The End
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My Sister's Virginity: A Love Story (Very Kinky Love Story)
Seeing my sister looking so sad broke my heart.
Unlike most teenage brother and sister relationships, we got along... always had... perhaps it was because we spent nine months together in our mother's womb.
Even though fraternal rather than identical, we still seemed to share some of that mystical twin bond you hear so much about. I saw Sarah as my best friend. The one I could share all my secrets with, and she felt the same way about me.
As we passed the halfway point of our senior years in high school, we were also closing in on nineteen well ahead of the rest of our classmates, having started school a year late because Mom was a fashion model travelling the world at the time we should have been starting school.
Yet, no one would guess we were siblings, never mind twins, if they didn't know us. Yes, we both started tall and willowy like Mom, but I'd bulked up after puberty, while my sister seemed both skinny and bulky at the same time. I walked, perhaps even strutted, like the cocky athlete I was, while she tended to hunch in on herself; one moment she seemed a scarecrow and the next a shapeless blob. She seemed to have more of Mom's alluring features just under the surface of her face, while I had just enough to soften the rugged handsomeness I'd clearly drawn from our father.
Still, in the right lighting, with the right expression, the similarity was there, I'd seen it captured in two or three photos over the years. But our personalities, the way we carried ourselves, really set us apart and smothered any of the physical similarities.
I was outgoing, funny, and charismatic, if I do say so myself - a lot of other people did. All that led to me being a bit of a player as I matured. Then, to top it off, I was also a top jock. As I went through my final year of high school football, I was getting scholarship offers from a couple dozen schools because of my lightning speed and soft hands that managed to pull in any football I touched.
Sarah, on the other hand, also had dozens of scholarship offers but hers were all academic. She was a complete brain; an introvert, shy and sweet, who came across as a stereotypical uber-nerd. That said, when it was just the two of us, she had a foul mouth, like me, and was funny as fuck.
While I had been dating since my voice changed, Sarah had hardly scratched the surface of the dating world. But at the beginning of our senior year she began dating Blair, a nice guy nerd. I was happy for her, especially as I saw her start to come out of her shell. She began using light touches of make-up, occasionally letting her hair down, and added a few pieces to her wardrobe that made her look less like a 60-year-old spinster and more like a healthy teen who might just have a nice rack hiding under those loose blouses and baggy sweaters.
As those first months of school unravelled, I began to realize that my sister was not just cute, as I'd always thought, but downright pretty - damned pretty. And one warm Friday night when she and Blair came to cheer me on at a football game, she actually wore an outfit that confirmed that not only did she have a healthy chest, but she also had great legs... like our mom, who'd begun her modelling career as a leg model for a pantyhose company.
In fact, it was those legs (my mom's) that had certainly led to my long-held fascination with nylons. She wore them all the time and my mother was the ultimate MILF. I knew that every one of my buddies wanted to fuck her and I'd be lying if I denied that many of my stroke fantasies late at night were about my own mother. All that said, in recent years she'd gone fucking flaky on us and once we'd hit sixteen and got our drivers' licenses, was gone more than here, leaving my sister and I to fend for ourselves a lot, which had brought us even closer.
But in our senior year, once my sister started showcasing more of her body, my stroke fantasies began to shift from my mom to my sister.
It was suddenly clear that Sarah was a younger version of Mom, but a lot less shallow and vain than her. I mean, I love my mom, but she was hard to live with. Needy for attention and trying to live in a past that no longer existed. She also refused to let go of her youth.
I mean my mom was still hot and she knew it and used it to her advantage... truth was though, she was kind of a bitch and had become an even more absent mother since she started dating a musician only three years older than us. She had played the mom in his band's music video, 'I'd Rather Have Your Mom', which was exactly what the song title implies: a guy who wants to fuck his girlfriend's hot mom.
Thus, Sarah and I were often alone in a house way too big for two people. Our father, or as Mom referred to him, 'our sperm donor', we had never met because Mom said he didn't want anything to do with us, but I'm pretty confident she just had no idea who the father was. The stories of her pre-mom days were pretty wild... things most moms don't tell their children, but ours hadn't held back. So, I guess I can thank her not only for my nylons fetish, but my overall advanced expectations of sex.
Anyway, enough about us and how we got to this moment.
As 2025 began, it was me who was single and my sister who was attached.
I seldom kept a girlfriend for a long period of time as I always found flaws in them:
-too dumb
-too shallow
-too needy
-gave lousy head
-talked too much
I know that makes me shallow in turn, but I just could never connect with a girl on more than a sexual level... except for my sister.
Anyway, I walked into the house and saw Sarah crumpled into the corner of the couch, crying.
I immediately sat next to her and gathered her in my arms. "What's wrong, Sarah?" I asked as gently as I could.
"Blair, Blair, he..." she began to say through tears, "he, he, he dumped me."
"No way," I said, quite surprised by this. I mean, where the fuck was a nerd like Blair going to find someone not only as smart as him, but hot in her own right? Then it struck me that it was the day before Valentine's Day. Could you pick a meaner day to break up?
"And... and... and... cheated on me," she added, looking so vulnerable and sad at the same time.
"That asshole," I said, instantly getting mad.
"I-I-I...." She tried to speak but cried more.
I'd first wrapped my arms around her drawn-in body, but now I prized her open and pulled her in for a real hug. "It's okay, just let it out," I soothed. When I felt her finally begin to relax into me, it was impossible not to notice her firm breasts as they were suddenly pressing against my chest.
For a couple of minutes, I just held her in my arms, rubbing her back as she cried into my shoulder. Finally, she said, as she backed away and wiped the tears from her face, "And I was going to give him my virginity tomorrow."
"Oh, Sarah," I said, both horrified to hear that as you never want to hear about your sister getting fucked, but also devastated that she was rejected and dumped just the day before Valentine's Day. "Did he know?" I asked, thinking that while it would actually be the decent thing to break up and leave her cherry for a truer love, it might sting her even worse if she felt he broke it off because he didn't want to fuck her.
"It was going to be a surprise," she said, no longer crying.
"Well, the bastard," I said, "it's his loss."
"I even bought a special outfit and lingerie," she said.
"Well, again, that's his loss," I said, even as my mind registered the word lingerie. Then suddenly my hand was registering the same thing, as it drifted down to her leg and found, not the cotton of her long, plain skirt, but the smoothness of silk over the heat of skin. I peeked downward from the corner of my eye and saw that by balling herself up into the corner of the sofa, Sarah had caused her dress to hike up pretty high and expose a very surprising pair of nylons... just like our mother wore in real life and in my perverted fantasies. I know it was wrong to see my sister in a sexual way, doubly when I was trying to comfort her, but that was just where my mind went when I felt and saw the sexy material over a warm, firm calf.
"I can't believe he would do this," she said.
"Guys can be pigs," I said.
"So, I'm learning," she said, her facial expression shifting from sad to angry. The strong-willed, determined Sarah I knew suddenly coming back from the recesses of her sadness. "You're right, it's his loss."
"Plus, you should give your virginity to someone you care about deeply," I said.
"I thought that was him," she sighed. There was a pause before she asked, "Did you lose your virginity to someone you loved?"
I thought about my first time; it was almost a year ago now that I lost my formal penis-in-vagina virginity. It was actually with a woman down the street I did yard work for. It was a few days past my eighteenth and she invited me in for a glass of lemonade and a birthday gift. Before I knew it, she was sucking my dick. It literally felt like a porn scene. She swallowed my first load right in her kitchen since I didn't last long getting my first deep throat ever, but then I fucked her in the kitchen, the living room and her bedroom to multiple orgasms for her and another one for me. My second orgasm also hit her mouth, but only partially as my cock was outside of it as I stroked it after pulling out of her hot cunt and my cum was flying everywhere, painting her lovely MILF face. The thrill of coming on a woman's face started then and there. There is just something so incredibly hot about shooting a load on a girl's face. There is also something equally hot about a girl who will allow it. That image of my cum dripping from a lovely face seared itself into my brain and I've sought to repeat it ever since.
"No, but if I could go back in time, I would do things differently," I lied. The truth was, I wouldn't change a thing. It turned out that sexy lady wasn't the only MILF in the neighbourhood who'd been waiting for me to turn legal... and they weren't all single mothers. I'd learned a hell of a lot from them and had used those skills to seriously up my game with girls at my school. From the last few months of junior year, across the intervening summer, and on through the first half of senior year, I'd fucked over a dozen of my classmates and had continued with a few MILFs. My sister didn't know about the older women, but she did know I had a reputation at school as a player.
"I don't believe that," she said, reading me well.
"Okay, I'm a guy," I shrugged, "what can I say?"
"Plus, I know more about your reputation than you think," she added, with a raised eyebrow.
"Oh, and what is that?" I asked innocently, my hand still resting on her nylon-clad leg; I had unconsciously slid it up to her knee. The temptation to move my hand up and down and caress the nylon was hard to resist.
"Do you really want to know?" she asked, her tone unreadable.
"I'm a little scared, but sure, fire away," I said, assuming my reputation was as a male slut. One I could live with knowing I was moving far away from here in a few months.
"You have a big dick and fuck like a stud," she bluntly said, surprising me.
"Sarah!" I gasped, flattered by the words and happy to hear the ladies enjoyed me, but hearing it come out of my sweet sister's mouth was quite surreal and perversely quite a turn-on... my dick suddenly hard as a rock.
"That's what the girls say," she shrugged.
"Well, there could be worse rumours about me," I said with a laugh.
"There are some of those too," she said.
"There are?" I asked.
"Yeah, that you're kind of a male slut," she said. "Fuck 'em and dump 'em."
"Oh," I said, never having thought of it that way. I just wasn't into serious dating when I knew I was leaving here for college in the fall, plus as mentioned before, I'd just never really connected with a girl in a real raw way... that was perhaps partly my sister's fault because we were so close and I wanted a relationship of trust and honesty like I had with Sarah. That said, I was all up for fun and great sex... or average sex... I mean sex is sex.
I explained, "Yeah, I guess I just don't usually see enough in a girl to be in an actual relationship. Plus, what's the point, I'm moving far away from here soon."
"Don't feel too bad, the girls don't actually seem to mind," she said, then smiled. "Sure, a couple of them would like you to themselves, but they all appreciate that you don't lie about being in love just to get into their pants. And they all really appreciate what you do when they let you in." She waggled her eyebrows as she emphasized the word, really.
"Oh?" I questioned, shocked at how this had gone from comforting my devastated sister to her telling me the sex gossip about me.
"Yeah, some of the girls said you are the first guy to make them come," she bluntly said.
Of course, I was flattered. I mean this was mostly a pretty good rep to have. I was a strong believer in making sure a woman was satisfied. While some women could fake it, which I knew from reading online, I tried my best to make sure they truly came as I wanted them to have as good a time as I had. Half the time I made them come through fucking and half the time through oral. If a girl went down on me, I went down on her... I was a gentleman that way. Plus, hearing a woman beg to be fucked harder and hearing them scream with rapture was a real turn-on. I may be a male whore, but I am an orgasm-giving, considerate male whore.
Yet, I was bewildered other girls would tell my sister about my dick and my skills. "How do these conversations even come up?" I asked.
"Mostly second-hand from Beth and Avery," Sarah said. "They're my best conduit to the in-crowd where you seem to draw most of your conquests from and those girls apparently aren't shy about sharing notes on duds versus studs." Well, this was a surprising truth about girls I squirrelled away for future use.
"I seriously thought that was only a guy thing," I said, then clarified, "Although I have never fucked and told."
"Such a gentleman," she smirked.
"I try," I said.
"Thanks for cheering me up," she said, this surreal conversation seemingly coming to an end.
Then an idea popped into my head. I don't know where it came from, but as soon as it did, I knew it was a good one. Since I wasn't going steady with anyone, I had purposely not asked anyone out for Valentine's Day, I didn't want any girl to get the wrong impression that I wanted a long-term, loving relationship. "Hey, why don't you and I go out tomorrow?"
"Go out where?" she asked.
"Well, you said you got a new dress for tomorrow and I have a suit that's just been sitting in my closet since Cousin Greg's wedding last year," I said.
"You want to go on a date?" she asked, sounding perplexed.
"Not a date-date," I attempted to clarify, "but a date."
"Well, that clears things up," she laughed.
"I'll get a reservation at a top restaurant in Bakersfield and we'll get all dressed up and go out for a great meal, maybe go to a movie, forget about fuckhead and have fun," I suggested, although a secret part of me was perversely wondering what kind of lingerie she had purchased for her now ex-boyfriend... not that she would wear it tomorrow on a 'date' with her brother.
"Why not?" she shrugged, "I don't want to be home alone on yet another Valentine's Day."
"Yeah, exactly, no reason we should both stay at home on Valentine's Day," I said.
"Hey, why doesn't Super-Stud already have a Valentine's Day date?"
I looked deep into her eyes, actually quite mesmerizing eyes now that I'd taken off my brother filter and said, "Truth? I don't want to fake one of my girlfriends into thinking she has my heart when she only has my dick."
She paused only a second, then smiled. "That is such an asshole thing to say, but also saintly. I'm so glad we can speak honestly with each other. Please promise me that won't ever stop."
"Never," I assured her, even while I questioned my own veracity; if I was really being truthful, shouldn't I share how I'd lusted after our mother's nylon-clad legs and had begun to transfer that obsession to Sarah? Nah, not today.
"I was kinda bummed about being dateless on Valentine's Day," I said, "but if that left me free to help the woman who really is the most important in my life, then I'll put it down to Kismet and say thank you."
"You are a great brother," she said, hugging me more tightly, with more energy, her big breasts really pressing up against me.
"I really am," I agreed.
"Although a bit of a conceited asshole," she added, backing away.
"Hey," I said. "Not that you're wrong."
"But one who can back it up," she smiled, then looked directly at my crotch area. Apparently, while I'd been enjoying the pressure of her soft breasts against my chest, she'd been focused on my hard cock pressing against her. If she wasn't my sister, I would have taken that as a sign to move things to the next level.
"I do my best to never leave a woman unsatisfied," I replied, my hard dick begging for attention as it was throbbing even more now from her strange glance and her big tits.
"That is what I need," Sarah said, standing up. Unfortunately, that meant her long, loose skirt covered up her firm legs, but I still had a good view of her nylon-clad feet and pink-painted toenails. "A man who can sexually satisfy me."
"Sarah!" I said, legitimately shocked, even as I imagined giving her the attention she obviously craved from a man. I knew I could make her come and have the orgasm of her young life. Sure, since she was a virgin, the bar would have been pretty low, but I would definitely raise it for whoever came after me.
"What? A vibrator only does so much," she said, smiling as she wiggled her toes, drawing me to them.
"Too much information," I said jokingly, covering my ears even as I imagined her fucking herself.
"You think that's TMI? Hey, I know your dick is nine inches, I know you eat pussy until a girl comes, I know you like to talk nasty when you are fucking someone and even that you have ass-fucked at least one of our fellow seniors," she wildly listed off.
"Two actually," I said casually, trying to not look stunned by her wicked words that had my dick aching. Girls really did talk. "And it's nine-and-a-quarter inches if we're being accurate."
"Jesus," she said, again looking at my crotch area. "Blair was barely five. Actually, he may not have even been five."
Okay, so she may be a virgin but clearly not totally innocent. "Then he did you a favour," I said.
"Yeah, my vibe is bigger than him," she said.
"Well, don't worry, you'll find a guy with a nice-sized dick who treats you well."
"I want a man who can wait until I'm ready but then give me a really good fucking when I am," she said.
"This conversation is going so off-script," I joked. But then kept it going that way with my next question. "So, if you were making him wait, how do you know he was five inches?"
"He was whining so much about blue balls that I finally agreed to give him a hand job. But of course, as soon as it was through his fly he wanted me to blow him," she sneered.
"Well, he offered to return the favour, didn't he?"
"No, he said it was gross," she said.



"Are you fucking kidding me?" I asked, shaking my head in disgust. "He wants you to go down on him, but won't go down on you?"
"Yeah, he actually has made me pretty insecure about myself, especially now that he dumped me for Brittany."
"Brittany?" I repeated.
"Yeah."
"She is a lot bigger slut than I am," I joked.
"Yeah, but he got what he wanted," she said, tears beginning to fill her eyes again.
I stood up and wrapped my arms around her again. "Well, little Blair may have gotten a lot more than he hoped for," I chuckled.
"What do you mean?" she sniffed.
"I know Brittany is in real trouble with her grades and graduating and her folks hired her a tutor. I'm betting it was Blair, because I overheard part of a conversation between Brit and Amy that suddenly seems to make sense. They were talking on the quad and as I walked up to them from behind, I heard Brittany say, 'So, he got me past that last math test, but now I've got his little pecker in my pocket and am going have him write my English and Social Studies term papers.' She cut off when she saw me, but I bet she was going to say Mr. Little Pecker was going to have to help her cheat on exams too."
"And I bet the little puppy will do it," Sarah said with disgust. "It will ruin him scholastically more than her if he gets caught, but he was so excited just from me jerking his little crank, he won't even think about the consequences if she's actually giving him pussy."
"So, I'd say you're well shut of him," I soothed as I tightened my embrace. "Sarah, you deserve a man who loves you for you because I have no doubt you're worth waiting for."
"Have you been willing to wait for anyone?" she challenged, pushing back a little so she could look up into my eyes.
Truth be told, I haven't had to wait beyond a second date to score once I'd brought my MILF training to school. "Well," I mused, "I like to think I would for the right girl, but honestly, I haven't really been tested yet. And now that I've heard about the girls' stud-or-dud grapevine, I have to guess that some of my dates knew exactly what to expect when they said yes to a date with me."
"God, I need a date who can fuck me like you fuck girls," she declared.
Again, I was honestly shocked and again my cock pulsed. "Um, Sis, this is going to sound inappropriate, but you did make me promise to always speak openly and honestly with you."
"Go ahead," she said.
I stepped back but kept my hands on her shoulders. "Well, I gotta admit you've surprised me with how, well, sexually knowledgeable and interested you are. Has it been like that for a long time? And if you're horny, why have you been hiding yourself away so diligently?" I motioned up and down with one hand, pointing out how she was covered from foot to neck in baggy garments that were plain to the point of being ugly.
Her head dropped and she spoke to the floor. "Mom," she said softly.
When she didn't say anything else, just kept looking down, I took her by the shoulders again and guided her back to sitting on the couch. Taking a seat next to her, I said, "Mom?"
She sighed, gave me a quick look, looked down again and started talking. "She was so beautiful and stylish and always had those good-looking men hanging around. When we got around twelve or thirteen, all the boys around were always staring at her and I didn't want anyone to see me because I couldn't compare - I was so scrawny and nerdy."
Her voice choked up and I put an arm around her shoulders and held her tight against my side.
After a moment, she gave a little hiccup and continued. "Then a couple of years ago the tit fairy finally came to visit and I realized I didn't want to be stared at for having boobs any more than for not having them."
"So, you kept wearing the granny clothes," I offered when she went silent again. She gave a small nod. "Um, what about the nylons underneath? Is that also because of Mom?" Our mother's favourite look, and mine too, was to wear short skirts, often with slits that gave many glimpses of the tops of various coloured thigh-high stockings held up by garter straps.
"Yes. No. It's because of you."
"Me?" I choked, sliding aside and turning to stare at her. "What did I do?"
She looked embarrassed, but said, "Last May I went to your room to talk to you about something, but I heard the bathroom door close down the hall, so I knew you were in there. I went into your room to wait, and I saw the video you had paused on your laptop."
I gulped, hoping it hadn't been an incest movie or that I didn't have any of Mom's sexier modelling photos open alongside.
"It was a middle-aged lady modeling lingerie for the 'neighbour boy' to seduce him," she said.
I remembered. By then I'd had a couple of sessions with Brenda Thomas, the MILF who'd taken my virginity, and had found a video with a woman who could have been her sister and was regularly jacking off to it.
"Your e-mail program was open, so I quickly sent myself the link, deleted the mail from Sent and the Trash, and ran back to my room before you finished in the bathroom. I watched the video and couldn't believe how hot it got me. I watched more videos and found I also liked the women better when they were in stockings and lingerie."
She paused and looked at me with a worried expression, probably wondering if I was jumping to any sort of motherly incest conclusions. I was, and hunched subtly forward to try and cover the growing bulge in my lap. To give her a way out, I said, "Nylons have been hot forever, that's why they're so popular in porn. It's why there are Victoria's Secret stores, and it's why Mom wears them, not the other way around."
She looked relieved and gave a small smile. "These are hers that I'm wearing now," she said and giggled when my eyebrows shot up. "I just had to find out for myself how I looked in them, how they felt and how they would make me feel. Sure, she's hardly ever here, but still has tons of clothes in her room and drawers full of all sorts of lingerie and nylons and stockings, so I've been helping myself."
She reached down and lifted her long skirt up over her knees, exposing sheer, mocha-coloured hose. "Don't tell me you haven't been doing the same thing," she said. "Using them to jerk off in, like in that very first video I saw from your computer."
I was speechless. Not because she'd caught me out, but because I was mentally kicking myself for not having come up with that idea myself. But if there was one thing I'd learned on the football field, it was how to adjust my route after a hard check and keep myself in the play.
"And how do they make you feel?" I asked with a little bit of a growl.
The colour rose in her cheeks, but she replied, "Hot. Sexy. I've also come to realize that Mom bought only the best and they feel so good against my skin." She lifted and extended her near leg until her foot was on my knee. "These are silk," she purred, "feel for yourself."
Oh, fuck, she'd hit me with my kryptonite. I couldn't think, I couldn't speak, I could only stroke both hands over the top of her foot and up her ankle, over and over.
"Feels nice, doesn't it?" she sighed.
"Really nice," I agreed. To keep myself from letting my hands go higher and higher up her leg I began massaging her foot, putting to use all the things I'd learned from Brenda and another MILF housewife from the next block who both loved including feet in our sex.
Sarah shifted on the sofa until she was sitting back against the arm with both legs up on the couch. I slid over until her feet were in my lap, and I didn't try to hide that they were right on top of my hard cock. She moaned lightly when I went to work on both of them.
"So," she said in a husky voice, "is it true that you talk dirty to girls when you're doing it with them, that you call them names?"
That fucking girls' grapevine really went into detail. "Not always," I said. "She has to like that sort of thing. Some do, some don't."
"Is it weird, that I want a man to just fuck me and call me names?" she asked, looking at me with a strange vulnerability with not tears but wetness in her eyes. "I've seen it in videos and for some reason it gets me hot."
"From my experience, it's not at all weird," I said, thinking of the mom of six who wanted to be called every name there was while I ass fucked her. Or Jamie, the minister's daughter and likely only challenger to Sarah for Valedictorian, who repeated, "Oh God," over and over as she begged me to fuck her cunt and had me shoot my load all over her face in the basement of the church. We still hooked up every week or two as she was insatiable and a great fuck. In fact, she was one of the two fellow students I had sodomized.
"Really?"
"Yes, from my few sexual encounters," I said, trying to get away with the word few but that didn't work.
"Few," she scoffed.
"Semantics," I shrugged. "Okay, from my vast experience," I continued, owning my many sexual encounters, "every woman has two sides to her. The one she wants others to see her as in public and a much different, kinkier version in the bedroom."
"Or the girls' locker room," she smirked.
"That was one time," I protested, recalling fucking Amber and Amy together after the football championship game... we lost by six... but they made me feel better about it in a wild threesome.
"So, you don't think it's wrong that I want to be called a slut, be face fucked, pounded hard and have cum shot all over me?" she wickedly said, seeming to somehow both be asking me innocently and also trying to shock me. The words out of her mouth continuing to make my cock ache with lust and desire.
"Well, you're my sister, so I really don't want any guy doing that to you," I said, even as I thought to myself 'other than me,' but instead added, "although I understand you are a young woman with needs like everyone else."
"And they are not getting met," she replied. "At all."
"Well, I can't help you with that," I said, even though a part of me was perversely thinking actually I could, "but we can go out tomorrow and just have a great night."
"Okay," she nodded, as my phone buzzed with an incoming text, putting an end to our sexually charged conversation.
"Sorry, that's Brian, he's waiting outside to take me to practice." After football season ended, I switched to basketball, where I wasn't as big a star, but I was a starter this year. I realized I hadn't gotten ready at all and would have to scramble.
"Okay," she repeated as she pulled her feet out of my crotch, seeming to purposely rub them hard against the solid lump there on the way. Then she crunched forward, eyes appearing fixed on the same lump and held out her arms to me. I leaned forward and she hugged me. "Thanks, big brother."
"You're welcome," I murmured into her hair, enjoying how she stressed the word big... especially since she'd never once called me her big brother before, always resenting that I came out first.
That night, I read some online sibling incest erotica and jerked off imagining it was me and Sarah. Once I came, I felt guilty, but during the stroke session my dick was throbbing as I imagined taking her virginity and making all those fantasies of hers come true. I mean, why did she tell me all that? Sure, we were very close as siblings, but our sex lives were the one thing we had never broached before today.
I contemplated this and so many other inappropriate thoughts as I tried to fall asleep.
.....
Valentine's Day
Being a gentleman and wanting to make Sarah's day while also wanting to fuck with Blair's head, I had roses delivered to Sarah's advanced placement math class in the morning with a note: Thinking of you. From your secret admirer. In the afternoon, in her AP English class, it was chocolates... again with the same message, as those were the two classes I knew Blair had with her.
I did it to be sweet.
I did it to make her day.
I did it to show Blair he didn't matter.
I did it to be romantic... something I never really did.
I did it because I wanted to make this day special.
I got home after basketball practice, showered and once dressed in my suit, walked downstairs to see my sister in a short, form-fitting red dress and black nylons. My cock instantly lurched.
"Wow, you look absolutely beautiful," I said, taking her all in.
"You look very handsome yourself," she said.
"Ready for our date?" I asked, my dick hardening just looking at my sister.
"I'm all yours tonight," she said, which could have a variety of connotations based on her tone but had me thinking of only one inappropriate one.
If that was any girl other than my sister, I would have had some wicked, dirty, sexual response already out of my mouth, but I didn't say a word.
She seemed almost disappointed.
"We better get going, our reservation is for seven," was all I could finally manage.
"Okay," she nodded, and we headed to the car.
During the drive, to a restaurant about thirty-five minutes away, as I didn't want people in our town talking about us going out together, we chatted.
"Thanks for the flowers," she said as we got on the highway after a few minutes of silence, just the radio playing.
"What flowers?" I asked, playing dumb.
"The flowers weren't from you?" she asked, looking very surprised.
Not wanting to lead her on, realizing it was mean, I said, "Sorry, yes they were from me."
"Jerk," she said, slapping my leg.
"Sorry, you have always been gullible."
"Well, they were very nice."
"How did Blair react?"
"He looked surprised and maybe even a little jealous," she answered. "He tried talking to me this afternoon after the chocolate delivery, but I brushed him off."
"Good."
"My friends were the ones asking all sorts of questions," she said.
"I bet they were."
"Problem is, they'll eventually want to know where the flowers and chocolates came from," she pointed out.
"Oh, I never thought of that," I said.
"Oh well, that is a problem for another day," she shrugged, as I glanced over and admired her legs in the black nylons. God, she looked hot. Not to mention her tits were so perfectly framed within her tight red dress.
"If he saw you in this dress he would regret his choice big time," I said.
"Yeah? You think I should get a good pic for social media?" she asked.
"Oh, yeah, make him realize how big a dipshit he is," I said.
"Agreed," she nodded.
After a minute, she asked, sounding insecure, which pissed me off that Blair had made her doubt herself, "Do you really think I look good?"
"Sarah, you look radiant, beautiful, hot," I listed off, then wished I hadn't said hot. She is still my sister.
"Hot?" she asked, of course latching onto that word.
"Sarah, if you were not my sister," I began and stopped realizing I had definitely gone too far.
"What, Mike?" she asked and then demanded, "Finish that sentence."
"I'm not sure I should," I said, my dick aching in a not-very comfortable position and badly needing an adjustment; the multiple visual turn-ons of her legs in nylons, her firm tits and her pretty face all making me ache with taboo lust.
"Tell me, big brother," she said, again stressing the word big. She knew exactly what I meant by that line and she wanted me to say it. I don't know if she was having similar temptations as me, just needed some validation, or was teasing the fuck out of me, but I decided to just lay it all out there.
"Fine," I said, deciding I had to adjust my dick and did it right in front of her. "If you were not my sister, I would be taking you to a hotel after dinner and giving you the fuck of your life."
Then there was silence.
Shit. Shit. Shit. I had gone too far.
Her facial expression was unreadable.
The silence though, spoke volumes.
I was about to apologize for my inappropriate response when she asked, her tone so sweetly genuine and vulnerable, "You would really fuck me if I wasn't your sister?"
"Sarah, you are the perfect girl," I said. "Smart, funny, compassionate, caring and although my sister, I am going to say it again... hot."
"Most boys don't think so," she said, sounding so insecure.
"Well, at school, when your hair isn't hiding your pretty face, it's in a little kid's ponytail, you wear bulky sweaters that hide your big breasts and long skirts that don't showcase your amazing legs," I listed off the compliments.
"I guess I do hide my body," she said, reflecting on my words.
I remembered what she'd said yesterday about dressing down because of Mom, about first fearing competition with her beauty and then fearing being lumped in as just another pussy on feet. "Sarah, you are a beautiful woman, with a great intellect, and a kind soul," I continued, "you deserve a man who sees all that in you."
The silence returned.
She soon broke it with more shocking words, though delivered with a smile. "So, you think your baby sister has a nice rack and is hot?"
I laughed, happy she was taking this with humour, rather than as the creepy comments of an incestuous perv. "If you wore this to school the boys would walk into doors staring at your big tits, amazing legs and tight ass."
"Blair did love my tits and my legs in nylons," she said. "Although he kept bitching that I hardly ever showed them off - even for him."
"Well, we've definitely learned that he didn't deserve even as much as he got," I said. "And as for their quality, any guy would love them," I said, wishing I would one day be able to see them au naturel. I mean, while I'd certainly been coming to realize over the past few months that my baby sister had a big pair of tits, the dress she had on tonight made it clear that they were actually huge while being beautifully shaped.
"I've always been uncomfortable with how big they are," Sarah said.
"Nothing to be ashamed of," I said. "It's your body. This is who you are. If you got it, flaunt it."
"I guess," she said. "Like you flaunt your nine-inch cock."
"Nine-and-a-quarter-inch cock," I corrected. Hearing her say cock such a turn-on.
"Sorry, nine-and-a-half-inch, big, fat cock," she wickedly said, her addition to the description adding to my desperate lust.
"Better," I said.
"And to help you past your insecurity about your body," I continued, "Let me say plainly that you are one hot piece of ass with a great pair of tits and awesome legs."
"You silver-tongued devil. If you weren't my brother," she purred, her tone dripping with innuendo.
"Oh?" I asked, playing along. "What would you do if I wasn't your brother?"
"I don't think you want to know," she said.
"You made me tell you," I pointed out.
"I'd suck your cock while you drove, swallow your load and then have you take my virginity later tonight," she wickedly said, as my cock ached with each naughty suggestion. God, this was getting out of hand.
"Jesus," I said.
"Sorry, that was probably too much," she said, instantly sounding guilty.
"No, no, no," I said. "The reality is we both find each other attractive and that is natural."
"It is?" she said. "I thought incest was considered an unnatural act?"
"I think that's more because of the dangers of in-breeding," I replied. "Isn't there some kind of genetic sexual attraction theory - hell we share enough DNA to make that happen."
Sarah went silent and I saw with a glance that her forehead had wrinkled up in the way it did when Miss Big Brain was cracking the code. I had to stifle a laugh; I was just throwing out bullshit to justify a totally kinky obsession I was beginning to develop for my twin. I carried on.
"And on the psychological side, doesn't the Oedipus complex come into play? Family attraction just happens."
My sexy nerd sister replied, "I think Oedipus really only covers between parents and children, and that at a very early age. And at that same age, the Westermarck Effect says that siblings who are close up through about age six develop reverse sexual imprinting, which is why sibling incest isn't actually common outside those nasty porn sites I know you visit." Her head suddenly snapped toward me. "Oedipus complex? You want to fuck our mom?"



"No, no, no," I said, although, of course, it had been a perverse fantasy of mine for some time. "Just exploring theories." Then a legitimate idea came to me. "Hey, that Westermarck thing, sexual attraction between siblings is blunted by growing up together?"
"Yes, that's the theory," she said.
"But you're not the little girl I grew up with. You've always been more introverted, shyer and quieter, and that only got worse when you built that anti-Mom shield around yourself at puberty." I snuck a hand over to her leg, just below the shortest skirt I'd seen her wear since we were little kids. "That's not who's sitting beside me now. Legs suddenly a mile long, breasts that beg to be squeezed, and not only desperate to be fucked, but wanting to be treated like a real slut while it's happening. You're a whole new Sarah that I'm just now meeting. I may not have lusted after the caterpillar you were, but the butterfly you've become is a thing of beauty I could study for hours."
She put her hand on top of mine and gave it a gentle squeeze. "Thank you," she said quietly.
Then for a couple of minutes there was no talking, each of us processing the many inappropriate things we had said to each other.
A song she liked came on the radio and when she took her hand off mine to turn up the volume, I forced myself to put my hand on the steering wheel so it wouldn't start crawling its way under her skirt. She started singing and I joined in and for the next fifteen minutes we sang songs together. Neither of us were great singers, but it was fun, freeing, and allowed the palpable tension between us to lower but not fade away.
I took a few glances at her tits so perfectly framed in her dress. I took even more glances at her nylon-clad legs. My dick stayed almost the entire time. Twice I openly adjusted my package. Both times she noticed.
We were just about a couple of minutes away when Sarah out of the blue asked, "Do you have a nylon fetish?"
"Pardon?" I asked.
"I've noticed you checking out my legs at home and again in the car," she said.
"Oh," I said, a little embarrassed.
"I told you why I started wearing them secretly, and Blair liked them the times I let him see. Today I wore them for my date, and I can't help but notice..." Here she paused to lick her lips nervously, her mouth having apparently gone dry. "Notice that my date's dick seems to twitch every time he looks over at my nylon-clad legs."
"Well, your date is very appreciative," I said. "Continuing our promise of honesty, I can say you have beautifully shaped legs that would look wonderful completely bare, but yes, there is just something about seeing them wrapped in such sexy material that does something to me."
She moved her left hand up to my right, pulled it off the steering wheel and moved it back to her leg.
"You seemed to like resting your hand on my leg earlier. And yesterday," she said.
I was speechless.
This was crossing a line a bit more than the naughty talk which was still nothing more than talk... or at least I thought it was nothing more than talk.
She added, "I liked it too."
"I know I have already said it a few times, but you have amazing legs, Sarah," I complimented. I began to move my hand ever so slowly to caress her leg and feel the silky sheer nylons.
"Thank you," she said, looking at my hand on her leg.
"These pantyhose are super soft," I said. I had fucked only a couple of women, both older MILFs, who wore stockings, and they were so sexy... but neither had felt this sensually soft.
"Yeah, they are expensive," she said. "When I first bought some of my own, I got a cheaper brand and could immediately tell the difference from what I'd borrowed from Mom's drawer. So I upgraded to her brand, though they cost a lot more."
"Well, they are worth it," I said, trying to focus on the road while being distracted by my hot sister and her silky sheer legs.
"I hope so," she smiled. "And they are not pantyhose." She pulled her dress up enough to show me the lacy tops of stay-ups and an inch or two of creamy thigh above.
"Oh my," I said, my cock now raging. Many of my lovers had teased and tempted me before as part of our foreplay, but no girl had ever had this strong of an effect on me.
"You like?"
"That is the sexiest thing I have ever seen," I replied, as I made one last turn before we reached the restaurant... fucking bad timing.
"I wore them for you," she repeated.
"I'm flattered," I said, as I pulled into the parking lot.
I parked.
She looked into my eyes.
I looked into hers.
She leaned in and kissed me.
I was shocked and yet I wasn't.
As her lips met mine this moment seemed destined... pre-ordained by the Gods... and nothing in my life felt more natural.
The kiss was tentative and tender... both of us nervous and processing the reality of what was happening.
It only lasted about thirty seconds before she broke the kiss, moved her hand to my cock and squeezed it and said, "I meant what I said earlier, big brother, I am all yours tonight."
She then kissed me one more time, backed away and got out of the car.
I adjusted my throbbing cock, got out of the car, walked to her, took her hand in mine and led her into the restaurant. Like the kiss, her fingers entwined with mine felt so perfect.
A few minutes later, we were seated, our drink orders taken, and looking at the menus. God, there was no denying it, I didn't just have a crush on my sister. No, not only did I want to fuck Sarah, but I think I was in love with her and not in a platonic sibling way. The truth was, the feelings I was feeling right at this moment were unlike any I had ever felt for any of the girls or women I had dated or fucked. This feeling was different... confusing... and all-consuming.
Yet, I tried to push the thought away.
She was my sister.
She was vulnerable because of her break-up.
I was her brother.
I was supposed to protect her, not take advantage of her vulnerability.
We ordered and ate our meals, talking about school, our scholarships and where we were going in the fall. While we both had lots of offers, all but one of our schools were vastly different: Stanford. Well known for its strengths in science and research, the Cardinal had also turned out NFL stars like Andrew Luck and John Elway.
That led to an entire conversation about perhaps both going to Stanford. I had assumed she would be going to Harvard and I had been leaning towards Duke... but the idea of both of us living together and being there for each other was suddenly a pretty good idea. And, by the way, this wasn't about sex but about two siblings looking after each other like we already had for years. This was about family.
It wasn't until we were sharing a cheesecake dessert that the conversation veered back to sex and again it was Sarah who initiated it as she asked, "Have you ever gotten a nylon-clad foot job?"
Before I could respond, I felt her foot move between my legs and rest on my crotch area.
"Oh, Sarah," I moaned, my hand going to her foot and beginning to caress it and admire her perfectly manicured pink toenails.
"Is that a yes or no, big brother?" she asked, ever so slightly pushing down on my dick with her dexterous foot, her tone again so sexy and sultry.
"Actually, that is not something I have yet experienced," I admitted, "but it's on my bucket list now."
"Well, maybe tonight we make some bucket list items come true," my usually shy sister bluntly suggested.
Not backing down, but making a feeble effort at being the voice of reason, I responded, "Be careful what you suggest."
"I'm not suggesting anything, I'm bluntly reminding you I am all yours tonight," she stressed, moving her foot up and down my cock slowly. "I will do anything you ask me to... anything."
There it was.
All the talk, all the innuendo, all the teasing and the brief intimacies had brought us to this moment.
The line.
Crossed.
But... not to the point of no return.
I asked, "Are you serious?"
"Mike," she said, using my name instead of big brother, "I want you to take my virginity tonight."
I was speechless. Based on all that had transpired today this wasn't a real surprise and yet it was a real surprise. The idea is one thing, the reality another.
"Really?" I finally asked.
"Mike, you said I should give my virginity to someone I love," she continued, looking at me with vulnerability and yet completely serious. "And there is nobody I love more than you."
"I love you too," I said, this easily the most romantic moment of my life on the supposed most romantic day of the year.
"So, will you fuck me?" she asked. Okay, not so romantic, but my cock jumped.
"You know there is no going back from this," I said. "I don't want you to regret your first time down the road."
"I want my first time to be you fucking me hard with that fat, nine-and-a-quarter-inch long cock," she nastily said, as she resumed rubbing my dick with her nylon-clad foot.
"Will there be anything else?" the waitress asked haltingly, arriving just in time to hear that sentence.
"No, just the bill, please," Sarah said.
"Yes, ma'am." The red-faced waitress, just a couple of years older than us, nodded and left.
"Can you book a hotel here?" Sarah asked once we were alone. "I don't want to wait until we get back home or have the rarity of mom showing up. I need your dick now."
"I'll check," I said, quickly pulling my phone out.
I checked Hotwire, the best place to find a good deal, found a four-star hotel at an excellent price considering it was last minute, booked it and said, "Done."
"I'm going to suck your dick so fucking good," she wickedly said, even as her foot continued to tease me.
Again, her timing was off as the waitress returned with the bill. Her hand trembled as she laid it down on the table.
Sarah said, "Sorry, but I'm really horny."
"No problem, miss," the waitress said as she handed me the card-reader. As I paid the bill, she blatantly looked me up and down. "I understand completely," she said to my sister, who smiled and gave my cock one more toe squeeze before bringing her foot down.
As soon as I handed the device back to the waitress, Sarah stood up and said, "Let's go."
The waitress hadn't left us, merely taken two steps back to let me out. "Duty calls," I smiled at her as I stood, noticing she was quite pretty, with liquid brown eyes.
"Calls loudly," she punned, focusing those eyes directly on my tented suit pants.
"Yes, it does," Sarah agreed, taking my hand and giving the girl a wicked wink. Leading me out to the car, she asked, "How far is the hotel?"
"Just three minutes," I said.
"Once we get in the car pull out your dick," she instructed. "I want to drain that first load before you fuck me so my deflowering can take a good long time."
Damn, she's really been getting a wicked education from the girls' grapevine and all the porn she's been watching. "It's only a three-minute drive," I pointed out as we reached the car.
"I've been craving this dick since last night," she said, as I opened the door for her, "are you really going to make me wait any longer?"
"No, no, no," I said, never seeing someone so desperate to suck my dick and I've had a few very eager cock suckers.
I walked around to my side and when I opened the door, I found she'd already leaned over and pulled my seatbelt across and clicked in the buckle. So, I was apparently supposed to sit on top of the pre-fastened seatbelt so it wouldn't interfere with her getting to my cock, but we wouldn't have to listen to the damned pinging of the seatbelt sensor. Yes, she's been getting a very thorough education on slut tips despite her virginal lack of actual experience.
Once I got settled and she fished out my straining manhood, she said, "Fuck, what an amazing cock," before she bent down and took it in her mouth.
"Oh, God, Sarah," I moaned, as she didn't waste any time with niceties and instead bobbed hungrily.
While I prided myself on being able to last a reasonable length of time, the wild drive, the hot talk, the declarations, the foot rub and now my sister's lips wrapped around my cock had my balls burning in seconds.
I didn't even attempt to start driving knowing I wouldn't last long and didn't want to cause an accident when I came. So, I sat there in a pool of light from a parking lot lamp post and watched my sister suck my dick in utter disbelief that this was happening and desperately trying to hold back as long as I could.
It didn't work.
After maybe a minute of this hungry cock sucking, where she somehow kept using her tongue while devouring half my dick, I was about to blow my load. I generously warned, "I'm about to come."
"Mmmmmmm," she purred, not slowing down and a few bobs later I erupted.
"Oh fuck, Sarah," I groaned, as I unloaded in her smooth mouth.
She swallowed every drop with ease without missing a beat.
"Fuck, you drained me completely," I said, about a minute later as she continued to suck my cock.
She finally sat up and said, "That better not be true."
I laughed, "Oh, trust me, for you, they'll refill quickly."
"Good, because you are going to unload them on me," she said.
"On you?"
"Yes, while I'd love to feel your cock pulsate and fill my pussy up, I don't want to get pregnant," she said. "And I do really look forward to your load all over my face."
"What about your tits?" I asked, finally making another fantasy come true as I cupped them.
"What? You want to suck them? Fuck them? Cum on them?"
"Yes, yes and yes," I nodded, as she leaned forward and kissed me. I'd long lost any squeamishness about tasting my spunk in a lover's kiss and kissed her hard, looking forward to doing the same when my tongue was coated with her pussy juice.
She then said, as she sat back on her seat, "Now get to the hotel."
"Yes, ma'am," I said, as I put my dick away.
"I need to have that cock in me ASAP," she said.
"Oh, you are going to get the fucking of your life," I promised. "No, wait. You are going to get the fucking of my life."
"Oh, hell, Mike, I'm so glad you're here with me tonight instead of Blair. And not just because of the extra four inches. With him I would have had to hold back, I couldn't let loose with all these long-held fantasies our first time together... but with you, I feel like I can, and you'll just accept me instead of judging me. Am I right about that?"
"Well," I mused, "I'm not going to deny you've caught me completely by surprise," then added with a chuckle, "and I definitely want to see what erotica you've been reading and watching, but yeah, I'm good with it all. I've had some pretty good teachers and the main thing I've learned is that we're all freaks if we feel safe in letting them out."
"Remember, tonight I'm completely yours," she said. "I'll obey any command you give me."
"You know, that is so hot," I said, as I started driving. "But I also want to make sure you get everything you want. You're the virgin, this night is about you."
"No," she said, putting her hand on my leg. "We're Valentines, it's about us."
"Yes, us," I agreed.
"And more than that," she said. "Tonight I'm going to fuck my first dick, suck it clean afterwards, go completely from virgin to slut with you..." She hesitated a moment, then pushed on. "But I don't want it to end today."
"Me either," I said, suddenly thinking how our mother being mostly gone and having the house all to ourselves could be a blessing. At least until the end of summer when we'd depart for our different colleges.
"It will be easy until school is done," she said, seeming to read my mind, "but...."
"But then what?" I groused, annoyed at the thought of being separated and annoyed at being stopped right now at a red light - I really needed to get my new Sarah into our hotel room.
"But, what if we did both go to Stanford?" she asked, returning to our dinner discussion.
My mood instantly lifted. "I could go to Stanford."
"We could go to Stanford."
"And be a couple?" I asked, drawing out each word with slight trepidation.
"Yes, no one will know us there," she said. "No one will know we are siblings. Our family name is common enough that we could joke about how alphabetical lists brought us together."
"True," I said. "But are you sure you want this?"
"Mike, I love you unconditionally," she said, "and unless you're shitty in bed, I know exactly who I want to spend the rest of my life with."
"I'm in," I said, as I resumed driving.
"Oh, not yet, but you will be soon," she promised, her sultry, silky, sinful voice making my shrinking cock reconsider its brief slumber.
"You are insatiable," I laughed, looking at her.
"And horny as fuck," she said. "Actually, horny to fuck."
As I maneuvered into a parking spot, she urged, not even giving me time to respond to her hungry incestuous lust, "Hurry up."
"Okay, okay," I laughed, as we both got out of the car and entered the hotel.
We checked in, made out in the elevator and once in the room I took control. I picked her up and kissed her as she wrapped her legs around me and I carried her to the king-sized bed.
While the kissing in the car was tentative, this was reckless lust and passion. Both of us were consumed with the urgency of the moment. Reaching the bed, I kept kissing her, not wanting this simple, passionate intimacy to end.
Sarah apparently had different ideas, because she broke the kiss and said, "Fuck me, Mike."
"I'm going to do more than just fuck you," I said, as I tossed her onto the bed.
"Fuck me first, Mike, I need it so badly," she pleaded with such desperation in her tone and lust in her eyes.
I pulled her to the end of the bed, took off her heels, and reminded her, "You are mine tonight, remember?"
"Yes, I remember," she said, as I tossed her heels aside. "Foot job, first?"
"No, this," I said, as I slid my tongue down her salty, slightly sweaty sole.
"Ooooh, my, that's so nasty," she moaned. "But it feels so nice."
"I'm going to worship every inch of my slutty sister's body," I said, as I licked her sole while also massaging her foot at the same time.
"You are teasing me," she whined and moaned simultaneously.
"No, I'm showing you how a man pleases a woman," I said, as I moved to her toes and sucked each one individually.
"Fuck, Mike," she moaned.
"Oh yeah, you have such sexy toes in these stockings," I said.
"I'll make sure they are painted pretty and in nylons every day, baby," she promised.
"I wouldn't expect anything less," I said, as I made sure to give every toe some of my undivided attention.
I replicated the focus on her other sole and toes before pulling her up and saying, "Let's get this dress off."
"And you need to get undressed too," she said, as she stood up and turned around, "Unzip me."
I did.
She slithered out of her dress to reveal a sexy black bra that was semi-see-through with a matching garter-belt and no panties revealing a shaved pussy.
"Oh my," I said, staring at my sister, who really was a woman I did not know, but wanted to desperately.
"Like?" she asked, putting her hands on her hips.
"Love," I corrected.
"Now, let me see for myself what you are really packing," she said, dropping to her knees and laughing, "Although I guess I already know by the Braille method after blowing you."
"And swallowing my load," I added, as she undid my belt as I took off my suit jacket and tie.
"And it was so fucking delicious," she said.
"I bet you taste fucking delicious too."
"I don't know," she said, as she pulled my pants down.
"I plan to find out," I assured, already knowing I was going to eat that sweet peach and make her come with my tongue before I fucked her.
"Mmmmmm," she purred, as she squeezed my cock in my boxers. "I could eat this all day."



"Oh, you will be getting an abundance of it from now on," I promised, dying to see what she could do with her mouth when she wasn't confined by a car.
"I better," she said, as she pulled my boxers down while I unbuttoned my shirt. "Such a big, juicy cock."
"Show me how much you want it," I ordered, as she stroked it.
"You want your little sister to suck your cock?" she asked, looking up at me as I undid the last button.
"Yeah, I want to see my sexy sister with a mouthful of cock," I said, just as she took it in between her lips. "Oh yeah, that's it, get it nice and hard for that virgin pussy of yours."
"Mmmmmm," she moaned on my dick as she slowly sucked and stroked it.
"Fuck, you look so damn hot right now," I said, as she took her mouth off of my cock and slithered her tongue down my shaft and to my balls.
"These have another load ready in them for me yet?" she asked before she sucked a ball into her mouth.
"Likely more than one," I said, enjoying her ball bathing.
After a minute of sucking each ball into her mouth, I pulled her up, kissed her and pushed her back onto the bed.
"Oh, God, I was right," she whimpered. When I tilted my head in question, she said, "I knew I would love a man who knows what he wants," and smiled as she spread her legs wide as I moved between them.
"Yeah, and what I want is to taste this pretty, pink pussy," I said, as I moved my face to her glistening pussy lips.
"I want that dick in me," she pleaded.
"Not until I sample my own sister's pussy," I said, burying my face between her thighs and began licking.
"Ooooooh, fuck," she moaned, the moment my tongue parted her pussy lips.
"Fuck, baby sis, you do taste fucking delicious," I said, her taste dancing on my tongue.
"I can't believe you are licking my pussy," she moaned.
"This is my pussy," I said, as I didn't stop licking, her moans turning me on.
"Yes, use it any time you want," she willingly agreed.
I then focused on making her come with my tongue. I explored every crevice of her pussy, I flicked her clit making her legs twitch, and she whimpered, "Oh fuck, this feels so good."
"Yeah, every girl deserves to have their pussy licked," I said, thinking about how Blair had told her the idea was gross - jeez, what a fucking moron.
"I didn't know it could feel like this," she said as I felt her hands go to the back of my head and then she began grinding on my face.
"I'm going to show you every type of pleasure there is," I promised, although I'm not sure what she heard as my face was pressed against her mound.
"Oh fuck, don't stop, don't stop," Sarah writhed.
I focused on her clit knowing that this would make her erupt.
"Oh, Jesus, oh fuck, oh fuck, fuuuuuuuuck!" she screamed as her orgasm hit her and her sweet cum gushed out of her pussy and into my eager mouth.
I lapped up her juices like it was a fine wine as her body trembled and she continued to hold my head pressed against her pussy.
"Oh, fuck me," she groaned quietly a minute later and let go of my head.
I looked up at her and said, "Was that an exclamation or a request?"
"Oh God, yes, shove that big, fat cock in my pussy right fucking now," she demanded, moving her nylon-clad feet onto my back.
"This pussy?" I questioned as I moved my cock to her clit and slapped it while leaning forward and kissing her, returning the favour of sharing our sex juices. The way she suddenly began sucking on my mouth told me she realized she was tasting her own pussy... and loving it.
But that extra kink also kicked her ultimate need up another notch, and she broke off the kiss with, "Yes, your pussy. Don't tease me anymore, Mike, I need to be fucked." Sarah's eyes held a dazed, lustful look as she pleaded with desperation.
"I love you, sis," I said, as I slid my dick inside her.
"Ooooooh fuck," she moaned, as all nine-plus inches disappeared in her pussy.
"Oh yeah, so fucking wet," I groaned, both of us in equal awe at the reality we were fucking each other.
She wrapped her legs around me and tried pulling me deeper in her as she kissed me.
Then for the next couple of minutes we kissed passionately while I slowly fucked her.
She broke the kiss and begged, "Now fuck me, baby, fuck me hard."
I moved my hands to her breasts over her bra and began pumping her faster... harder.
"Let me take this off," she said. I moved my hands away, she leaned up, quickly unclasped her bra and tossed it aside.
"Oh fuck, such perfect tits," I said, as I leaned down and sucked one hard nipple in my mouth as I pumped her pussy hard.
"Oh fuck, yes," she moaned, the pleasure multiplying as I stimulated two erogenous zones.
"Best fucking tits ever," I said in a daze as I worshipped both of them going back and forth as I fucked her.
"Best cock ever," Sarah countered.
After a couple more minutes, I grabbed her ankles, spread her legs wide and really began fucking her... enjoying watching those big jugs bouncing around as I really hammered her hole now.
"Oh God, yes, fuck me, fuck my pussy, take my virginity with that big fucking dick," she rambled.
"I think I already took it," I smiled, as I slammed into her. Usually, I would change positions, I really loved fucking a girl from behind, but I loved watching her tits bounce, I loved looking into her glazed eyes and loved seeing her lips purse.
"Don't stop," she moaned looking into my eyes.
"Not until you come all over my cock," I said, fucking her as hard as I could... making her entire body shake with each forward thrust.
"Jesus Christ, you're fucking me so good," she said. "It's everything I dreamed of and more."
"Come on my cock, baby sis, come like the sexy sister slut you are," I ordered, as she moved her hand to her clit and began slapping it as I slammed into her.
"Oh fuck, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuuuuuck!" she screamed after a dozen more hard, deep thrusts.
I kept fucking her throughout her orgasm, enjoying watching her come face and hearing her wild moans, and instantly planning to give her multiple orgasms so I could keep taking in her wild, beautiful response.
"Oh, God, Mike," she said, looking into my eyes in rapture.
"We are just getting started," I assured, as I didn't slow down.
"So good," she moaned, as I suddenly pulled out, flipped her onto her stomach, pulled her hips up and slid into her from behind. "Oh yes, just use me however you want me," she wickedly said.
"Yeah, you want to be my fuck toy?" I asked, as I hammered her from behind.
"Yes, baby, I want to be your fuck toy," she moaned, as she began bouncing back on my dick.
"Yeah, sexy, fuck yourself," I said, holding steady and watching her ass bounce as she impaled herself on me.
"I want this cock in me as deep as I can," she said, as she really fucked me.
"Oh yeah, so fucking good," I moaned, enjoying my role as her flesh and blood dildo.
After a couple more minutes in this position, she said, "Lie down, big brother, I want to ride this big, fat cock."
"All right," I said, pulling out, lying down and watching her straddle me. Once she began riding me, she leaned forward, and I cupped her tits and began sucking on her hard nipple. For the next few minutes I went back and forth between her nipples as she rode me, milking my cock with her cunt before she came again. The vision and feel of her convulsing in passion above me was out of this world.
When she finally collapsed onto me, I flipped her onto her back, moved my dick between her tits and began to fuck them. My cock was drenched with her cum and slid easily between the big globes. Coming out of her climax, she took over squeezing her tits together and lashed her tongue at the head of my cock each time it appeared from between her big, beautiful tits. Then she smiled up at me and her voice trembled as she said, "Oh, God, I love this. Now, really fuck my tits, big brother, and give me that load."
"Oh fuck," I groaned, having never actually fucked a pair of tits before and entranced by how good it felt and how sexy it looked.
"Give me that cum, I want it so bad," she moaned, her eyes never breaking eye contact with me.
"You want it?"
"Yes, yes, give it to me, give me that cum," she encouraged as my balls boiled.
"Oh fuck, fuck, here it comes," I groaned and grunted moving up enough to splatter her pretty face.
"Yes," she moaned, as I dropped a massive load.
Once spent, I got off of her and collapsed beside her. She snuggled into the crook of my arm, cum all over her face and said, "That was amazing."
"Ditto," I said.
"I love you so much."
"I love you too."
"And I meant everything I said earlier," she said, her hand on my chest. "I want to keep doing this, I want to be one of your regular girlfriends."
"You can't be," I said in a serious tone.
"What? Really?" she asked, her face crumpling.
"It sounds like your grapevine has told you I basically have a harem," I said. "Well, I guess that's true, but you can't join."
"But why? Wasn't I good enough?"
I couldn't keep my teasing face straight any longer and had to grin as I said, "Oh, no, you are more than good enough. No, you can't join my harem because from now on you are my only girlfriend."
"You bastard!" she barked, hitting my chest with her fist, but then smiling as big as me.
"Guilty as charged," I said.
Her fist on my chest opened and she began teasing my nipple. "You know," she said, her voice now a sultry purr, "I still haven't given you a foot job. I felt her nylon-clad foot begin sliding up and down my leg.
"Oh, we have a lot of things on my bucket list to do," I said, "but for now I'd like to just cuddle with my first real girlfriend."
Now she really did just purr like a very happy kitten and snuggled right into me, smearing the cum from her face onto my chest.
"Happy Valentine's Day, sis," I said.
"Happy Valentine's Day, big brother," she replied, as we both slowly drifted into slumber.
The end
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Summary: Vegetables are used to draw in a virgin nerd.
THE TURNING CONTEST is a week-long competition between five MILF best friends over who can turn more straight teens, college girls and women.
The prize: The winner gets a weekend with the other four women's 18-year-old daughters.
Although each story definitely stands on its own, this is the twenty-second seduction scene. Here is a quick refresher of what has happened so far.
1. Turning Contest: A Beautiful Blonde, in which seductress VERONICA STONE seduces a teen in her clothing store.
2. Turning Contest: A Cute Maid, in which reluctant seductress (she is more a submissive) and rich wife CAROL WHITE seduces and dominates her temporary maid.
3. Turning Contest: A Delicious Model, in which seductress and casting agent PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute 19-year-old model who is auditioning for a part in the new Matt Damon movie.
4. Turning Contest: A Desperate Asian, in which black professor CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a shy Japanese student in her office.
5. Turning Contest: A Dominated Thief, in which store owner VERONICA STONE molests an 18-year-old who tried to steal from her store.
6. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bday Girl, in which married seductress JASMINE JONES molests, seduces and fucks a 21-year-old birthday girl at a club.
7. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bride 2 Be, in which JASMINE JONES continues her night at the club by seducing a friend of the birthday girl as well as a bride-to-be at her bachelorette party.
8. Turning Contest: A Edible Waitress, in which CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a cute, big breasted, 18-year-old waitress at an open-all-night diner.
9. Turning Contest: A Fashionable Cutie, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute Victoria's Secret saleswoman in a change room.
10. Turning Contest: A Fateful Birthday, in which CAROL WHITE seduces a chubby girl at the beach and doubles down on a peeping Belle.
11. Turning Contest: A Former Student, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into a former student, goes back to her place and seduces her slyly.
12. Turning Contest: A Friend in Need, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces, somewhat by accident, her good friend who just caught her husband sucking cock in her kitchen.
13. Turning Contest: A Friend of Amy's, in which VERONICA STONE gets her third turn with a surprisingly quirky nerd with the assistance of her first seduction (turn 1: A Beautiful Blonde).
14. Turning Contest: A Girl Guide's Sis, in which JASMINE JONES seduces an 18-year-old selling cookies for her younger sister and who just happens to be her own daughter's cross-town rival.
15. Turning Contest: A Hit & Lick, in which CRYSTAL WATSON is hit from behind at a red light by a teen girl and uses the opportunity to get not one, but two turns seducing the nerdish driver and her Muslim friend.
16. Turning Contest: A Kinky Cuckquean, in which VERONICA STONE catches two teens having sex in one of her dressing rooms and uses it to blackmail them into submitting sexually to her.
17. Turning Contest: A Kismet Encounter, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into her daughter's grade three teacher in line at a coffee shop and brings her home for a sweet seduction.
18. Turning Contest: A Lick for a Raise, in which VERONICA STONE turns a good employee who may be trying to blackmail her, into a pussy licking and strap-on taking pet.
19. Turning Contest: A Lick Shop, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces and turns a mother and daughter individually at a fancy dress shop.
20. Turning Contest: A Lift, in which PORTIA JAMES picks up and turns an elderly woman stranded on the side of the road.
21. Turning Contest: A Maître D, in which PORTIA JAMES continues her hot streak seducing a young southern belle at a five-star restaurant.
Turning Contest: A Makeover
"Are you fucking kidding me," Crystal cursed as she saw that Portia had tied her.
Score at 6:41 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 6
Portia: 6
Veronica: 5
Jasmine: 4
Carol: 3
"What?" Kassandra, her daughter, and her submissive pet, asked.
"I'm no longer alone in first," Crystal said, as they finished the dishes.
"I can't believe you bet me," Kassandra said, although she would be lying if the idea of being a black pet for any of her mom's hot lesbian friends wasn't a complete turn-on. In fact, the idea of being a slave for all of them at once had instantly become one of her biggest fantasies.
"Oh, you hope I lose," Crystal said, knowing her daughter would be more than a little excited to be used by any of her friends... especially Veronica who she knew her daughter had a massive crush on.
"Well, you know I love white pussy," Kassandra said.
"I know you like all pussy," the mother said, hiking up onto the kitchen counter and spreading her legs. "Now time for dessert."
"Mmmmmmm," Kassandra purred, having had this for a morning wake-up call, daytime snacks, dessert at supper and a bedtime treat almost every day since she submitted to her mother.
"Do you have any friends who I can turn?"
"Friends, no," Kassandra said, as she moved between her mother's legs. "But my science partner has likely never even thought about sex."
"Hmmmmmm," Crystal pondered, just as her daughter parted her pussy lips. "When is the project due?" She asked, vaguely recalling her daughter talking about it a few days ago.
"Tuesday."
"Are you done?"
"No, I'm supposed to meet her tomorrow at her house."
"Call her right now and see if you can get her here," Crystal said, desperate to regain the lead.
"Now?"
"Yes, now," Crystal said, pushing her daughter's eager well-trained tongue away for perhaps the first time ever.
"Fine," Kassandra sighed, although it wasn't fine as she desperately wanted to get that sweet nectar she had become accustomed to.
"Don't worry," Crystal assured, "I'll make sure you get Mommy's cum."
"You better," Kassandra said, going to her phone.
Crystal, feeling wicked, and hoping for an assist from her daughter, went to the fridge and grabbed a cucumber.
"Hi, Desiree," Kassandra greeted. "Are you free tonight?"
Crystal moved behind her daughter and bent her over the counter. Kassandra looked back and saw a huge, fat, long cucumber in her mother's hand as she said, "Oh great. Now I know we planned to meet tomorrow at your place, but I was wondering if you waaaaaaanted..."
Kassandra made a moaning-like sound as the cold cucumber was slid inside her pussy, her mother insisting that she never wears panties when at home outside that time of month when it was necessary.
"No, no, I'm fine," Kassandra said, as her mother began fucking her pussy with the makeshift toy.
"Get her over here," Crystal whispered, as she wickedly fucked her daughter with the impressive vegetable fuck stick.
"Could you come over?" Kassandra quickly got out, desperately trying to not come from the sudden intrusion in her wet pussy.
A moment later, as her mother really fucked her with the foot-long cucumber, that even had a slight curve to it, she got the answer she wanted. "Great can you come over right now?"
Crystal pushed the entire cucumber into her daughter's pussy and stopped, as Kassandra said, "Great, see you soon."
Hanging up, Kassandra looked back at her mother as she put her phone down, "She will be here in like five minutes so you better finish what you fucking started."
"Five minutes," Crystal said, happy for the turn opportunity and yet realizing she had no time at all.
"Yeah, she lives just a few blocks from here," Kassandra said, "now fuck me."
The mother ignored her daughter's request as she pulled the cucumber out of her daughter's pussy, the green fuck stick glistening with her daughter's delicious juices, she placed it on the counter and said, "No time, I got to get ready."
"For what?" The doubly frustrated daughter asked, still bent over. Realizing she was not getting the dessert she was promised or the orgasm that had been quickly rising inside her from the huge fat cucumber that was as long as her mother's longest strap-on.
"My next turn," the mother said, "and don't worry, I'll make it up to you. I promise."
"You fucking better," Cassandra said, standing up, "you have me so fucking horny right now."
"All the better to motivate you to help make sure we turn your science friend into a plaything," Crystal said, slapping her daughter's ass playfully.
"Fine," Kassandra sighed, although it would be fun to watch her mother seduce someone. Sure, she had been seduced by her, but she had never seen her seductive straight-turning mother at work with anyone else.
"And don't use that tone with me, slut," Crystal said, as she rushed to the bedroom.
"Yes, Mommy," Kassandra responded, in the cute way she sometimes did, always finding that term so hot... and why all the porn she watched, all lesbian of course, as she had no interest in boys at all, was step-mom and step-daughter where the usage of that wicked word was used with abundance.
A few minutes later, the doorbell rang.
Kassandra went to get it and let in Desiree who had her hair in pigtails, was wearing an anime shirt from some obscure who cares Japanese show, and jeans. If anyone knew this nerd was over here it would be social suicide.
"Come in, Desiree," Kassandra offered.
"Thank you," the brunette said, looking at the short skirt Kassandra was wearing and the fact her nylons and weird lace tops were completely in view. She wasn't remotely impressed to be stuck with this popular cheerleader as a partner but was happy to see her seemingly wanting to get the project done. She had assumed she would be doing ninety percent or even more of the work.
"I'm happy you could make it on a Saturday night," Kassandra said, as she closed the door.
"I'm more surprised you are free on a Saturday night," Desiree said, assuming she would be out partying, or hanging out with her cheerleader friends or getting drunk or high.
"Truth," Kassandra said, which had become somewhat true since she became her mother's sex slave, "I tend to spend a lot of time at home with my Mom."
"Really?" Desiree asked, for some reason this surprised her.
"Yeah, we have got super close this year," Kassandra said, which was true. She then realized she had no idea how her mother planned to even begin to seduce this nerdy girl, but said, "Let's start in the living room."
"Okay."
Meanwhile, Crystal put on an outfit that showcased her tight black body. No bra... no panties... just a red blouse, that was just see-through enough to see her always hard nipples and big areolas. She put on a plaid skirt that was just long enough to hide the top of the red thigh high stockings, but not if she bent down at all. She wasn't sure how she planned to seduce this young girl, but she needed a turn badly.
Crystal went to the kitchen, smiled at the glazed with pussy juices cucumber, and grabbed a knife and plate. Just as she was about to cut up the cucumber she came up with another wicked idea. She opened the fridge and pulled out a bag of baby carrots. She then, leaning against the closed fridge, inserted a dozen inside her pussy... letting out a couple of moans as the last two filled her up pretty well and stimulated a variety of sensitive areas inside her including her g-spot.
Crystal closed her legs and waddled the few feet to the kitchen counter where she cut the cunt coated cucumber and put it on the plate.
The twisted mother then slowly fished out the carrots from her pussy, each glistening with her own delicious pussy juices and placed them on the plate. The last couple were tricky to get out as they moved around making her fucking horny as she accidentally teased herself.
All the carrots out of her pussy and onto the plate, she walked to the cupboard and grabbed some crackers. She couldn't come up with a good way to marinate them and shrugged thinking 'I guess one of the three snacks' could be non-glazed.
Kassandra pretended to care as Desiree explained her ideas, even asking the odd question to keep things looking like it was a legit school project.
Crystal grabbed the plate of marinated food and walked out to the living room. Seeing the girl, dressed like she was twelve and not eighteen, which she would have to clarify, an idea instantly came to mind on how to seduce her... a makeover. Now, just how to make that happen.
"Hello, I'm Professor Watson," she greeted, liking to show her academia when introducing herself to strangers like this.
"Hello, ma'am," Desiree greeted, as her eyes went wide to see what the mother was wearing which somehow made what Kassandra was wearing seem tame.
"Please don't call me ma'am, it makes me feel so old," Crystal said, as she placed the plate of special snacks on the table before them. "Please call me Crystal or Professor Watson."
"Okay," Desiree nodded, as she could see the mother's nipples through the somewhat see-through blouse.
Kassandra's eyes went wide at the site of the cucumber and she immediately knew that was the same one that had just been used as a dildo in her pussy. Fuck, her mother was a wicked bitch.
"So, I see you got my daughter doing schoolwork on a Saturday."
"Actually, she called me," Desiree corrected, unable to not stare at this woman's large breasts barely hidden in the blouse. She was equally confused by the fact she was wearing a plaid skirt which was way more like something a teenager would wear and red nylons that she had never seen anyone wear in her life. Even more confusing, why would she be wearing that at home or to go out, both seemed unlikely options.
"Oh, she did, did she?"
"Yes, Momma," Kassandra said, "I need to make sure we do well on this project."
"Well, have some homemade snacks I made," Crystal said, stressing the word homemade and glancing down at the glistening healthy snacks.
"We will, thanks Momma," Kassandra said, moving her hand to a shiny carrot as she wondered if her mother had done something to them too. As soon as she grabbed it, the daughter knew they had been inside her mother's pussy. She popped it in her mouth and said, "Mmmmmm, Mom these are delicious."
"Thanks, Babygirl," Crystal said, smiling devilishly, "I added had a special homemade marinade to them to make them less boring. Try one, Desiree."
"Okay," she said, loving vegetables. She took a carrot, surprised by the wetness on it, and popped it in her mouth. As she ate it she found the marinade, whatever it was, really added flavour to the carrot.
Both Watsons watched in voyeuristic, perverted intrigue as the prey ate a carrot covered with pussy juice.
"That was absolutely delicious," Desiree said, taking another one. "What kind of marinade did you use?"
"That is a homemade family secret," the devious seductress replied.
"Well, it's amazing," Desiree complimented, as she popped a second one into her mouth.
"Thank you," the mother said, watching the naive prey eagerly eat another pussy-coated carrot, "I take great pride in my homemade marinade."
"Well, I could eat this all day," the nerd said, taking a third as she couldn't get enough. She also noticed a subtle smell and oddly sniffed it before eating it. "The scent is unique and yet doesn't smell like anything I've ever smelt before."
Kassandra was trying not to burst out laughing at the wild reality of what was occurring.
"I'll take that as a compliment," Crystal said, as Desiree ate a third pussy-coated carrot.
"It is, Professor Watson," Desiree nodded, "these are the most delicious carrots I have ever had."
"Be sure to try a cucumber that has a similar but slightly different marinade on them," Crystal offered.
"Okay," the sweet thing said, reaching for a cut cucumber.
Kassandra watched in strange excitement hoping that she liked the cucumber as much as she liked the carrot.
Desiree found it slightly odd that both women were watching her eat, but they were obviously proud of this special family recipe. She ate the cucumber and again tasted the unique marinade that enhanced the flavour of the usually relatively non-tasting vegetable. "This is very good too."
"Good, or delicious?" Crystal questioned.
"Definitely delicious," she corrected, as she grabbed a second cucumber trying to figure out what that taste was.
Kassandra smiled at Desiree's joy of eating the cucumber drenched with her pussy juice.
"I'll get you girls a drink, what would you like?"



"A Coke Zero," Kassandra answered.
"Yes, a Coke Zero would be great," Desiree said, as she grabbed another carrot and a cucumber.
"I'll be right back," the mother said, walking away.
While she poured two drinks into glasses with ice as Desiree ate a couple more carrots and a few more cucumbers... unable to get enough of the two similar, but different marinades that were unlike anything else she had ever tasted.
Kassandra enjoyed a couple of carrots herself and when Crystal returned all the carrots were gone and almost half the cucumber which made her smile.
The mother placed the drinks on the table and said, "Should I get more carrots?"
"I'd love more if it is not too much trouble," Desiree said, really craving more. While she had always liked carrots, these were without a doubt the most delicious she had ever tasted.
"No trouble at all," Crystal said, as she smiled widely. "It will just take a few minutes to properly marinate them."
"Make sure they are fully marinated," Kassandra said. "They are always best when fresh and warm."
"I'll make sure," the mother nodded, as she walked out. She took another dozen carrots and slid them inside her already wet pussy and sat there on her phone letting them marinade.
As she did, she got an update on another change in the scores.
"Mother fucker," she cursed, as she saw that somehow Portia had got yet another turn, four in a row and was now in first place... making this turn pivotal.
Score at 7:14 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Portia: 7
Crystal: 6
Veronica: 5
Jasmine: 4
Carol: 3
The girls began to work on the project again, as Kassandra waited for her mother and to find out what twisted idea she had planned.
A couple of minutes later, the carrots soaked with her pussy juice, more so than last time, Crystal returned more determined than before, returned and placed them on the table... although she left two inside her pussy... hoping they wouldn't fall out.
Desiree instantly grabbed two carrots and popped one into her mouth... these carrots coated more with the unique marinade and had an even stronger scent. She couldn't get enough of those carrots even as she tried to figure out what the smell was.
"Are these good too?"
"They are even better," Desiree said, eating the second carrot.
"I'm happy you enjoy them."
"They are the best-tasting carrots I've ever had," Desiree said, reaching for yet another carrot.
"What about the party? Are you still going?" The mother asked, laying down the foundation of a plan for seduction... the makeover.
Kassandra had mentioned a party she had been invited to, and was considering going, knowing she always had a sure thing once she got home... her mother's pussy and a strap-on to give her the back shots she loved so much and usually multiple orgasms. No one could fuck her like her Momma.
"I'm planning to go later," Kassandra answered, assuming, based on the look in her mother's eyes, she had a plan.
"Are you taking Desiree?"
There it is. The plan. Kassandra looked at Desiree and said, coming up with a plan to help her mother seduce the awkward nerd, in their own Disney makeover story, but with a lot kinkier happy ending, "That would be fun. What do you think, Desiree? Do you want to come with me to a party?"
This surprised Desiree to the core. First, she had never been to a party. Second, she had never been invited to a party. Third, if this was what Kassandra was wearing to the party she would definitely look absurd in what she was wearing. So, while she would love to go to a party, her wild weekends consisted of studying, watching romance movies and occasionally sleepovers with her two best friends, she couldn't imagine fitting in with the cool kids. "Um, I don't think so."
"Why not?" The seductress asked as Desiree ate yet another carrot.
"Yes, Desiree, you should come," Kassandra said, then smiled thinking she would indeed end up coming, just in a different way.
"I don't know," the unknowing prey responded with hesitation, surprised Kassandra was even offering her to go with her. Sure, Kassandra had been nice to her, but she assumed that was because she expected her to do the majority if not all the work on this project... which had happened more than once in her life. Plus, Kassandra was at the top of the social hierarchy of the school, while she was not even in the spectrum of relevance.
"You're going," Crystal declared, as she walked over to the nerdy girl, grabbed her hands and pulled her up.
Desiree was surprised as she was suddenly standing up. "Now, let me look at you."
Crystal looked over the young girl from head to toe and said, "You know you're very pretty."
"I don't think so," Desiree said, feeling weird being stared at like that and knowing she wasn't pretty.
"Stop that!"
"Stop what?"
"Don't put yourself down," Crystal said, "you are very pretty, but you are not allowing that beauty to be showcased."
"Showcased?"
"Yes," Kassandra interjected, "you just need to have some help to bring out the natural beauty that you keep hidden."
"I don't hide behind it," Desiree said, although she was flattered by these two beautiful women telling her she was pretty.
"Well, first, let's get rid of these," Crystal said, moving her hands to the pigtails and beginning to undo them.
"Good idea," Kassandra said, as she joined her mother in undoing the pigtails.
Once done, Crystal fluffed Desiree's hair and let it down. "Oh my, that is much better."
"Yes, why do you always wear your hair up?" Kassandra asked.
"I don't know," Desiree said, overwhelmed by what was happening.
"Take her to your room, Kass," Crystal instructed, also taking off the teen's glasses hoping to be sitting on her face soon.
"Makeover?" Kassandra asked, as she popped a carrot in her mouth and took another and popped it in Desiree's mouth.
"Makeover," the mother nodded.
Kasandra took Desiree's hand as the dazed nerd reached for and grabbed two more carrots and led her to her bedroom. A room where she had been turning white girls the past few weeks. While she was a submissive to her mother and would obey her without hesitation, she had discovered she was a switch and enjoyed the thrill of seducing a girl, especially a white girl. Although her last seduction was a Latina girl with a big ass that she really enjoyed fucking with one of Momma's strap-ons.
"I'm not sure we need to do this," Desiree said as she savoured the carrot Kassandra had popped into her mouth.
"We definitely do," Kassandra said. "We are going to doll you up and make you hot for the party."
"I'm not sure that is possible," Desiree said, quite shocked by how a science project assignment had suddenly turned into a makeover as if she was Cinderella and Kassandra's mom was her fairy godmother.
"Enough of that," Crystal scolded, as they reached Kassandra's room. "Girls always do this to themselves."
"Do what?" Desiree asked, before popping another carrot in her mouth as she sucked on the strange sauce first.
"Be insecure about their looks and bodies," Crystal said. "It's time for women to be comfortable with who they are."
"I've never been," Desiree said, a little sheepish, although as she looked at Kassandra and her mother it only confirmed her insecurities, "I don't have the looks and bodies that you two have."
"Stop that," Crystal ordered again, suddenly this turn being not only to get back into a tie for first but also to help a lost girl find herself. Crystal moved to the shy, insecure nerd, moved her hands to her childish sweatshirt and pulled it over her head and tossed it aside.
"What are you doing?" Desiree gasped, covering up her breasts.
Helping you become proud of who you are," Crystal said.
"Shit girl, you have some big tits," Kassandra said, surprised at how large they were. "Why would you hide behind baggy sweaters?
"Can I have my sweater back?"
"If it makes you uncomfortable we will all take off our tops," Crystal said, unbuttoning her blouse as Kassandra quickly got out of her top.
Desiree's eyes went wide as while she knew Professor Watson was not wearing a bra, neither was Kassandra and she was now staring at two pairs of black breasts.
"They are just breasts," Crystal said.
"Yes, every girl has a pair," Kassandra added.
"I know, I guess," Desiree said, "but it's still a little weird."
"Look," Crystal said, "we are going to give you a full makeover. So you are going to have to trust me."
"What is a full makeover?"
"New clothes, make-up and your hair done," Crystal explained.
"Oh."
"So, first we need to decide how to dress you up and make you hot, hot, hot," Crystal explained.
"I'm not sure that is possible," Desiree said, still very insecure and still covering her breasts.
Crystal sighed. She then moved to the teen, grabbed her wrists and moved them to her sides. "Now let me see you. Stop being shy."
"Okay," Desiree obeyed, shivering a bit.
Crystal leaned forward, her breasts leaning against the shy nerd, as she unclasped the bra and tossed it aside. "Okay, let's take a look at those tits." Before Desiree even had time to respond she was topless.
"Shit, girl," Kassandra admired, the white tits even more impressive released from captivity, "those are some amazing tits."
"Uh, thanks," Desiree said, finally beginning to think this wasn't some sick joke.
"I mean I wish mine were that big," Kassandra said, cupping her own firm, black tits which actually were almost as big.
"Your tits are fine," Crystal said. "Don't compare your body to anyone else."
"Yes, Momma," Kassandra nodded.
"Now, Desiree, I know this is unorthodox and you're very uncomfortable right now," Crystal said, admiring the large white tits and looking forward to cupping them, "but I really want you to relax and just let us play Barbie girl with you."
"Barbie girl?"
"Yes, we are going to dress you up," Kassandra said.
"I don't know," Desiree responded with hesitation.
"What have you got to lose?" Kassandra asked.
"Nothing, I guess," Desiree responded after thinking about it for a few seconds.
"Exactly," Crystal nodded. "Now take off your jeans."
"Really?"
"Yes, we are definitely going to put you in a dress," Crystal said, "one that showcases these big tits of yours."
"I don't really wear dresses," Desiree said.
"Well, today is a new beginning," Crystal said, moving her hand to the teen's jeans and tugging at the button.
"Just let us do this, girl," Kassandra added. "It's the least I can do for all the work you are doing on the project."
"Okay," Desiree agreed, nervous and yet slightly excited.
"Let me help you then," Crystal said, grabbing the jeans and pulling them down.
Desiree watched herself being undressed and then lifted up her feet to have her jeans taken off.
Crystal felt one of the carrots beginning to slip out of her and quickly stood up and closed her legs... not wanting that secret recipe revealed quite yet.
"Socks too," Kassandra added.
Desiree took them off.
"Go get a black pair of thigh highs," Crystal ordered.
"Yes, Momma," Kassandra obeyed, going to her drawer where she had an abundance of thigh high stockings.
"Thigh highs?"
"Yes, they are the stockings that Kassandra and I are wearing," the seductress explained, moving her skirt up enough to reveal her red lace tops, "see."
"Oh," Desiree said, "I could never wear anything like that."
"Why not?" Crystal asked as Kassandra brought her a pair.
"Um, I well," Desiree tried to explain. The answer was they were kind of slutty, but she didn't want to insult the topless woman... finding her large breasts hard to stop staring at.
"You think they make you look slutty, don't you?" Crystal questioned, reading the girl's mind.
"Maybe a little," Desiree answered.
"Sit on the edge of the bed," Crystal instructed.
Desiree obeyed.
"Now, you see, thinking a girl is slutty is exactly the problem with women," Crystal said, as she handed one thigh high stocking to her daughter, as Crystal knelt down, "We need to stop judging women and start supporting them."
"I guess that makes sense," Desiree said, as she watched the mother and daughter both kneel before her.
Crystal rolled up the nylon and said, "Now relax and let us play Barbie."
"Okay," Desiree said, watching in bewilderment as suddenly both women were putting a stocking on her legs. It was surreal, yet it oddly felt nice.
Once they had them moving up to her thigh, Crystal ordered, as a carrot was close to falling out, "Stand up."
Desiree did and Crystal moved her hands to the girl's unflattering panties and pulled them down.
"What are you doing?" Desiree gasped, as suddenly her vagina was in full view.
"You need to go commando or in a thong with the outfit I have planned for you," Crystal said, as she stood up and a carrot slipped out of her pussy and landed on the floor.
Desiree looked down and her eyes went wide. Did that carrot just come from her vagina? No, it couldn't be.
Crystal sniffed the slightly damp panties and said, as she knelt down to grab the well-marinated carrot, acting nonchalant, "You smell very good, Desiree."
Desire was overwhelmed. She stammered, even though she was pretty sure she knew the answer, "D-d-did that come from your vagina?"
"I told you it was homemade," Crystal said, standing back up and offering the carrot to the dazed prey.
Desiree could smell the unique scent she had recently found intoxicating and now with it right in her face, it had an even stronger scent coming directly from the woman's vagina. Her mouth watered as she craved that carrot, just like she had the dozen plus she had already eaten. She asked again, even though she knew the answer, "Did that really come from your vagina?"
"Yes, it came from my pussy," Crystal said, popping it in Desiree's open mouth. "I've let it marinate extra just for you."
Desiree's eyes went wide as she tasted the amazing shocking nectar of the woman's vagina. It was humiliating and yet it was absolutely addicting and she couldn't help but saviour the unique taste that danced on her tongue.
Kassandra watched in awe as her mother seduced Desiree. She was a master of seduction, or perhaps better yet a mistress of seduction.
"I have another where that came from," Crystal said, as she moved her fingers to her pussy, with a little struggle pulled out the last marinated carrot.
Desiree's eyes went wide yet again as she watched the black woman pull a carrot out of her vagina.
"Do you want it?" Crystal asked. "It's the last one."
Desiree desperately wanted it. She stared at it in the woman's hand glistening with the woman's vagina juices. She couldn't believe that was what the special marinade was. She couldn't believe she had been tricked to eat this woman's vagina juices. Yet, she also couldn't deny she loved the taste. She wanted that carrot. She needed to have that carrot. So, without a word, her cheeks burning red with shame, she grabbed the carrot and put it in her mouth, letting out a soft moan at the addicting heavenly taste. She couldn't think of one thing she had ever enjoyed more in her life and she hated that that was the reality.
Kassandra didn't say a word, she just revelled in the erotic aura her mother had.
Desiree sucked on the carrot, unable to resist, as she savoured the Professor's delicious vaginal juice. The reality that this was the last carrot actually had a wash of disappointment cascade through her.
Once she was done, Crystal gently pushed Desiree back onto the bed, quickly got out of her skirt and straddled the bewildered young girl. She said, "If you think the carrot is delicious, wait until you taste it directly from the source."
"What are you doing?" Desiree asked, even as she saw this pretty pink pussy so perfectly framed by her chocolate skin... the woman apparently not wearing any panties.
"Letting you taste the marinade directly from the source," Crystal said, lowering her pussy on the girl's face.
The scent engulfed her as both legs straddled her face instantly overwhelming her and making her head go a little dizzy.
"Go ahead," Crystal instructed softly, "you know you want this. You know you have to taste it. Just extend your tongue and lick."
Desiree couldn't process. She didn't understand how she went from being at her house alone under an hour ago to being on a bed naked, except for someone else's stockings, with a woman as old as her mother straddling her face. Yet, her mouth salivated. She knew it wasn't the carrot that had enticed her... it was the marinade. She knew she should push this woman off her; she knew this was so wrong; yet, she couldn't help but stare at the vagina hovering just above her and inhale the scent that warmed her soul. Before she even knew she was doing it, she was licking.
Crystal smiled as she felt the nerd's tongue between her wet lips.
While few would know it, Desiree watched a fair amount of porn and enjoyed most watching a girl suck a penis or watch a boy or girl eat a vagina. She found the oral aspect erotic. So, as she began to lick, she closed her eyes and tried to recall what she had watched while she fingered herself or fucked herself with a Coke bottle she kept in her room.
"Mmmmmm, that's it," Crystal moaned, after a few tentative licks and a shift to a more eager tongue attack.
Kassandra came over and watched and her mother pointed to the nerd's pussy, Crystal sitting the wrong way to make this a 69. So instead, she thought she would make it a threesome.
Kassandra mouthed, "Now?"
Crystal nodded in the affirmative.
Desiree was always a perfectionist and as she started to lick and get more of this addicting taste, she got more aggressive. Partly because she wondered what it would taste like when the woman came and partly because she wanted to be good at this... as ridiculous as that may seem considering the circumstances.
She felt hands parting her legs and then before she could even register what was happening, she was so focused on licking this addictive pussy she suddenly couldn't get enough of, she felt a tongue on her pussy.
"Just enjoy, Desiree," Crystal instructed, as she reached down and pulled the nerd's cute face against her pussy.
"Oh, my God," Desiree said with a long moan as Kassandra's tongue began to lick her. Partly she said that because of the sudden intensity of pleasure the instant there was contact made to her vagina and partly because she couldn't believe that someone as popular as Kassandra would even remotely do something sexual with her.
"That's it, keep licking my pussy, pretty girl," Crystal moaned, enjoying the successful reality of another turn even as the orgasm was rising.
"Feels so...." Desiree began, but couldn't finish. The pleasure her body was feeling was so much more intense than her fingers or her Coke bottle and the task of licking this delicious vagina was so amazing she couldn't even think straight.
"Yes, just let my daughter make you come," Crystal soothingly said, her voice so soft and natural.
"Yes, I want you to nut on my face," Kassandra said, as she licked the hairy pussy that was quite delicious and excessively wet.
Desiree had never heard the phrase 'nut on my face' before, but she assumed that meant to come in her face and in only a minute maybe even less she could feel an orgasm rising inside her rapidly.
"Yes, come on my baby girl's face, Desiree and I'll reward you with the creamy treat you are craving," Crystal said, her orgasm rising as well.
"Please come on me," Desiree spoke, so desperately wanting to taste the professor's come.
"As soon as you come on my daughter," Crystal said, beginning to slowly grind on the nerd's face.



"Oooooh," Desiree moaned, as Kassandra sucked on her clit her legs twitched and she was about to erupt.
"Nut on me," Kassandra ordered, sliding three fingers inside the moaning nerd, "give me all that juice."
"Ooooh myyyyyyy Gooooooooood!" Desiree screamed into Crystal's pussy as the orgasm hit her in just a couple of seconds after having fingers slide inside her while Kassandra continued to suck on her clit.
"That's it, let it all out," Crystal encouraged, as she felt Desiree shake underneath her... this helped accelerate her own orgasm and just fifteen or twenty seconds later she was gifting her newest turn her cum.
Desiree felt the wetness soak her face and immediately moved her mouth to catch as much of the excessive cum as she could... her body in complete rapture and her tongue was in complete hunger.
"You taste so good," Kassandra said, as she pulled her fingers out and lapped up the sweet virgin cum.
"Get it all," Crystal instructed, as she enjoyed the no longer completely straight girl licking her cum with eager lust.
"So good," Desiree mindlessly said, unable to get enough of this cum.
A minute or so later, Crystal got off her latest conquest and asked, "So is it better directly from the source?"
"It tastes amazing on carrots, cucumbers and your vagina," Desiree said, disappointed the surreal encounter was coming to an end.
"Actually, the cucumber was from my pussy," Kassandra said, as she moved onto the bed and spread her legs.
"Oh," Desiree said, looking at her science partner and her inviting spread legs. "Well, I guess I better make sure it tastes like it did on the cucumber."
"I guess you better," Crystal said, as she went to her phone as she watched the nerd crawl between her daughter's legs and realized the nerd had a great ass.
The seductress updated the score putting her back tied for first but with her name back on top:
Score at 7:47 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 7
Portia: 7
Veronica: 5
Jasmine: 4
Carol: 3
Crystal then went to her room, grabbed a strap-on, put it on and returned to the bedroom thinking taking her virginity would be fun. She got on the bed, moved behind the bent-over teen and rubbed her dick up and down the still-wet pussy lips.
"Oooooh," Desiree moaned, her head coming up from the delicious pussy she was dining on. She turned around and saw the professor behind her.
"Want to get fucked?" Crystal asked but didn't wait for an answer as she slid the six-inch dick inside.
"Oh my God!" Desiree moaned loudly, shocked to feel a dick fill her vagina up.
"I'll take that as a yes," Crystal said, as she began slowly fucking the moaning nerd.
"I can't believe you're fucking me," Desiree moaned, completely stunned to be losing her virginity to a woman.
"Now get back here and eat my pussy so I can nut on your face," Kassandra ordered, grabbing her head and pulling it back to her needy pussy.
A couple of minutes later Kassandra nutted all over Desiree's face.
Then Crystal flipped the moaning no-longer virgin onto her back and fucked her to multiple orgasms.
Desiree came once from the oral orgasm by Kassandra's fingers and tongue and twice from a hard fucking as she lost her virginity in the most shocking way she could imagine.
Once done, Crystal pulled out and had Desiree taste her own juices. Exhausted from the wild sexual encounter, she still marvelled that her vagina also tasted quite good and the idea of marinating her own carrots in her pussy popped into her head.
Crystal then said, "Now let's get going with the makeover."
"We are still going to the party?" Desiree asked.
"Fuck yeah, girl," Kassandra said, "time to showcase this sexy bitch."
"I'm a sexy bitch?"
"You're my sexy bitch," Kassandra said, kissing her.
The end.
Up next: Mommy Fantasy... where Carol meets a girl online who has a wicked Mommy and heads over to make that fantasy a reality.
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Romeo Fucks Juliet
Summary: Romeo humiliates the Capulets by fucking their daughter in front of them.
Note 1: Thanks to the amazing illustrations by Bart Koehler who brings this story visually alive.
Note 2: This is a 2025 April's Fool's Day Contest because of the ongoing tricks that build to some people being turned into sex fools.
Note 3: Although only vaguely, I must give credit to the kinky video that somehow inspired me to turn it into a Romeo & Juliet story. The video is a wild mind control story starring the lovely Caroline Sweets (who looks so sweet and innocent in every scene she is in) called Cock Slut Conditioning.
Note 4: Thanks to Tex Beethoven and Sams_Island for editing this story. Also, thanks to OhDave1 and Shuj for a proofread.
Romeo Fucks Juliet
Preamble:
You likely know the tragic story of Romeo and Juliet. It has been done to death (pun intended) in movies, books and plays over the years.
Yet very few know that the Montagues and Capulets continued to feud after a forty-year truce following the tragic deaths of the lovesick teens. Centuries and multiple generations later, the feud had carried on. In the year 2002, January 1st to be exact, the Montagues had a baby boy and named him Romeo... the first time that name had been used since his namesake's untimely unfortunate suicide. Two years later, the Capulets had a baby girl and although no one knows why they chose the name, out of homage to the past or to stir the pot, they named the child Juliet.
And so here we are, with a 21st century sequel to the story of the Montagues and Capulets, where destiny again will bring young lovers together and family will try to keep them apart. This time, thankfully, it's not a complete tragedy... although that may depend on which lenses you are looking through.
Without further ado, Romeo Fucks Juliet.
.....
.....
.....
"They won't let us be together," Juliet said, cum dripping down her face after a marathon fucking and a massive load from Romeo's eight-inch cock that fucked her so good. She had only gone all the way with two other guys, one an actual prince and the other a high-profile celebrity twice her age. But Romeo had fucked her way better than those two and his cock was way longer and fatter.

"Oh, they will," Romeo said, with a confidence Juliet didn't understand or share.
"No, they won't," she sighed, the euphoria of a marathon fucking slowly fading and being replaced with frustration and sadness. Her parents would go ballistic if they knew she was seeing a Montague... never mind if they knew that they were fucking.
"They will if the feud is over," said Romeo. "And I have a plan to end this feud once and for all." What he didn't say was that it was a plan formulated by his psychopharmacologist father, and that the two of them had spent the past two years perfecting it until now it was ready to finally put the Capulets in their place... for good.
"You do?" Juliet asked, wiping a tear from her eye that was just forming. She knew the chances of ending a 700-year feud were unlikely... if her namesake's tragic death couldn't mend the rift, nothing would. But still, for some reason she felt a sense of hope. Romeo had that effect on her.
"Yes, but it will take complete trust from you," Romeo said.
"You know I trust you," she said. Juliet mentally paused when she realized she'd said the words automatically. How many times had they had almost this exact same exchange? It had become almost like a mantra.
"But will you do anything I say?" he asked.
The words, 'Of course,' jumped to the tip of her tongue, again repeating a pattern developing between them. But she managed to replace them with, "I took your cock in my ass yesterday, didn't I?" In doing so, she'd discovered that although a completely different sensation than a cock in the pussy, once she got past the initial pain, a cock fucking her ass brought a unique feeling of pleasure. She hadn't come the way she came with his dick pounding her pussy, but still she'd come, even without her pussy being touched. It made her feel incredibly slutty... especially once she was alone.
"Yes, you were one nasty slut last night," he said.
"Hey," Juliet said, liking the hard fucking, but having always hated the name calling... although confusingly, lately the name calling had enhanced the pleasure inside her. Which went against her image of herself. Hey, if she wanted to be as promiscuous as men were allowed to be, that was her choice, but as an influencer and one who portrayed a message of feminine positivity, she tried to live the way she portrayed her online persona. Yes, she liked sex. Liked sucking cock but didn't love it. Loved getting fucked, especially by Romeo's big, fat, eight-inch hammer. Had enjoyed getting pounded in the ass but knew it would never be her first choice. She also tolerated Romeo's obsession with coming on her face. Although she liked the warm blasts of cum hitting her face, she didn't love the mess. Plus, she was always in control during sex and saw it as a way to celebrate her femininity. She wouldn't be ashamed of what she liked or didn't like.
"Sorry, pounding your asshole and making you squirt all over the bed was hot," he corrected, enjoying turning her from a hot woman who enjoyed sex to a well-conditioned slut who mindlessly did everything he ordered.
"Romeo, you are so bad," she giggled, slapping his leg and finding the word 'asshole' so naughty.
"Says the girl with a big load of cum on her face," he smirked.
"You're the one who put it there," Juliet pointed out.
"Yeah, that face was made to be painted with cum," he said, his long-term plan including a plethora of loads all over her pretty face.
"You are so romantic," Juliet sighed playfully shaking her head, even as she felt the cum slowly ooze down her face.
"I think it could use one more load," he said, sliding his dick into her mouth.
Juliet wasn't really in the mood for another load, yet... she wanted to be a good girlfriend, didn't she? She allowed him to face fuck her for a good fifteen minutes before he pulled out and sprayed a second load on her face.
"There, that is much better," he said, pulling out his phone and snapping a photo of his cum-covered secret girlfriend's face.
"Hey," she complained again. Although, she had already allowed him to take pictures of her in lingerie, with cum on her face, a load on her nylon-clad feet (the nylons she'd begun wearing for him... he really liked nylon-clad foot jobs), and even with cum leaking from her pussy... somehow, she kept doing things she would never have done before Romeo.
"So, I'm going to overcome your family's dislike for me," he said.
"And what about your family's dislike for me?" Juliet asked.
"Solving one problem will automatically end up solving the other," he said, confident his long-term plan would indeed end the feud once and for all with a very happy ending for him and the entire Montague clan.
"Okay," Juliet said, even though she was quite skeptical that his plan would work... but she appreciated his confidence in and out of the bedroom.
"So, remember, you'll need to trust me completely," Romeo said.
Juliet was again struck with the feeling of having heard the same words over and over. Like a drumbeat that had her marching to just one destination. "I do, honey, I do," she said, leaning in and kissing him.
.....
A week later, after a few more amazing fuck sessions, Romeo surprised Juliet by showing up at her home... luckily her parents were out.
"What are you doing here?" she asked, knowing the maid would have had to let him in, but how did he get past security?
"I need your mouth bobbing on my cock," Romeo said bluntly.
Romeo had gotten a little cruder the past week, slipping in more name-calling each time he was fucking her, skull fucking her (his term), or pounding her ass (two more times... even coming in it last time). He even talked on Zoom with a buddy for twenty minutes while she sucked his cock under the desk... it was both humiliating and stimulating. And for reasons she didn't understand, the name-calling was beginning to turn her on and the orgasms were more intense... even the sodomy acts.
"Romeo," she gasped even as her pussy dampened just with the thought of his cock, which she now constantly craved.
"You can suck me in the doorway or your bedroom," Romeo said, "but I need to drop a load right now."
"Jesus, what has gotten into you," Juliet said, taking his hand and scurrying to her room, knowing she would have to erase the security tapes when this was done, talk to the maid, Eve, and deal with the bodyguard, Brian.
"I know what's about to get into you," he said, looking around the mansion. The place was even bigger than his home.
"You're so bad," she said, her mouth already watering as she led him to her room... her hunger to suck his cock becoming something of an addiction the past few days... often craving it all day... wanting his cock... needing his cum... on her face or in her mouth.
"Well, I know you need my cum every day," he said, knowing what she would be thinking since he was conditioning her to become addicted to his cum.
"Not every day," Juliet said, even though as soon as they were in her bedroom, she dropped to her knees and fished out his already semi-hard cock desperately needing it in her mouth right fucking now.
"Oh, I think you're becoming addicted to my big load," Romeo said, knowing he was making that a reality.
"Mmmmmmm," Juliet purred, as she stroked his cock and swirled her tongue around his cock head. The past few days he had been teaching her what he liked in a blow job. Originally, she just bobbed like she had for the guys before Romeo, but he wanted her to use her hands... stroke his hard shaft, lick his ball sac, suck on his balls, roll her fingers over his sensitive slit, spit on his dick for extra saliva, moan when she did bob, really show him how much she loved worshipping (his word) his dick.

"Tell me how much you love my big cock," he ordered, knowing her addiction was growing stronger.
"I love your cock so much," Juliet said, as she took it in her mouth... noticing he had become more vocal and asked her during sex to repeatedly verbalize how much she loved his cock or loved being fucked.
"Yeah, and you look so good with my dick between those pretty dick-smoking lips," he said, enjoying watching her on her knees. His dad was going to be so proud when he ended this feud and brought her home as their family cum dump.
"Mmmmmmm," Juliet moaned on his dick... each time she sucked his dick it seemed to make her hornier and hornier. Just seeing his dick made her pussy tingle, but once it was in her mouth her pussy burned with uncontrollable fire.
"Yeah, show me how much you love it," Romeo said.
Again, she moaned on his dick, always feeling the need to let him know she was loving sucking his dick in case her eager actions were not making it obvious as she bobbed faster.
"The balls, don't neglect the balls," he reminded her.
"Okay," she said, increasingly disappointed to take the dick out of her mouth. She knew but couldn't stop becoming completely cock hungry once it was in her hand and in her mouth. She slithered her tongue down his now hard-as-steel shaft and to his hairless ball sac, which she appreciated. There were few things much worse than a man who didn't manscape. She found one ball and sucked it in her mouth, while being sure to continue stroking his cock, remembering him scolding her for not multitasking last time she sucked on his nuts.
"Oh yeah, suck on those nuts, get my big load good and ready for your pretty face," he said.
What she got out of that sentence was he thought she was pretty, and it made her moan in happiness. She moved to the other ball and replicated the sensual attention before moving back up his shaft and rolling her fingers over his cock head.
"You're really getting to be a good cock sucker, Juliet," he complimented. Truth was, he had been blown by quite a few girls and women, some good and some not, but the ones he had conditioned as warm-ups for turning Juliet were always the best. His mom's best friend who sucked him off in her garage while her husband was in the house. The female district attorney who was investigating his family for a variety of illegal activities (all of which were true) was happily being fucked in front of her mom and grandpa while they watched helplessly... now she had quit her job and was one of the five maids in their mansion. The nun who criticized his family for a lack of Christian morals on a television show, who he'd ended up sodomizing in a church while the priest was sodomized by his sister with a strap-on. The teacher, Mrs. Walker, who almost failed him in his senior year, eagerly sucking him in her classroom in just the lingerie he purchased for her before he fucked her on a desk and dumped a load all over her... right before she had to teach her AP Math class.

But this... the family enemy's seemingly pure daughter turned into the Montagues' family fuck toy would be the ultimate conquest.
"Mmmmmmmm," she repeated the moan, as she stroked and bobbed hungrily. Partly because she wanted that load she craved and partly because she had no idea when either of her parents might be home.
"Oh yeah, suck it, slut, suck my dick so you can get that load you want so bad all over your pretty face," he groaned.
A week ago, she'd taken the facial to please him with very little pleasure for herself, now she desired the sensation of the warm, sticky cum plastered all over her face. She loved the afterglow of a facial when she'd rubbed the cum into her pores. Her skin had never looked better.
After another minute, knowing he was close by his dirty words being replaced by moans, she pulled back, stroked his dick furiously and encouraged, "Come on, baby, give me that big load. I want you to coat my face with your cum."
"You want it, slut?" he asked.
"Yes, baby, I want your big load," she said, really dying to feel it hit her face. She did notice while she used an endearing term in 'baby', he was using a much more derogatory term in 'slut'. Yet, it no longer bothered her because she was a slut for him... she was his slut and that wasn't demeaning, that was trust.
"Tell me you're my slut," he ordered.
She, for the first time, said those words out loud about herself. "I'm a slut for your cock, baby, a slut for you. Now, please give your sexy slut your big fucking load." She also didn't swear much, her family had always found swearing uncouth, but in the heat of the moment, the words just flowed out so naturally.
"Yeah, you're my slut, my cock sucking slut, my pussy taking bitch, my ass taking whore, my three hole cum slut," he listed off and then his load erupted all over her face.
"Yes, baby, give it to me," she moaned. The humiliation of being called names and the sensation of getting a facial made her body tingle and her pussy leak.
Once he was done, he pulled out, put his dick away and said, "Walk me out."
"Uh, okay," Juliet said, as she went to grab something to wipe the cum off her face.
"The cum stays on," he said.
"Please, no, I...." Juliet began to protest.
"It stays on," he said firmly. "It's sexy."
"Okay," she said, surprised by his tone... a tone that was authoritative and yet somehow soothing. She knew it made no sense, yet she wanted to keep him happy.
While he stopped her from wiping off his cum, Romeo did allow her to light a scented candle to cover the smells of their sex. It was a special candle he'd had custom-made for her, and Juliet burned it most nights to remind her of her taboo love.
He romantically took her hand, at least that was how she saw it, as he pulled her up and they walked out of her room, down the hallway full of family pictures, down a flight of stairs and to the front door.
"That was fun," she said.
"Yeah, watching you suck my dick is always fun," he said.
"You know you don't have to be so crude," she said, wishing he would be a little more romantic.
He pushed her against the wall, pulled her panties aside and slid two fingers into her. "Do you want a man who brings you flowers, holds your hand and reads you poetry or a man that knows how to fuck you good, treat you like a slut and make you come like no one else can?"
"Romeo?" Juliet moaned, as his wicked words and fingers instantly turned the lowering flame inside her back into an inferno.
"Answer me," he said, pumping his fingers in her.
"I want you to treat me like a slut," Juliet answered, her orgasm imminent from the earlier cock sucking, the nasty talk, the way he pushed her against the wall and his hard finger banging.
"Good," Romeo said. "Remember, I'm the man here."
"Yes, baby," she moaned, about to come.
Suddenly, the door opened, and the Capulets caught them.

"What the fuck is going on here?" Mr. Capulet said, in instant anger, seeing his daughter being fingered by his sworn enemy's son.
"Oh my God, Juliet," Mrs. Capulet gasped, shocked by what she was witnessing.
"I was just leaving," Romeo said, pulling his fingers out of her. "I'll be in touch."
"I don't want to ever see you in my home again," Mr. Capulet said, as Romeo walked past him.
"We will see," Romeo said.
"I'll have you in jail in a heartbeat," the father threatened.
"Daddy, please," Juliet pleaded, ashamed, but trying to protect her no longer secret lover.
"Be careful, old man," Romeo said, standing mano to mano with the man he intended to humiliate soon.
"Don't you dare try to fuck with me," Mr. Capulet said, glaring at him.
"I'm not trying to fuck with you," Romeo said as cool as a cucumber. He paused, looked at Juliet, then back to the father. "I'm just fucking your daughter."
"What the fuck? You are dead," Capulet said, pushing Romeo against the wall.
"Daddy, don't," Juliet pleaded, moving between the two men.
"What is on your face?" the dad asked.
"My cum," Romeo said smugly. "I just dropped a load all over your daughter's pretty face."
"You mother fucker!" Capulet roared, only his daughter in the way keeping him from really punishing this disrespectful punk.
"Not yet," Romeo said, slyly smiling at the mom, although his girlfriend was in front of him, so she didn't see his foreshadowing look. Of course, Mrs. Capulet aside (for now), he most certainly was a mother fucker. Not his own mom... but he did enjoy seducing MILFs and had even fucked a few moms and daughters at the same time.
"Get the fuck out of my house," Capulet snapped. "And where the fuck is Brian or Eve?"
"Are you coming, babe?" Romeo asked.
"Don't you dare leave," Capulet threatened.
"Don't tell me what to do, Daddy, I'm twenty," Juliet said, standing up for herself.
"Honey, he is a Montague," the stunned mother pointed out.
"And I love him, Mommy," Juliet said. "I love a Montague."



"Let's go, babe," Romeo said.
"Juliet, don't you dare leave this house," Capulet repeated.
"I'll be home later," Juliet said.
Romeo took her hand, his tone implying his intentions with a wicked smirk, "Don't worry, Mr. and Mrs. Capulet, I will take very, very, very good care of your daughter."
"Honey, please don't go," Mrs. Capulet pleaded, taking a much different approach than her husband, but that too fell on deaf ears.
"I'm okay, Mommy," Juliet said. "I'm okay."
"This isn't over," Mr. Capulet said, as Romeo led his daughter out of his abode. "It ain't over by a longshot."
"Agreed," Romeo said. "Agreed."
Juliet gave an awkward wave and followed her man out of the house as Capulet said, "When I'm done with you, they won't be able to put your body parts back together."
"Howard," Barbara gasped.
"Don't," he said. "I can't believe you let her leave."
"I didn't let her do anything," she said.
"Did you know about this?"
"God, no," she said.
"And don't use the Lord's name in vain," Capulet snapped automatically from his persona as a devout Christian. Although, he, like Mr. Montague, had some nefarious dealings in the world, he was seen in society as a Christian man, a spiritual leader, a man of high moral standing. What just happened could ruin everything in a heartbeat.
"Sorry," the submissive wife responded. The hierarchy of the male dominated household having not changed in either of the families these past many centuries.
"Now go find the fucking maid and get me a drink," he said, storming off.
"Yes, honey," she said, shaking her head as he walked away.
In the car, Juliet's whole body was shaking. "I can't believe they caught us like that."
"It was inevitable," Romeo said, not at all worried, because a couple more hours and her conditioning would be complete.
"I suppose, but not like that. Not with you fingering me and cum all over my face," Juliet said, mortified.
"I'm sure your dad comes on your mom's face," Romeo said.
"Gross," Juliet said, not a visual she ever wanted planted in her head.
"What?" Romeo said. "Men fuck their wives. Men come on their wives' faces. Wives suck dick. Wives take it in the ass. It is the way it is."
"Romeo, please, I want to be more than that with you," she said.
Romeo put his hand gently on her nylon-clad leg and softened his voice as he still needed two more hours for the conditioning to be complete. For the psychotropic drugs she had been inhaling and ingesting for weeks to finish breaking her... the drugs that made her so open to suggestion that he could completely hypnotize her with just a phrase and turn her into his mindless sex slave.
The basic mental manipulation his psychiatrist father had taught him and that they'd both used on many women to get them to fuck lasted only as long as the trance did. The chemicals they'd added to that process led to obedience much more quickly, but their effects were still short-lived. But with Juliet, they'd refined a psychotropic cocktail they'd named the Elixir of Fools and designed a protocol to have her drugged and mesmerized over and over again, with a major boost in the preceding week. Romeo's dad was certain Juliet's conditioning would be permanent.
"Oh honey, you are more to me than that," the monster told his unwitting victim. "I'm just saying moms and dads have sex lives too."
Feeling his hand on her leg instantly relaxed her, as did his words of reassurance. She smiled as she put her hand on his. "I just don't want to think of my mom and dad sexually."
"Well, the good news is, I know you are going to age well," Romeo said.
"What do you mean?"
"Your mom is one hot MILF," he said.
"You're disgusting," she said, but with a giggle.
"Just saying, in twenty years when our kids are in high school or college, you'll still be a hottie," he complimented... breeding her already on his to-do list.
"When we have kids?" Juliet asked, this a new progression.
"Yeah, I can't wait to knock you up," he said.
"Not before marriage," she stressed... her public image as a good Christian as important to her as her father's and not wanting a baby bulge to give away how wanton and wicked she'd been the past few weeks.
"Then I better keep coming on your face, in your mouth or up your asshole," he wickedly said, as he squeezed her leg.
"You're so bad," she purred, though thinking about him doing what he was saying was making her want his cock again.
"You're horny for my dick again, aren't you?"
"I plead the Fifth," she playfully responded.
"Well, mouth, pussy, or ass?" he asked, driving to the bachelor pad he kept just for fucking women... although the past couple of weeks it had just been Juliet. Well, except once when a princess from India was at a Montague family gathering and he'd convinced her to ditch the yawn-a-thon and go with him to his pad. There, even with no conditioning, she'd begged to be fucked once she realized how hung he was. The freak's only restriction was that she wanted it only in the ass... she was saving herself for marriage.

"I get a choice?" Juliet joked.
"Sure, I'm a gentleman," he smiled.
"Well, my pussy is on fire, so you should help put that fire out," she said.
Fifteen minutes later, wearing only her thigh high stockings, she was fucked for a good half an hour in a dozen different positions... her gymnast past becoming very handy.
She had three orgasms... each better than the last... Romeo able to fuck her to mental oblivion and sexual utopia... before he finally grabbed her stocking-clad feet, fucked between the soles, and came all over them.

"You and my stocking feet," she said, looking at the cum that would stain.
"It's my fetish," he shrugged.
"Could be worse ones I guess," she responded.
"So, what are you going to say to your parents when you go home?"
"That I love you and if they don't accept that then I will move out," she said firmly.
"You can always move in with me and be my live-in cum bucket," Romeo said, knowing the conditioning was done.
"Quaint," she said.
"I'm serious," he said, trying to push her to complete anger. Hot anger could burn away the chemical residue and override the hypnotically planted suggestions if they weren't fully set, and now it was time to test if her conditioning could overcome a fit of anger. "I've always wanted my very own Capulet bimbo fuck toy to use with my friends."
"Romeo, that isn't funny," Juliet said, not liking this mean side of him.
"It wasn't supposed to be funny," he said. "If you live with me, you will be my fuck toy. I will fuck you when, where, and how I want. I will share you with friends. Spit-roast you with my buddies. Have you be the centerpiece of an orgy or give you your very own gangbang. Plus, I definitely want to see you eat pussy."
"Romeo, enough," Juliet said tears beginning to roll down her face.
"Maybe even fuck that hot mom of yours," he added, being really cruel. "I mean she has much bigger tits than yours."
"Romeo, why are you doing this?" she asked through tears.
"Juliet, did you think this was real?" he asked, a smug smile on his face as she reached for the glass of water she'd been drinking and gulped it down to quench her anger. Little knowing it was dosed with the Elixir of Fools.
Knowing her complete mindless obedience was inevitable now, Romeo no longer had to pretend he loved this dumb bitch. "Did you really think I could love you?" her villainous suitor asked. "You're a Capulet. You are a cheap, dirty, slut whose only purpose is to suck Montague cock, eat Montague pussy - my sister will love you - and take multiple Montague dicks in your three fuck holes. That is your purpose."
"Enough, I'm out of here," Juliet said, bawling now, as she looked for her dress.
"If you leave, you will only get my dick when you beg for it and admit you're a Montague fuck toy," Romeo warned, already looking forward to when that was true.
"Fuck you! Never!" Juliet snapped, shifting from sadness to anger as she realized she had been played and her parents were right.
"Never say never, slut," Romeo smiled. "I mean you know you will be craving my dick in a few hours."
"I will never suck that dick again," she said, putting her dress on, giving up looking for her bra.
"Again, never say never," he smirked.
"Fucking never! Never! Never!" she repeated, as she stormed out, feeling the cum squishing in her heels.
"You'll be begging soon," Romeo smiled, as his plan went into the final stage: execution.
"Fuck you," she snapped once more before stepping into the elevator to escape his pretentious man cave of an apartment.
"You will be," Romeo promised, closing the door behind her. Then he texted his buddies who were helping with the plan... which would go into its final stage tonight. He just had to make sure they had all finished their parts the past couple of weeks.
.....
Juliet walked into her house broken... out of tears after the thirty-minute Uber ride.
"Mom, Dad," she called out as the maid, Eve, rushed to her.
"Juliet, are you all right?" the maid asked, having gotten a major tongue lashing when she returned to work. She had been sent by the main security guard at the gated entrance to go and pick up some items for the weekend's annual party. She thought it was strange as that had never happened before, but she was used to just doing as she was told in the house by whoever told her.
"Is, is, is Mom and Dad home?" Juliet said, knowing she looked a mess.
"Honey," Mrs. Capulet said, rushing to her daughter.
"Mom," Juliet said, collapsing in her arms.
A moment later, Mr. Capulet arrived, and Juliet admitted, "You guys were right."
"What did he do to you?" Mr. Capulet asked, having spent the past two hours trying to figure out how Romeo got into the house. In the end, much to his confusion, it seemed that Romeo had found a way to master his voice and had ordered Brian, the bodyguard, to go and pick him up from his office. Brian was devastated to have let him down and although Howard was furious, he wasn't furious at his employee who had been loyal for two decades.
"He, he, he just wasn't the guy I thought he was," she stammered, discovering she could indeed cry again.
"What happened?" Dad said. "Tell me everything."
"Nothing happened," she said, not wanting to replay his verbal abuse or admit the sexual degradation she had willingly allowed to happen.
"Did he hurt you?" Mr. Capulet asked.
"Just with words," she said. "He never physically hurt me."
"Oh, honey," Mrs. Capulet said, hating to see her sweet innocent daughter like this.
"I will take care of this," the protective father said.
"No, Dad," Juliet said. "I just want this to be over with."
"Honey, she's home and away from that terrible boy," Mrs. Capulet said, not wanting this to heat up a dispute that she had always found ridiculous. She and Mrs. Montague had been friends their entire lives, but since marrying into the feuding families were not allowed to talk to each other. They did slyly text each other from time to time... but it wasn't the same.
"I just need to go take a nap," Juliet said.
"Okay, but we are going to talk about this more later," her father said.
"Okay, Daddy," Juliet said.
"We love you, honey," Mrs. Capulet said.
"I love you both too," Juliet said, realizing she had betrayed herself and her family by allowing Romeo to manipulate and use her like that. A sudden anger began to grow inside her, but she didn't let her parents know that. No, she just had to let it go... he had pictures of her in very compromising positions and even a couple of videos. Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!
In her room, Juliet quickly stripped and went into a fetal position under the covers. After a few minutes, she realized the smell of the scented candle the asshole had given her was still filling the room... she'd neglected to blow it out before leaving the house. She turned to blow it out now but saw it had already burned itself out. As mad and hurt as she was, the scent was soothing, such a shame its giver had turned out to be such a jerk. "Elixir of Love", she read on the wide jar. Yeah, right, she thought. More like Elixir of... she couldn't think of a good word. If Romeo had been there, he could have...Fools.
.....
At dinner, there was no talking about what happened. Just an awkward silence or trivial chat... each family member pondering what to say.
After dinner, they were in the living room watching Wheel of Fortune, a family event anytime all three were open at 6:30.
Mrs. Capulet said, still seeing her daughter on edge, "It's okay, honey, you can relax. It's over."
"I know, I just feel terrible that you saw me in such a weak state," Juliet said.
"The Montagues are charming," Barbara said, Bruce Montague having flirted with her many times in her younger days. Back before he'd become the famous, Dr. Montague, Headshrinker to the Stars. Not something she had ever told her husband.
"I suppose," Juliet said, Romeo having been so believable in expressing his feelings for her, although in retrospect he'd gotten more and more demeaning the longer they were together.
"If I see him again, I will fucking end him," Mr. Capulet said, having been stewing all day and evening about how a Montague had tainted his daughter just like all those centuries ago.
"I wouldn't do that," Romeo said, walking into the living room.
Capulet turned and his fury was back in an instant.
"I just want to talk," Romeo said, as Juliet's father pinned him against the wall. His hand on his throat. "I just want to talk," he repeated.
"I should fucking end you," Capulet said.
Juliet begged, worried her dad would kill him, "Let him go, Daddy."
Barbara added, "Don't make this any worse, honey."
"I just want to talk," Romeo repeated for a third time.
"Fuck," Mr. Capulet said, letting go. "You are on thin fucking ice."
"What are you doing here?" Juliet said, trying to remain strong and not let him see she was still hurting bad.
"I see you're in a new pair of stockings," he said, looking down at her sexy legs and feet in nylons and a sundress.
"I always wear them," she said.
"Yes, ever since I instructed you to," he said.
"You're upsetting her," Mrs. Capulet interjected, wondering just now why her daughter had switched into a dress and nylons for a night in... although she too was in a dress as her husband always expected her in a dress... and although no one else could tell, underneath was sexy thigh high stockings and no panties as that was also expected by her husband so he could quickly lift up her dress, bend her over and fuck her whenever he wanted.
"Upsetting her?" Romeo said. "I just came here because she needs me."
"I don't need you," Juliet said glaring at him. "Not after what you said today."
"You heard her, she doesn't need you," Mr. Capulet sternly interjected. "Now leave." The husband then asked, "Where is Eve?" planning to ream the maid out for letting this scumbag into his house again.
"Oh, she is preoccupied," Romeo said.
"What?" the father asked.
"So is your security guard," Romeo added.
"What the fuck are you talking about?" Capulet asked.
"Look on your security cameras," Romeo said. "I think you'll enjoy what you see."
Capulet pulled out his phone as Romeo went to Juliet. "Miss me?"
"No," Juliet said, although she could feel an urge growing. She had to reject the desire, the sudden craving to suck his cock.
"You want it, don't you?" he asked.
"Want what?" Barbara asked.
"Your daughter knows," he said confidently.
"What the fuck?" Capulet said as he saw camera one where his security guard Brian was on his back licking some girl's pussy.

"What?" Romeo asked innocently.
He then saw on camera seven, right in the entrance of his home, his maid was on her knees bobbing on some young man's cock while stroking two other men's cocks.

"What did you do?" Capulet asked... stunned by what he was witnessing.
"Just conditioned your employees to be subservient pussy pleasers and cock suckers for my friends," he answered.
"Oh, my God," Juliet said. "What did you do to them?"
"The same thing I did to you," Romeo said. "Conditioned them to be a perfect fuck puppet."
"You bastard, fucking leave," Juliet demanded, pushing him.
"You are dead," Capulet said, moving to him.
"Wait," Romeo said. "I will show you that anything you do will make it worse."
"Wait," Juliet said, worried what the conniving Romeo meant by that.
"Give me a minute and if I am wrong, I will leave," Romeo promised.
"Fine, you have one minute," Capulet said, his blood boiling.
Romeo turned to Juliet, "So you never want to see me again?"
"No, I never want to see you again," Juliet said.
"See, it's over," Barbara said.
Ignoring the pretty mother, he continued, "And you don't want to suck my cock ever again?"
There was a brief hesitation as the thought of his big, beautiful cock popped into her head, so big, so hard, so perfect, but she answered, "No, I never want to even see your penis again."
"You don't ever want my big load splattering your pretty face?" he asked.
"No," she answered, even as she felt the sudden desire to indeed feel his big, warm, load plastering her.
"Okay, enough, she has made it pretty clear," Capulet said, proud of his daughter's strength even as he realized she had obviously done all those things.
"Just a few more seconds," Romeo said. "If she doesn't respond to the trigger the way I want her to I will leave."
"The trigger?" both parents said in unison.
"Then get ready to leave," said Juliet.
"You are so naïve, my little cock slut," he smirked.
"Is this just some sick game for you?" she asked, glaring at him.
"You were just so trusting. It was so easy to plant those thoughts in that pretty, empty little head of yours. So easily conditioned."
"What are you talking about," Mrs. Capulet said.
"You are about to be pummeled," Mr. Capulet threatened, his hands in two fists. His wife's arms across his chest the only reason he hadn't moved to him.
"Right, you wouldn't remember, because I conditioned you not to remember," he smirked.
"What are you talking about conditioning me?" Juliet asked, even as she could feel her mouth watering. She desperately needed to control herself. God, she needed his cock so bad. In her mouth, in her pussy, even in her asshole.
"Your minute is up, leave or else," the father said.
"I have her wrapped around my finger or more accurately around my dick. I can have your daughter on her knees like that," he said, snapping his fingers before he moved his hands to his pants. "All it takes is the trigger."
"Yes, leave," Juliet said, as she saw him unzip his pants. "Yeah, that isn't going to have any effect on...." The moment she saw his cock she stopped mid-sentence and immediately dropped to her knees. Instantly her brain shut off and she had to have that big, fat, cock in her mouth.
"Which is my big cock," Romeo finished, smiling as he wagged his prick with a flourish at his slut on her knees staring at his cock lustfully.




"What are you doing?" Mrs. Capulet gasped as she saw her daughter drop to the floor in front of Romeo.
"Juliet," Mr. Capulet said, as his daughter stared at Romeo's dick with big eyes and her mouth open.
"Tell them, slut," Romeo ordered.
"I'm-I'm-oh God," Juliet stammered, the cock before her draining her of all her strength as she couldn't take her eyes off the beautiful big monster.
"You want this cock in your pretty mouth, don't you?" he asked, as he stroked his cock in front of Juliet's face... loving the confused look on her face... the helplessness... the inevitability of it all.
"No, I-I-I, oh God," Juliet babbled, her moral fibre fading away as she had to have this cock.
"Suck it, slut," Romeo ordered. "Suck my big cock."
"Oh God, I can't resist it, I have to have it," Juliet said, not looking at her parents out of utter shame as she opened her mouth and took the big cock between her lips.
"Stop!" Capulet ordered, beginning to move to protect his daughter.
"You stop," Romeo said back. "I have your daughter in a hypnotic trance. If you want her back, you will sit there and fucking watch."
"Are you fucking kidding me?" Mr. Capulet asked, stopping, but fuming.
"Honey, he obviously did something to her," Mrs. Capulet said, as she watched helplessly as her daughter sucked on that big cock... that really big cock. She shook her head disgusted at herself for that last thought.
"This is your fault, Capulet," Romeo said, as he moaned.
"My fault?" the Capulet patriarch questioned, devastated to see his daughter sucking his enemies' son's dick.
"You disrespected me and my family and that can't go unanswered," Romeo said. "Now sit down and watch."
Juliet, sliding unconsciously into her training, spit on the cock and stroked it, staring at it lustfully. She recognized her actions and tried to control them... but was unable to break her trance... unable to disobey him. This cock had to be sucked. These balls had to be drained.
The parents whispered to each other as Romeo ordered, "Suck it."
Juliet obeyed, taking it back in her mouth and bobbing on it, making slobbering sounds that demonstrated the eagerness of the blow job. Once the dick was in her mouth her brain became about one thing... pleasing her man... making him come... extracting his load.
Romeo grinned triumphantly. How choice it was that by not being able to stop herself from feasting on his meat, the Capulet slut was actually ingesting another dose of the elixir... he'd painted the mixture on his penis before coming in. It was certainly his favorite way of managing the chemical side of Juliet's conditioning.
"Sit down and watch," Romeo repeated firmly. "Unless you want me to take your daughter back to the Montague mansion for a gangbang."
"You wouldn't," Capulet responded, although Romeo already had that exact situation planned... for Juliet and Mrs. Capulet... but one thing at a time.
"I own your daughter's mind and body, Mr. Capulet, she will do whatever I say. Won't you slut?"
Juliet was mortified to hear the words and doubly mortified to be seen in such a submissive situation while her parents watched.
Still, her response was, "Yes, I'm your good girl, your cock sucking slut." She again had that feeling of being two people. One who was shocked at the words coming out of her own mouth, and another who lived for her sexual servitude.
Mrs. Capulet, seeing their predicament, said, "We need to sit down."
"Listen to your wife," Romeo said. "Now suck on my balls, slut." Juliet immediately obeyed as she stroked his cock and moved her mouth to his balls... burning with a mixture of lust and humiliation... her pussy leaking with wetness at sucking and obeying... her body betraying her... as slowly was her mind.
"Tell me what you want, slut," Romeo moaned, as he watched the Capulets sit down.
"I want the yummy cummy in your balls," Juliet said, sounding like a B-grade porn starlet and devastated to hear herself sound so pathetic... even as she felt a fog in her head.
"What did you do to her?" Mrs. Capulet asked, hearing her very smart daughter sound like a complete bimbo.
"Just turned her into a mindless, obedient fuck toy who will do anything for cock," he said, before adding for dramatic effect, "Any cock."
"You're not serious?" the mother asked mortified.
"Watch for yourself," he said, as she sucked both balls into her mouth, moaning while doing it. "I conditioned her to get turned on just looking at cock and get more and more sexually stimulated when she worshipped a dick until she was utterly just a mindless bimbo three-hole cum bucket."
"You're such a fucking asshole," Mr. Capulet said, his anger still burning inside him... but feeling so helpless.
"Yeah, she takes it in the ass too," he smugly said. "Don't you slut?"
"Yes, I love your dick in my asshole," Juliet wickedly said, instantly wanting the cock in her butt... as she felt her mind melting of any conscious thought other than complete mindless servitude and obedience.
"Look at your parents and tell them," Romeo said.
"Mommy, Daddy, your baby girl loves taking Romeo's big fat cock in her mouth, pussy and asshole," she said in a little girl voice as she stroked his cock... needing to obey to have it back in her hungry, salivating mouth. "Being his slut is my only purpose in life."
"Jesus Christ," Mr. Capulet said, as his daughter resumed sucking with a devotion similar to what his wife used to show.
"Oh yeah, such a good cock sucker," Romeo moaned... smiling at the two helpless parents.
Juliet moaned at the flattering words, she wanted to be a good cock sucker, the bestest cock sucker ever. 'Jesus,' she sighed to herself at her own bimbo thoughts in one of her last fleeting moments of self-awareness. Then she sucked faster.

"See how good a cock sucker your daughter is, a perfect little cock slut," Romeo said, oozing with smug confidence now that their plan was working exactly as they'd drawn it up. Or... as he and his father had drawn it up.
"I'm done with this," Capulet said, standing up.
"Sit the fuck down," Romeo demanded.
"Honey, don't make this any worse," his worried wife said... even as her own pussy was confusingly tingling, her eyes unable to break the gaze of admiring that big young fat cock.
"Worse?" he asked, enraged.
"Yes, if he has her under his control, he could make her go with him and do unsavoury things," the wife stressed.
"Yes, for example, do you think your daughter would like eating my mom's pussy?" Romeo teased... the idea pretty hot although his mother did not yet know the plan to sexually dominate the entire Capulet family... although she would very, very soon.
"Jesus," Mr. Capulet raged, but frustratingly sat down.
"You're such a good cock slut," Romeo repeated.
"Oh yes, I am, a very good cock slut," Juliet agreed, her last strands of being her own woman fading away as she worshipped this glorious cock and spit on the head. "I just love your cock so much." She took it back in her mouth yet again.
After a few good bobs, Romeo ordered, "Tell your parents how much you love sucking dick."
Juliet took the yummy cock out of her mouth and said, looking right at her parents, unaware of the fury and humiliation in their facial expressions, her humiliation gone as she was completely under Romeo's powerful spell, "Mommy, Daddy, I love to suck dick."
"Come here," he said, taking his pants and underwear off and sitting on a chair across from the bewildered couple.
Juliet crawled to the cock like a bitch in heat as she needed that dick back in her mouth so badly.
"Look at your parents," he ordered, as she reached for his cock and stroked it.
Juliet turned to her parents and smiled as she kept stroking his cock and repeated, matter-of-factly, like the cock bimbo she had been transformed into, "I love to suck cock."
"You see, Mr. and Mrs. Capulet, this is what happens when you mess with my family," he said.
"You messed with mine," Capulet countered.
"Semantics," Romeo shrugged.
"Just come, and get this over with," Mrs. Capulet said.
"I shot a load all over her face earlier here, one on her feet before she ran from my place, and another in some hot slut to make sure this would be a marathon session," Romeo said, having dropped a load in a hot woman he met at the gas station and fucked in the bathroom while her son waited impatiently for her.
"You really are a piece of work," Mrs. Capulet said even as she couldn't help but wonder what that huge dick would feel like in her mouth which made her aghast at her own wicked thoughts.
Juliet sucked it, stroked it, rolled her fingers over the cock head, spat on it, sucked it more, moaning the entire time.
"Fuck you're really doing the entire cock sucking circuit," Romeo moaned, loving the variety that kept his balls boiling but didn't get him off... just like he had trained her.
"Full circuit, mmmmm," Juliet moaned, before spitting on it again and devouring the entire eight-inch shaft... luckily being given a gag reflex gift in her conditioning.
Romeo leaned back and just enjoyed the dick-sucking.
Juliet happily kept sucking, moaning constantly as she worshipped the amazing cock.
"Look at your parents when you do that," Romeo ordered.
Juliet obeyed, turning her body to give her parents a better view as she stroked his cock. "Isn't his cock so big, Mommy?"
Her mother didn't respond even though she was thinking that exact thing as she watched perversely and with a slight sense of envy.
"Am I bigger than your husband?" Romeo asked.
Mrs. Capulet again didn't respond, but yes, his was a couple inches bigger than her husband's and although she would never say the words out loud, Romeo's cock was very impressive.
"Tell your father what you are," Romeo ordered.
"Daddy, I'm such a good cock slut," she said in a cute baby voice, completely obedient now. "Such a dirty three-hole cum slut. Are you proud of me, Daddy?"
"Jesus," the father said, having never felt so helpless in his life.
"Oh yeah, suck it slut," Romeo said, his new pet putting on a show better than even he could have imagined... he had really broken her and turned her into a mindless cock slut.
Juliet bobbed hungrily while stroking his dick, making massive, sloppy blow job sounds while also moaning like a bitch in heat.
The father was mortified and yet thought to himself, 'My wife never sucks my cock with that sort of eagerness anymore.'
Romeo ordered, "Yeah suck it, suck it like you want nothing more than cock for the rest of your life." He then pushed her head on his cock and held it there. "Do you have this amazing gag reflex control, Mrs. Capulet? If not, Mr. Capulet, I could give her that ability."
Neither said anything as he let go and their daughter came up for air. "Fucking best cock ever," she drooled.
"Take off your dress and let me see those perky titties," Romeo ordered.
Juliet quickly obeyed and immediately was now just in beige thigh high stockings. No bra. No panties. As conditioned. She discarded the dress and took the dick back in her mouth.
"Look at those tits, Mr. Capulet. Such a perky pair, don't you think?" Romeo asked.
The father glared but didn't say anything.
As she devoured his cock, Romeo moaned, "Oh fuck, yeah. Your daughter is just so damn good at this."
A minute later, wanting to continue the domination of Juliet and the humiliation of the Capulets, he said, "Mr. Capulet, I think your daughter wants to ride my dick, what do you say?"
"Oh yes, can I ride your big cock?" Juliet said with an excitement you can't fake, as she quickly got off her cock sucking knees and straddled him... rubbing her fevered pussy as she did.
"Face your parents as you fuck yourself like the fuck slut you are," Romeo said.
Juliet positioned herself so her parents could see her entire young body and completely shaved pussy as she lowered herself on his dick while she rubbed herself.
"Oh shit," Romeo groaned, as she engulfed his cock.
"Such a big cock, Mommy, is Daddy's dick this big?" Juliet moaned as she sat on the eight-inch fat cock.
"So, fucking tight," Romeo said, leaning against the couch, Juliet's back to him, as they both faced the humiliated parents.
"Your cock feels so good in my tight, young pussy," Juliet moaned, leaning against him.
"Oh yeah, ride me."
"Oh yes, such a big cock," she moaned, as she pressed her hands down on his hip bones and began really bouncing on his dick.
"Such a good cock slut."
"Mmmm, I love cock," she announced, as she bounced and could feel her throbbing clit. "Yes, yes, yes."
"Will this ever end?" Mrs. Capulet whispered, confused by the undeniable fact she could feel wetness slowly leaking out of her pussy and desperately needing to be fucked.
"Yes, feels so good. Montague cock feels so good," Juliet declared, as she kept bouncing.
"Hey, Mrs. Capulet, have you ridden your husband's cock like this lately?"
"Yes, Mommy, bouncing on big cock feels so good."
"This is disgusting," said Juliet's mother, even though she was getting really turned on. After all, wasn't this exactly how Howard expected her to act, why he always had her go commando? Of course, he couldn't reward her free-use behaviour with such a big cock... a small part of her wishing she could go for a ride on that fat fucking prick.
Romeo laughed, "Oh Mrs. Capulet, I bet your pussy is dying to get fucked like this."
"I am not," the mother said too quickly.
"Right, I bet your pussy is soaking wet," Romeo confidently accused.
"Leave my wife out of this," Mr. Capulet demanded, trying to stand up for at least one of the two women he was sworn to protect with his life.
"Keep looking into your parents' eyes," Romeo ordered.
"Feels so good," the daughter moaned, as she looked at her mom and dad. "Mmmmmmmm, yes, his cock is so deep in me."

"Tell them how much you love riding cock," Romeo prodded as he reached around and cupped her tits and felt her hard-as-diamond nipples.
"I fucking love riding a big cock, Daddy," she moaned, as she placed her nylon-clad feet on his thighs, "Do I look good riding dick, Daddy?"
"Jesus, Juliet," he said.
"Honey, this isn't her, remember, this isn't her," Mrs. Capulet reminded him even as her eyes were locked on the big cock her daughter was riding.
"Oh, this is her," Romeo said. "I just brought out her true inner slut."
"Mmmmmmmmm, soooooo good," Juliet moaned.
"Good slut, now show them how a good cock slut comes on a big Montague cock," he said.
"Oooooooh yes, I am a Montague cum slut, I'll do anything for a Montague cock," she moaned, unknowingly betraying centuries of family history.
"Juliet," the father said with devastation.
But his daughter was completely under the spell of cock and about to come. "Oh yes, yes, me love big cock, big Montague cock, oh fuck, oh God, it feels so good in my pussy."
Romeo reached around and slapped her clit, "Come, you fucking slut."
"Oh shit, fuck, fuck, yes, fuck!" she screamed as her orgasm hit her in a heartbeat.
Romeo lifted her up, stood up, flipped her onto her knees on the chair and slid back into her, feeling her excessive wetness.
"Oh Mommy, I just came from big Montague cock," she said, looking at her mother in a complete rapturous daze.
Mrs. Capulet was in awe of the pleasure this boy with the big cock was giving her daughter and somehow making her horny as hell. Why was her pussy literally leaking?
"Don't go slow, fuck me," Juliet said, wanting more pleasure, more hard fucking. "Pound my pussy."
"Look at them as I fuck you," Romeo ordered, before turning to the parents and asking, "Don't you love this view of your daughter, Mr. Capulet?"
Howard glared at him.
"Wouldn't you love to be fucked like this, Mrs. Capulet?" Romeo asked as he slammed into their daughter.
"You'd love it, Mommy," Juliet said wistfully. "No one fucks a woman like a Montague."
"Yeah, your daughter's pussy feels so fucking good," Romeo said, really enjoying the anger in the father's eyes, and the steadily growing lust in the mother's.
"You just won't stop," Barbara sighed, but in wonder rather than distress, as she wished she could be fucked this long... Mr. Capulet more of a sprint fucker than a marathon man.
"I can't believe we are allowing this," the father said.
"We have no choice," the mother replied a bit snappishly. She didn't appreciate being distracted from the view of her daughter on the couch getting hard, deep back shots... she was getting mesmerized watching the cock move in and out, in and out, in and out.
Juliet started bouncing back on the cock and Romeo responded to her building passion by pulling out. Juliet's eyes went wide, and she begged hysterically, "Hey, put that cock back in my pussy. I need it back in my pussy."
"Your daughter is just so cock hungry," Romeo said to the parents, with a 'what are you going to do?' look, before pressing his hips forward.

"Oh yes," she moaned, relaxing the moment there was a cock back in her. "Yes, fuck, I'm a Montague slut."
Romeo slapped her ass as she bounced back on his cock... desperately wanting and needing the cock to go as deep as it possibly could.
For about a minute, there was just a daughter bouncing back on a cock, her moans and Romeo's grunts, before he pulled out and ordered, "Come and taste your cunt on my cock. Come taste your pussy."
"Pussy," she moaned, quickly spinning around and taking the very wet-with-her-pussy-juices dick in her mouth.
"Oh yeah, taste yourself," Romeo repeated. "Tell your parents how you taste."
"Mommy and Daddy, I taste really good. I have a really delicious pussy," Juliet said.
"Do you eat pussy, Mrs. Capulet?" Romeo asked.
She didn't answer, but her face went red. The pussy she used to eat the most back in the day was the evil boy's own mother's ... they were best friends back then... but they also had a sexual hierarchy where she was the submissive.
"You have," Romeo said. "Hear that slut? Your Mommy eats pussy."
"I do not," the mother said.
"But you have," Romeo said, as Juliet really went to town on his dick... again sucking, stroking, spitting, making the slobbering sounds of a woman who loved sucking dick.
The mother didn't say anything, as her husband glared at her.
"Oh Mummy, you bad girl," Juliet purred, having never been with a girl. Romeo grabbed her ass and she returned to slobbering all over his cock while moaning like she had a dick up her cunt. The conditioning made sucking cock as pleasurable as getting fucked.
"What are you?" Romeo asked, slapping her ass.
"A cock slut, a cum slut, a dirty whore for Montague cock," she announced, spitting on his cock and stroking it like a nasty porn star.
"Say that to your parents," he ordered.
Looking right at her parents as she masterfully stroked his cock without missing a beat, she said, "Mommy and Daddy, I'm a real big cock slut."
"For?"
"For Montague dick," she admitted. "Big, fat, Montague cock."
"This is killing me," the father said.
"Keep sucking," Romeo ordered. "Just like how I taught you."
"Mmmmmmmm," she moaned, spitting on the cock and then devouring it.
"Yes, see what I taught her," Romeo said, as the mother and father watched. "I can train you too, Mrs. Capulet."
"So good, so fucking good," Juliet said, as she moaned, her breathing sounding as if she had a dick deep in her... her clit throbbing as if being rubbed and her pussy leaking.



"Fuck yeah," he moaned. "When was the last time you sucked dick, Mrs. Capulet? In fact," he ordered with a laugh, "Come over here and learn from your daughter. Get up close and personal."
"No," Mrs. Capulet said, but weakly, as her own marital training had her well-conditioned to respond immediately to a man's needs... plus, a part of her wanted to for her own pleasure.
"I wasn't asking. Get over here Mrs. Capulet," he ordered, "or I'll invite my friends in to gangbang your daughter."
"Romeo, enough," the father said.
"I wasn't asking you, old man," Romeo said. "I want your wife to come and watch."
"Yes, Mommy," Juliet said, stroking his cock and rolling her finger over the sensitive slit. "Come see me up close. I'm a real good cock sucker, Mommy."
The mother stood up.
"Honey, don't," begged Howard.
"I have no choice," she said, although the fire in her pussy was also guiding her, as were growing thoughts in her head about wishing she could be used like that.
"Kneel on the floor and get a real good look," Romeo said, loving the power and also enjoying the most amazing blow job.
The mother shook her head, even as she obeyed the order and knelt beside her naked daughter. She said, now inches away from the cock in her daughter's mouth, "I can't believe you are making me do this."
"Oh, I can see past the façade," Romeo said. "You're a cock slut just like your daughter."
"Like Mommy, like daughter," Juliet giggled, like the bimbo she had become.
"Jesus," the father said, never feeling so helpless in his entire life.
"Hey, I didn't say it," Romeo chuckled, as Juliet really worked over his cock. If he didn't stop her, he would likely bust a nut soon, but was enjoying himself too much.
'God, that is a big cock,' Barbara thought to herself, getting a firsthand, up-close look at how big a cock this young stud had. At least eight inches. Fuck.

"Am I a good cock sucker, Mommy?" Juliet asked, coming up for a breath.
"Yes, honey, you're a very good cock sucker," Mrs. Capulet agreed, knowing her daughter was under the young devil's spell.
"Thank you, Mommy," Juliet said, leaning forward and kissing her mother on the lips.
"You're welcome, honey," the mother said, surprised by the not so innocent kiss.
"Get on all fours on the couch, slut, let's fuck you doggy style again," Romeo said.
"Yay, Juliet is going to get cock in her cunt again," Juliet said, giddy with eagerness as she quickly spun around and offered her pretty back end. "Is this how you want me?"
"Yes," he said, as a new wicked idea popped into his head.
"Put it in me," Juliet demanded, hating having no cock in her hand or mouth or pussy or ass.
"Mrs. Capulet, put my cock in her pussy," Romeo ordered.
"I will not," Barbara gasped, even as it was now almost in her face and her mouth had begun to water. Fuck, what was happening to her? 'God, I want to suck that dick.'
"Honey, tell Mommy she needs to put my dick in your pussy," Romeo said.
"Oh Mommy, please put my man's big fat cock in my pussy," Juliet begged. "I need cock so bad, Mommy."
"Don't you dare," Mr. Capulet demanded, standing up.
"Sit down, old man," Romeo again ordered. "Unless you want to watch your daughter with strangers' dicks in all three of her holes.
"Sit down, Howard," Barbara said, suddenly mad at him. "It was your family's fucking feud that led to our daughter being entranced by this boy."
"But...."
"Sit down," she repeated, angry at her husband for this situation... if only he could let go of the past this likely wouldn't have happened. "Don't make this situation any worse for our baby girl."
"Good thinking," Romeo said.
"Shut up and fuck my daughter," she said, grabbing his cock, his really fucking hard fat cock. "Holy shit, you are hard."
"You like?" Romeo asked.
"Shove it in my cunt, Mommy, shove that big fucking cock up your daughter's wet fucking cunt," the conditioned girl begged in utter desperation.

"Okay, honey, here is the big fat cock you need," Mrs. Capulet said, guiding the cock into her daughter's pussy... her mouth watering and her pussy leaking, wondering what the young man's big cock would feel like in her own mouth or pumping her pussy.
"Oh yeah, fuck yeah. Mommy is giving me cock, Daddy, big fat Montague cock," Juliet declared like a giddy schoolgirl.
"Oh yeah, fuck," Romeo said, a bunch of wicked ideas flowing in his head as he slid into the slut and looked at the mom who was staring at his cock and her daughter's pussy.
"That's it, pound my pussy, show Mommy how good a slut I am," Juliet moaned, as the big cock started fucking her.
Barbara stared, entranced by the smooth fucking as the cock pumped in and out, in and out.
"Oh yes, that feels so good, fuck yes, yes, yes. God, I fucking love your dick," Juliet said.
"Fuck yeah, your daughter is one nasty slut," Romeo said, looking down at the mom.
"Oh baby, that feels so good," Juliet moaned. "I love cock, big cock, fat cock, Montague cock. Cock, cock, cock."
"Look at that pussy taking my cock, Mrs. Capulet," Romeo encouraged, even though the spellbound mom was already doing just that.
"Fuck you're so deep in my cunt," the daughter moaned.
Romeo pulled out and said to the mother, "Look at your daughter's pussy. Isn't it pretty?"
"Put it back in," Juliet whined, wiggling her ass.
"Yes, it's very pretty," Barbara agreed, the big cock before her, the hot fucking, her daughter's delicious looking pussy all had her revved up and confused.
"You like my pussy, Mommy?"
"Yes, honey, I like your pussy."
Romeo slid back in and gave five hard deep thrusts, then pulled out and ordered, "Taste your daughter on my cock."
Before the mother even had time to react, she had the boy's cock in her mouth that was coated with her daughter's pussy juice... her very tasty pussy juice.

Romeo slowly pumped his cock in and out while smirking at the stunned father. "I think your wife may be a cock slut too."
"Yes, Mommy is a cock slut too," Juliet said excitedly. "Like Mommy, like daughter."
After Romeo pulled out of the older cock slut and slid back into the younger, Barbara looked at her shocked husband and mouthed, "I'm so sorry."
"Oh yes, yes, fuck me good," Juliet moaned. "Oh Mommy, dick is so good. Why didn't you tell me being a cock slut is the bestest thing ever?"
"Oh, honey," Barbara sighed at her brainwashed daughter.
"Fuck, feels so good, I'm going to come again, Mommy," Juliet said. "Give it to me hard and deep."
Instead, Romeo pulled out, slid the slimy cock between the MILF's lips again and said, "You look like you want more of your daughter's pussy."
The mom allowed herself to be face fucked.
"Oh yes, Mommy, take that cock," Juliet encouraged. "Taste my pussy on his dick."
Romeo pulled out, slid back into Juliet, and said, "Fuck, your daughter's pussy is so fucking wet. So fucking good."
"Mmmmmmmm, so good," the daughter moaned. "Oh yes, I'm going to come from big cock, Daddy, come like a cum slut."
"Lay on your back," Romeo said, before pulling out and sliding one more time into the mom's mouth. "Suck it, slut."
"Don't call my wife a slut," Capulet said.
"Shhhhhhhh," Romeo said, as the mother obeyed and bobbed.
"Yes, Mommy, suck that cock," Juliet encouraged, as she flipped herself over onto her back and spread her nylon-clad legs wide.
Barbara couldn't believe how good it felt to have this cock in her mouth, to taste her daughter. Her pussy was leaking profusely now.
Romeo enjoyed the blow job for a good minute, while Juliet watched in lustful rapture. Her rapture grew when he pulled out of Barbara and slid back into Juliet.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me with that big Montague cock," Juliet moaned, her legs spread wide open.
"Show your parents how I taught you to rub that clit of yours to get yourself off," Romeo ordered.
"Oh, goody," the slut giggled, moving her hand to her pussy. As he fucked her hard and deep, she began rubbing frantically and said to her mother, "I love it when he lets me rub my clitty while he fucks my pussy, it feels so good. Oh fuck. So good. Right there. Right fucking there. Fuck me. Fuck me."
Romeo moaned as he picked up the pace of his pounding.
"Yes, so deep in my pussy," Juliet moaned as she moved her fingers to her mouth sucking her own wetness and then returned to her clit.
"Tell your Daddy to come sit beside you and watch you get Montague'd."
"Oh, Daddy, come sit beside me," Juliet said.
"I can't honey," the devastated father said.
"Get over here and watch so we can end this humiliating night," Mrs. Capulet ordered, the taste of her daughter lingering in her mouth.
"Fine," Mr. Capulet sighed, reluctantly sitting down right beside his daughter getting fucked by this despicable Montague.
"Look at Daddy when you come," Romeo ordered.
"Oh Daddy, such long strokes, so good, Daddy, so good, yes fuck me," the daughter moaned, close to her second orgasm.
"Talk like the slut you are," Romeo added, as the mother moved her hand to her own pussy under her dress and began rubbing herself.
"Oh fuck, yes, oh fuck, fuck me, pound my cunt, hammer my hole. Show Mommy and Daddy how big a Capulet whore I am. You are driving me wild with your big fat cock," Juliet moaned, as he really hammered her pussy.
"You can come when Dad gives you permission," Romeo said.
"Oh, Daddy, may your baby girl come from this big fat cock, I need to come so badly, Daddy. Please Daddy, please let me come," the daughter begged with lustful desperation.

Howard didn't want to say it, didn't want to give this bastard any more satisfaction, but he also hoped by saying the words this mortifying evening could come to an end.
"Fucking give her permission," Barbara snapped, as her pussy burned with unbridled lust.
"Fine," he sighed looking at his wife on her knees, his wife who he had pathetically watched suck this young man's cock. "Yes, honey, you may come."
"Thank you, Daddy," she said giddily. "Now fuck me with that huge dick."
"Oh yeah," Romeo said.
A dozen more strokes and Juliet was a mumbling, mindless mess as her second orgasm hit her. "Oh fuck, yes, you're going to, oh yes, going to, going to, make me, make me, oh fuck, yes, yes, yes, fuck yes, I'm coming!"
"Oh yes, shit, I'm about to come," Romeo said, a couple dozen strokes later.
"Oh yay, cum," Juliet said with bimbo-like excitement. "I want your come on my face."
"You sure you want my load all over your pretty face?"
"Yes, yes, yes," she eagerly replied, quickly dropping to her knees on the floor, her mom just a couple feet away. "Please, please, please come all over my face."
Romeo got to his feet and ordered, "Mrs. Capulet, jerk my cock and help me come on your daughter's face."
"Fine, let's get this over with," she said, reaching for his cock hiding the truth she wanted to feel that throbbing fat cock.
"Your hand is rubbing yourself, so don't get all high and mighty on me, slut," Romeo said, looking at the MILF masturbating.
"Jesus," Mr. Capulet said, seeing his wife's hand under her dress.
"Yes, Mommy, give me his load on my pretty face, I want it so bad," she begged, smiling right at the cock.
"You want it?" Romeo asked.
"Yes, give it to me," Juliet moaned like the cum hungry slut she was. "Please give me that load."
"Faster, Mommy slut," Romeo said. "Your daughter really wants this load."
Barbara furiously jerked the cock, wanting to see the cum erupt out of the cock cannon, as her daughter continued her nasty talk. "Give me that hot load."

The mother could feel the pulsations and watched as huge wads of cum exploded out and hit her daughter on the face and in her wide-open mouth. She kept pumping the dick throughout the six big cum bullets.
"Mmmmmmmmmm," Juliet moaned, suddenly completely satisfied.
"You really are one good little cock slut," Romeo said, looking down at the cum-coated slut and the mom who still was stroking his cock.

"Yummy, cummy," Juliet said, scooping some cum from her cheek and putting it in her mouth.
"I think your mom may want some," Romeo said.
"Oh, here, Mommy," Juliet said, scooping cum off her other cheek and offering it to Mommy.
The mom looked at her husband before she opened her mouth and took the cum off her daughter's fingers... desperately craving some of that creamy cum that looked so fucking delicious.
"Jesus," the father said, so completely defeated.
"Go show your dad your sweet present," Romeo said.
Romeo slid his cock into the mother's mouth, preparing for stage two of the complete destruction of the Capulet family. "Montaguebimbopet," he whispered in Mrs. Capulet's ear as he bent down.
The MILF instantly began bobbing, trying to extract any last remnants of cum in her own lustful daze as her mind fogged and she had to have this cock... the idea of being a cock slut for her former Mistress's son was suddenly making her body burn.
Mr. Capulet was unaware of his wife's sudden reckless cock sucking enthusiasm, as his naked cum-drenched daughter walked over to him.
Romeo used yet another trigger phrase that would really up the ante... the plot twist of the night... although there would still be more... "D-dick."
Juliet was just reaching her father, cum dripping down her face, pussy juices running down her legs when she heard the trigger phrase. Her father was shocked when she dropped to her knees before him and said, "Daddy, I'm ready for Daddy dick now."

Mrs. Capulet, even though she had a mouth full of strange cock, was also shocked by her daughter's inappropriate incestuous words. But then she became focused on her own cock needs. She pushed Romeo onto the couch and climbed up after him. "I must have Montague cock right fucking now," she growled.
"Barbara!" Mr. Capulet said in astonishment, as he witnessed his wife willingly straddle a Montague.

"Yay, Mommy is a Montague cock slut too," Juliet said, as she placed a hand on her dad's crotch and watched her mother lower her pussy onto her boyfriend's dick.
"Juliet!" Howard cried in despair at the disintegration of his family's loyalty as he looked down at his daughter smiling up at him.
THE END... Well, at least of Stage One of the Montagues' plan for the Capulets
Do you want to read about what happens next?
Does Juliet seduce her dad?
Does the MILF become a Montague bimbo too?
Do the two women enjoy the forbidden fruit of Mommy-Daughter lust?
Is there a huge orgy?
What happens next?
Share your thoughts below....
Part 2:
ROMEO FUCKS JULIET: FAMILY SIN
Mr. Capulet gives in and fucks his daughter; Barbara becomes a Montague slut;
Barbara and Juliet have wicked 69.

Part 3:
ROMEO FUCKS JULIET: LESBIAN PETS
Juliet and Mrs. Capulet become lesbian play things for the Montagues.

PART 4:
ROMEO FUCKS JULIET: ORGY
Barbara and Juliet are gang-banged by the Montague family and their friends.

THE END
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Butch and the Cheerleader
"I can't believe I have to work with her," Brittany said, scorn in her tone as she looked sideways over at Cameron White with utter disgust.
"That is some bad luck," Debbie said, thankful that she got Eva who was super smart.
"Did you ask Mrs. Barber to change partners?" Amber asked.
"First I asked her if it was an April Fool's Day joke since today is the first," the popular cheerleader said.
"It would be a good one," Debbie said.
"Yeah, except the bitch said it wasn't and the fact that I considered her pairing me with the dyke would be a mean joke just showed that it was good that she'd put us together, that it would actually be good for me," Brittany ranted.
"How could that possibly be good for you?" One of her two minions asked.
"There is no scenario where this could possibly be good for me," Brittany said, as she saw the butch lesbian stand up from her group of high school outcasts at one of the outer tables in the cafeteria. The campus queen turned back to her gang of cool hot chicks.
"Just get it over with as soon as you can," Debbie suggested.
"Maybe I can make her do all the work," Brittany said, having used her good looks her entire life to get her way and have others do her work. That said, she was not into girls and any tempting she'd ever had on that side of the gender aisle had been with implied promises of friendship, not romance or lust... eww, she thought, not her scene at all. Everyone knew she had a college boyfriend with a Porsche and a trust fund. A second-year college boy already the starting QB.
"Just let her munch your pussy once and I bet she'll do it," Debbie joked. "It sure worked for me - I not only got an 'A' on the term paper Twyla wrote for me, I got some really good orgasms out of it too, as her 'cost' of being allowed the privilege."
"Gross," Brittany said, her face squishing up like she'd just bitten into an extra sour lemon.
"There are worse things," Amber said, also having had a couple of nerds eat her pussy... and truth be told they were easily the best orgasms she'd ever had. "I mean, Gwen gets me off way better than Steve."
"Don't even get me started on you, dyke girl," Brittany snapped, disgusted not only that both her friends had used their pussies to get something from girls rather than guys, but that they had done it with such plain Jane nerds... such nobodies. If she were ever to allow another girl to eat her pussy it would be a MILF, a teacher, or a fellow cheerleader... not a fucking nerd.
While Brittany was clearly the leader of the hot girl clique, this was the one area where
the other two girls felt their friend was missing the boat, or at least her little man in the
boat was missing opportunities for good times.
"Amber," said Debbie, "don't you also enjoy being in charge when you let one of them service you?"
"Oh, hell yeah," agreed Amber. "I mean, guys can be so pushy, so demanding, without really coming through for you, so when I get to turn the tables and play Queen Cunt with Gwen, it really makes it hot."
"Oh, jeez, please stop," bitched Brittany, even while her mind completely recognized what the girls were saying about guys expecting and demanding so much while giving back so little in return. Heck, it wasn't like her boyfriend was providing for her or even letting her drive his Porsche for that matter... never mind his poor to nonexistent cunnilingus skills.
"I'm just saying girls can eat some pussy," Amber said, actually wondering what an out and out dyke like Cameron could do with that big mouth of hers.
"Shut the fuck up," Brittany repeated, this time glaring at her.
"She's right," Cameron said from right behind Brittany. The blonde hottie spun around and saw the beefy dyke standing there with her arms crossed, a smug smirk across her face. With Brittany seated on the bench, the big girl looked even more imposing than usual.
"What?" Brittany shifted her fiery anger at the butch.
"Amber is right," she repeated, one of the few girls not at all fazed to stand up to the rich bitch cheerleader. "Girls eat pussy way better than guys."
"Fuck off," Brittany snapped. Her glare would have made ninety-nine-point-nine percent of people turn and run... that zero-point-one percent was Cameron.
"We actually do that better than guys too," Cameron said, confidence oozing from her. She had stood up to bullies her whole life, and now, as an adult, she also got them to lay down for her to fuck them. There was something so delicious about making a straight, pretty rich girl beg to eat her pussy and scream when she fucked her with one of her strap-ons, and so satisfying when a woman who said she would never be with her texted and begged to see her again. She already imagined sitting on Brittany's face, having her on all fours and hammering her pussy, and hearing her scream as she gave the snotty princess the orgasms no man could.
"Do what better?" Brittany asked, shocked that this ugly bitch was still here.
"Fuck. We fuck way better than boys," Cameron bluntly said.
"Well, I fuck a man," Brittany said, standing up, about to go face to face with this bitch, butch or not.
"Men are all still just boys," Cameron said with a smug smile, waiting for the blonde bombshell to advance. Fuck she was pretty, although not so much with that scrunched-up, angry face.
"You do not want to fuck with me," Brittany threatened, now standing right in front of the pitiful dyke with her mannish clothes and short, spiky haircut
"Fuck with you? Nah, I'd rather just fuck you," the butch countered. "You would never be the same again." Then she smiled and winked at one of Brittany's posse, Janice, the mayor's daughter, who she had turned three weeks before. She was tempted to ask the pretty prepster to vouch for her skills, but she wasn't one to out a closeted person maliciously. However, she also wasn't above holding back her bewitching pussy from someone who wouldn't stand up and admit her own truth, and Janice had definitely been sniffing around for another turn.
Brittany had been momentarily speechless at the nasty butch's outrageous words, but when she saw the spiky-haired bitch teasing one of her friends, she found her tongue.
"I knew it," she sneered. "I knew this was all just a bad April Fool's prank, because you're such a clown everything you do is a joke - a really bad joke."
Cameron's eyes snapped back to the blonde, blazing almost as much as the queen bitch cheerleader's. But then she smiled wryly and said, "The only bad joke around here is the sad sex you're putting up with in order to ride around in a Porsche. But like I said, take a ride with me and I'll definitely show you what you've been missing." The lesbian was only 18 but well beyond her years in reading people and she saw the slight waver in the beautiful girl's rigid stance as she took in her proposition. Yes, indeed, the seeds had been planted to make this privileged, blonde, stuck-up bitch her pet.
"You fucking bitch, I'm going to...." Brittany began, but Cameron cut her off mid-sentence.
"You'll never be the same again," she repeated, then blew a small kiss at the girl before turning and walking away, knowing when to leave.
"Don't you dare walk away from me," Brittany said, feeling her cheeks burn in rage.
"What is going on here?" Mr.Groom asked. The Vice Principal was not a man to be messed with. He was ex-military, head shaved and arms tattooed.
"Nothing, Mr. Groom," Brittany shifted from rage to charm in a heartbeat.
"Good," he said, not wanting any drama for the lousy 14 extra dollars he got for this long hour of cafeteria supervision.
Once the vice principal was gone, Brittany said to her friends, "I'm going to see Mrs. Barber again right now."
After another futile discussion with her annoying teacher, who had the gall to say, "Cameron could be good for you," she was resigned to her fate.
At the end of the day, Brittany walked up to the butch, who was chatting with two other nobodies. "When can we meet and get this done with?"
Cameron turned to look at the cheerleader. "You changed your mind already?"
"What?" Brittany asked, instantly annoyed.
"Do you want me to eat your pussy or fuck you like no man can?" Cameron asked, showing no fear, only brazen confidence.
"God, no," Brittany said, "that is disgusting."
"That is not my experience," Cameron said.
"Can you come to my house tonight so we can get this stupid fucking project done?"
"No, but you can come to mine," Cameron said.
"I don't think so," Brittany said, the idea of going to this butch bitch's house repulsive.
"You know I live in the same gated community you do, right?"
"You do?"
"Yes, my daddy makes just as much money as your daddy," Cameron smirked. "In fact, they golf together."
"Whatever, fine, we just need to get this over with," Brittany said.
"Actually, most of my 'study-buddies' never want a 'study session' with me to end," Cameron said, in full throttle ahead mode.
"Jesus, you are worse than a guy," the cheerleader said. "Well, whatever is in your twisted mind is never going to happen."
"Never say never," Cameron said.
"Never, never, never," Brittany repeated, used to handling this kind of aggression from a guy.
"Okay, okay," Cameron said, putting her hand up. "I was just razzing you."
"I just want this over with," Brittany said. "How about eight?"
"Eight is great," Cameron smiled. "My address is 14 Wilson Court."
Brittany turned and walked away, frustrated at how the big girl didn't seem to fear her or bow down to her... that wasn't the world she was accustomed to. Hell, she'd even agreed to go to the freak's house. Fuck. Whatever.
Cameron turned back to her friends, "I'm going to fuck her so good."
.....
Brittany came directly from cheerleading practice and as such was still in her outfit.
"You dressed up for me," Cameron greeted warmly in baggy jeans and a plaid shirt as she admired her ripe, hot prey.
"In your dreams," Brittany said, as she walked in and past the butch. She was surprised to see that lesbian nobody had a bigger house than her.
"Dreams cum true," the butch responded, her surprisingly sultry voice making it clear she meant the naughty version of 'cum'.
"I'm serious, is that all you think about?" Brittany asked.
"Not all," Cameron shrugged, "but a fair amount. Don't you?"
"No," Brittany said. While she used sex to get what she wanted, she didn't actually enjoy it that much. She really didn't like giving head and despised swallowing, but that was the price you paid to have a college boyfriend. While intercourse was fine, she had never once come from it other than with a toy or her fingers. While Brian was hot and had an amazing body, his dick was only five inches, and he usually came within two or three minutes.
"Well, then your college boy toy isn't doing his job," Cameron said, "otherwise you'd be horny as fuck all the time."
"Can we just get to work?" Brittany asked, seriously baffled by this girl's aggressiveness. Was lesbian sex so hot that it really had the girl constantly horny thinking about it? Or was the bitch still just messing with her? This April Fool's Day joke from Hell just wouldn't end.
"Of course," Cameron said, "follow me."
"I'm not sure I even want to see your bedroom," Brittany said.
Cameron actually led her to the kitchen. "Can I get you a drink?"
"Do you have Coke Zero?"
"I think so," Cameron said, opening the fridge. She grabbed a Coke Zero and an A&W root beer and handed a can to Brittany.
"Thanks," Brittany said, finally being polite.
"Sorry about my brazenness," Cameron apologized. "It's my defense mechanism."
"I'm used to it," the blonde beauty said.
"I bet you are," the spiky-haired brunette said.
"It actually gets old," Brittany said.
"As does being judged because of how I look," Cameron pointed out.
"But you choose to look this way."
"What way?" Cameron asked, curious how the blonde would respond.
"Masculine," Brittany responded, even though a variety of other less flattering words popped into her head.
"I expected a harsher answer," the butch laughed, although she dressed androgenous on purpose. Truth be told, she had a pretty rocking body, as the lucky women who ended up in her bed pleasantly discovered when she got undressed... but she liked the mysterious look, she liked being misjudged, she liked the look in a girl's eyes when she saw what was underneath the stereotypical butch dyke shell.
"I'd be lying if I said other words hadn't popped into my head," Brittany admitted, as she took a sip of the drink.
"Truce?"
"Truce," Brittany agreed.
"Let's get some work done," Cameron said, motioning for the blonde to follow, "I already did a lot of the research we'll need."
"You did?"
"Yeah. Just so you know, I have 97 percent in the class."
"You do?" Brittany said, her grade hovering just over sixty.
They walked past three rooms before reaching Cameron's.
"Nice house," Brittany said.
"Thanks," Cameron replied, "although it's all Mommy's taste. And Daddy's money," she added with a chuckle.
"What does he do?"
As Cameron walked into her room, she answered, "Banking stuff."
"Mine too," Brittany said, not really knowing what he did, but it had to do with the stock market. "Oh my, wow," she gasped, Cameron's room way larger than hers.
"Daddy follows the concept, size matters," Cameron joked, although she too believed in that concept when it came to dicks... fake dicks of course.
"I thought my dad did too," Brittany said, looking around and then seeing a huge dick sculpture on a table. She couldn't help but stop and stare.
"Oh, I just got that today," Cameron said in an off-hand manner, even as she took in every twinge of response from her 'guest'.
"You just got a dick today?"
"I just got a new strap-on harness and dick today," Cameron corrected, as she walked to it.
"So, you're a lesbian," Brittany said, "but you really do like fucking? I mean, like, fucking fucking?" She'd thought the rug-muncher had been messing with her with all her earlier talk about fucking Brittany, but the raunchy toy indicated she was serious. Very fucking serious the blonde thought in shock at both the fact that there was a strap-on harness out in the open and also just how big its 'accessory' was. It had to be ten inches. Twice the size of her college boyfriend, Brian.
"A hundred percent," Cameron said, walking over to her newest toy since the blonde seemed intrigued. "I bet you thought I only eat fish, but I also enjoy spearing it."
"Gross," Brittany said, giving that lemon face she gave too often.
"Is sucking dick tasty?" Cameron asked. "Is semen delicious?"
"Well," Brittany said, "I wouldn't say that."
"Well, I can tell you that pussy tastes heavenly," Cameron said, just knowing that this pretty thing would likely taste as delicious as she looked.
"I'll have to take your word for it," Brittany said as she watched her project partner pick up the kinky apparatus and begin nonchalantly tossing the fat dildo up and down in her hand.
"Well, what about your boyfriend's word?" the brunette asked. "Doesn't he compliment your taste; doesn't he want to keep eating your sweet peach until you have to push him away after too many orgasms?"
Brittany snorted. "Hardly. I think he's afraid of getting cooties." She gasped and almost covered her mouth with her hand as she realized what intimate, private information she had just shared with this deviant. But Cameron's response shocked her in a different way than she'd expected.
"But I bet he has no problem shoving his thing through your lips after it's been wrapped up in his tighty-whities all day, tasting of sweat and drops of piss."
Brittany's face went all lemony again, but this time because of Cameron's words.
She could taste and had tasted Brian and other boys.
"You know what I like best about making love to a girl with my mouth?" Cameron purred in that surprising voice that made the social princess feel heat in her lower belly.
Brittany knew she shouldn't encourage anymore of this twisted conversation, but she gulped and said, "What?" She was remembering her otherwise straight friends Amber and Debbie cooing about letting girls eat them, and now she was oddly curious about this butch's words on the subject.
"Her orgasms."
The cheerleader took note of the plural and swallowed again.
"Feeling her whole body trembling under my lips and tongue," the girl in plaid continued. "And the indescribable taste of her cum as she washes my face with her passion."
"Oh." Just as she'd been able to internalize the butch's words about a guy forcing his dirty prick into her mouth, Brittany now found herself imagining coming under someone else's attention rather than her own. Coming again and again until she couldn't take anymore... that had never happened with another person or even with her fingers or toys. Her body shivered and her poorly serviced cunny dampened.
Cameron was loving the haughty bitch's body language in response to her descriptions of the joys of cunnilingus and decided to take another step along the path of seduction. She could sense her plan for scoring her latest turn was working better than she had even envisioned.
"Trust me, there is nothing quite like a sweet pussy," Cameron said, "both eating and being eaten." Then she suddenly seemed to register she had a massive prick in her hand and held it up. "Of course, like I told you earlier, we also fuck better than boys."
Looking at the dangerous looking beast brought Brittany back to herself a bit and she reminded herself she was straight, and this masculine bitch was a social outcast.
"Well," she said a bit scornfully, "even that big, it's still just a hunk of plastic... that isn't real fucking, now, is it?"
"Just a hunk of plastic, eh?" Cameron growled as she suddenly closed in the other girl and thrust the wicked tool into Brittany's small hand. "Does that feel like just a hunk of plastic?"
"Hey," the shocked girl gasped. Then she muttered in immediate awe of the toy, "So heavy. So soft. So hard," as she really took it in with both her sight and her touch. Besides being long, it was fat and had realistic moulded veins and a mushroom head. She wondered what a dick this big would feel like inside her. It was four inches longer than her vibe and also substantially thicker than her toy... and forget about comparing it to Brian.
"Tell me, how long does your college boyfriend last?" Cameron asked, as if reading the other teen's thoughts about her lover's inadequacies.
"What?"
"How long does he last before he comes?" Cameron reworded. "I mean, does he last long enough to make you come too?"
Brittany was silent.
"Your lack of an answer is an answer," the sly seductress said, as she reached out and ran her fingers down the length of the obscene object clutched in the hand of her flustered blonde prey. "I'm guessing you have never come from getting fucked, let alone being eaten."
"Can we talk about something else?" Brittany asked, feeling uncomfortable and slightly embarrassed, even as she unconsciously ran the tip of her thumb along the soft ridges of the toy's authentic-looking frenulum



"Can I ask you one more personal question first?" Cameron asked.
Brittany shrugged absentmindedly, still admiring the fake dick... it was so fucking big and just looked so real.
"Have you ever come from getting fucked?" Cameron bluntly asked, turning her earlier assumption into a question.
"I have read that many girls don't," Brittany replied after a lengthy pause.
"That is because men don't last long enough to fully stimulate your pussy and get you to the point of no return," Cameron explained. Registering the blonde's continued fascination with her new, big toy, she continued, wanting to add more ammunition to what was starting to look more and more like a potentially successful seduction. "I, on the other hand, can go on and on with this baby or any of my other strap-on dicks for as long as it takes."
"You have more?" Brittany asked, as she pondered this girl's explanation of why she never came from sex. Her boyfriend really didn't last remotely long enough to get her even close to orgasm. Her only orgasms ever were from her fingers or toy... and, truth be told, she often was very frustrated after a sexual encounter.
"Oh yeah, different dicks for different chicks," Cameron joked, a line she had created a while ago. She loved alliteration and she loved rhyme. She wrote a lot of poetry in her spare time.
"I can't imagine many can take this one," Brittany said, wondering if she could. She hated to admit it, but she was curious and could actually feel a little tingle in her pussy.
"With the right preparation any girl could take this monster," Cameron said, but added, "although I wouldn't suggest starting with this one."
"I'm not sure I could," Brittany said.
Cameron said, "I'll tell you what. Want to make a deal?"
"What kind of deal?" Brittany asked, Cameron now standing right in front of her, and this close she realized the butch had crystal blue eyes... just like her. And she also projected an aura of confidence and power... just like other people usually saw in her. What would they think if they saw her body thrumming in Cameron's aura?
"If I don't make you come in ten minutes I will do the entire project," Cameron offered, as she moved her hand under the cheerleading's costume to her pantyhose-clad crotch.
To her own shock, Brittany didn't back away, nor push the hand away or freak out. Instead, she let out a soft moan as she allowed this thick lesbian to touch her wet pussy. She couldn't remotely explain it, but she was so horny she was allowing this to happen.
"Mmmmmm, you are already wet."
"I-I-I don't know what is happening to..." Brittany tried to say, but didn't finish the sentence because the butch's lips were suddenly on hers. She liked kissing, liked it a lot, much more than sex itself, and she was shocked how much softer Cameron's lips were than her boyfriend's, how much nicer the kiss was. Again, she should have stopped this, she should have really stopped this, but after a brief bit of trepidation and confusion, she felt herself returning the kiss.
Cameron had anticipated this being more of a challenge but sensed that behind those bitch eyes was a sexually frustrated woman... most straight, pretty girls were. Purposely leaving out the strap-on that had indeed just arrived in the mail today had been a stroke of genius... somehow, having a dick involved, even a fake dick, made these curious girls feel they weren't completely giving up on hetero sex by trying out another female.
The kiss lasted about a minute, as Cameron ever so slowly also rubbed Brittany's pussy in a circular motion, revving this pretty bitch up for the fucking of her life. Cameron broke the kiss and asked, wanting to make sure this cheerleader willingly agreed, "So, want to make that bet?"
"If I do, you won't tell anyone," Brittany said in an attempt to stay in control.
"It will be our little secret," Cameron smiled, knowing after this first time she would be coming back begging for more... they all did once they were broken or a term she had invented: de-straightened.
"Okay," Brittany agreed, her pussy on fire.
"You will let me do what I want to you?"
"What does that mean?"
"I will warm that pussy up with my tongue first to prepare it for dick," Cameron said, having been long amazed to learn that the boys who were chasing them weren't practicing that simple task, when they were the ones who needed even more support from their mouths to make up for their only temporary hard-ons.
"And I don't have to do that to you?" Brittany asked as she rationalized that having someone lick her pussy and fuck her was something she would let a guy do too.
"Not unless you choose to," Cameron said, as she moved her hands to the cheerleader's hips, picked her up and carried her to her king-sized bed.
"Oh my," Brittany said, not from Cameron's words but from the dominant way she just picked her up.
Cameron placed her on the bed and said, as she crawled between the cheerleader's pantyhose-clad legs, slowly sliding her hands along them, "You are so fucking hot."
"You have wanted me forever, haven't you?" Brittany asked, seeing a lust in the butch's eyes she saw in so many others... this was where she had control... usually.
"Yeah, I have wanted to eat this pussy for a long time," Cameron said, moving her hands to the crotch of the pantyhose and ripping them open with one aggressive rip.
"Oh my God," Brittany gasped as she watched this lesbian shred her pantyhose so easily.
"Yeah, you want me to eat this pussy and show you how good it can be, don't you?" Cameron asked, as she bent down and moved her face to the panty-covered pussy... a fair amount of wetness leaking through the black cotton.
"Just do it," Brittany said, as she felt her panties tugged to the side.
"You sure?" Cameron asked, as she allowed her hot breath to make contact with the pretty, pink, wet pussy. "If I recall, you said never, never, never."
Brittany moaned, feeling the warmth on her suddenly needy pussy. "Yes, please eat me," she finally replied, giving in.
"Mmmmmm," Cameron purred, as she decided not to tease this poor sexy thing any longer and parted the pussy lips with her tongue.
"Ooooooh," Brittany moaned on contact as pleasure instantly warmed inside her.
"Such a delicious tasting, fresh pussy," Cameron said, wanting to let the cheerleader know that despite whatever any idiot boy might have told her, she tasted good... damned good.
"I can't believe this," Brittany moaned after about thirty seconds of Cameron's tongue on her pussy and already feeling pleasure she had never experienced with a man.
"Yeah, this pussy was made to be eaten and fucked," Cameron said, really enjoying the sweet nectar of this once forbidden fruit.
"Just fucking eat my cunt," Brittany demanded, this girl's tongue like a magic wand creating pleasure she didn't know existed with a man or her toy.
"Ooh, you get nasty when you're about to nut all over my face," Cameron purred, as she slid two fingers inside the sopping wet beauty and easily found her g-spot.
"Oh my God, yes, finger fuck me," pleaded the blonde, her first orgasm from another person about to explode.
"Get ready to have your life changed forever," Cameron said, as she tapped the g-spot while tugging the swollen clit in-between her lips.
"Oh, my fuuuuuucking..." Brittany screamed, as her legs stiffened, her orgasm erupted out of her, and she wasn't even able to finish the sentence. She felt tingles of pleasure throughout her whole body and as the fingers pulled out of her pussy she felt a massive gush of wetness flood out of her.
"Mmmmmmm," Cameron purred, loving the first taste of a straight girl's pussy cum. She lapped it up like it was her last meal while keeping her stimulated since this was just the beginning of the plan.
"Soooo good," Brittany moaned, as wave after wave after wave of pleasure cascaded through her with such intensity, suddenly wishing she'd listened to Amber and Debbie when they'd suggested she let some horny nerd girl eat her out... but how could she have known it could be this good?
"We are just getting started," Cameron said, as she got off the bed.
"You're going to do more to me? I've never come more than once before," Brittany said in a pleasure daze.
"You've never been with a woman before either," the young lesbian pointed out as she went to her closet.
As the girl in the cheerleader's uniform watched the girl in man's clothes step into a cavernous walk-in closet, she was suddenly struck by the fact that both of them were still fully clothed. She'd just had the best sex of her life, and the only evidence was ripped pantyhose and soaking wet panties. "Are you really going to fuck me?" the still trembling Brittany asked.
"Oh yeah, I'm going to fuck you," Cameron assured. "I'm going to show you how a girl should get fucked."
"I can't believe I let you do that to me," Brittany said, still feeling the after quivers of the most intense orgasm of her life.
"And yet you are still lying there waiting for me to fuck you," Cameron said, bringing out two different strap-ons.
"I know," the other replied sheepishly.
"Six- or eight-inch?" Cameron asked.
"You're not going to use the ten on me?" Brittany asked, relieved, but somehow also oddly disappointed.
"Think you can take the ten?"
"I don't know," she hemmed. "No, I guess not..."
Cameron laid her turning tools on the nightstand and began slowly unbuttoning her plaid shirt, a bit surprised at this blonde beauty's eagerness. "Brittany," she said firmly, "if I used that monster on you for your first time, I think it would be a lot more pain than pleasure for you."
Brittany had been lying there, eyes locked on the opening blouse, wondering what kind of bra a butch wore, when the tall girl's last words brought her gaze up to those intense blue eyes.
"And I suspect some of the girls you've been such a bitch to over the years would love for me to really punish you."
The blonde's face collapsed; was that fear Cameron saw there, or guilt?
"But I think it will be much better for you and for those girls you lord it over if I keep my promise and turn this into the best sex of your life."
It already is, the cheerleader almost said out loud. What she did say was, "Yes, please. Please show me; I'm willing to do anything you want."
"You are, are you?" Cameron asked.
"I can't explain it," Brittany said, just as another tremble of pleasure hit her. "I mean, you've been drooling over me like all the guys, but for some reason, with you, I... I like it."
Cameron paused her unbuttoning and looked at the blonde girl's face; it was the most relaxed and prettiest she had ever seen. She'd halfway been expecting a catfight to get this bitch mounted on her prick, but Brittany was being more of a pussycat than a hellcat. Had the poor girl been that starved of a decent orgasm?
"You know what the difference is?" she asked the girl on her bed as she resumed disrobing. "With guys, you know they're only in it for themselves and you have to keep your defenses sharp and can't really relax and enjoy yourself. But I think I've already proven that with me, I expect you to have full pleasure... even when I end up holding you down and pounding you."
Another breathless, "Oh, my," came out of the cheerleader.
"You want me to do that to you, don't you, my pet?" She shrugged off the man's shirt and Brittany gasped at what she saw... this girl was substantial. Strong shoulders and chest tapering down to a not narrow, but narrower waist, with a firm belly that still had that distinctly feminine roundness.
"I'm so embarrassed, but there is just something about you," she said.
"I understand," Cameron said, as she posed there, watching the other girl's eyes drink her in. "You are used to always having to be in control, even when you're letting him have his way."
"I guess," Brittany said, feeling almost desperate for the lesbian to continue getting undressed.
"No guessing," the brunette said as she reached her hands back to her bra clasp. "You know you're giving away so much more than you're getting, so every encounter is a struggle against that imbalance that doesn't allow you to be the real you."
"The real me?" Brittany asked, as her eyes went wide at how large Cameron's breasts were.
"Yeah, the real you who doesn't want to have to be queen bee all the time, who wants to turn herself over to another's control and know that she's going to love the surrender," Cameron said, stepping up against the side of the bed.
"I don't know about that," Brittany said. Then Cameron was peeling the heavy-duty bra away and tossing it aside. The cheerleader's eyes were suddenly transfixed on the huge breasts and hard nipples before her.
"Cup my tits, my pet," Cameron instructed softly.
"They are so big," Brittany said, staring at them and mindlessly obeying, moving her hands to the two huge coconut-sized tits.
"Everyone loves them," Cameron said, enjoying the look of awe and lust in the popular girl's eyes. These babies had helped her seduce teachers, two other cheerleaders, and a church minister's wife among others. Hell, she'd even fucked a mom and her daughter the same day... but turning this stuck-up mean girl was beginning to feel like her most consequential conquest because of the opportunity to literally change her and in turn change the school hierarchy.
"I can see why," Brittany said, as she was surprised how heavy they were. "These things must be back breakers."
"They can be."
"Why do you hide them?" Brittany asked. "I mean, I have some really nice tits myself, but if I had these everyone would know."
"I actually don't really like to draw attention," Cameron said, which was true at school, but she also wouldn't back down from a fight.
"I've never really gotten guys' fascination with tits until right now," Brittany said.
"You want to suck on my big nipples, don't you?" Cameron asked.
"Yes, can I please suck on them?"
"You sure?" Cameron asked.
"Yes, I want to please you," Brittany said, and at the moment that is exactly what she wanted more than anything else.
"I'm going to hold you to that," Cameron said, as she moved her hand to the back of the cheerleader's head and guided her to the hard nipple.
Brittany instinctively opened her mouth and took the nipple between her lips and sucked on it.
"Good girl," Cameron moaned, having very sensitive nipples.
Then for a couple of minutes there was no talking, just Brittany going back and forth between each nipple while her hands continued to cup and squeeze the amazing tits.
"Six or eight?" Cameron asked again, getting turned on by the lavish nipple worship.
Brittany pulled back so she could see the two strap-on dildoes Cameron picked up from the nightstand. "Eight," she said, wanting something bigger than her toy.
"I must warn you, if I fuck you, you are never going to be satisfied by a man," Cameron said while she got out of her pants.
"I never have been," Brittany said, eyes agog as her school project partner's full hips and powerful legs came into view.
"You will come back begging for more," Cameron warned, now just in socks and hi-cut silk panties.
"Do most of the girls you fuck eat you too?" Brittany asked. For some reason, discovering this surprisingly voluptuous and sexy body underneath the butch clothing had her incredibly interested in exploring it more, including with her mouth.
"The first pussy-licking orgasm and fuck are free," Cameron said, taking her panties off, "but if you come back begging for more the price will be to pleasure me."
"What if I want to pleasure you now?" Brittany heard herself ask and was surprised by her words and her sudden need to lick a pussy... Cameron's pussy.
"You want to eat my pussy?" Cameron asked, not at all surprised by this, but enjoying the one-eighty from earlier today.
"I want you to make me do it," Brittany said in what almost felt like a trance... as if she'd been instantly hypnotized by the intoxicating sight - and smell, she now realized - of what lay between the other girl's solid thighs.
"You want me to tell you what to do?" Cameron asked.
"Yes, please, tell me what to do, make me your slut, make me your lesbian slave," Brittany heard herself say and then felt a rush of adrenaline from uttering those submissive, kinky words.
"Very well, then, the first thing I want is for you to get naked and show me that hot body all the boys are dreaming about."
Usually, a boy wanted to see her naked as soon as he could manage it, especially her tits, so having stayed clothed this long was actually quite a surprise, only her shoes had come off so far. Brittany got off the bed and took off the V-neck shell top with the school's name emblazoned across the bodice.
"Cute bra," Cameron chuckled, surprised by the sports bra instead of the Victoria's Secret lace she'd been expecting, despite the cheerleader costume. Although, the blonde princess had still managed to find a very cute sports bra with a cutout design. Plus, she had the kind of breasts that could make any bra look good. Especially with the way her hard nipples were pressing against the clingy material.
Again, Brittany marveled at how much Cameron's face resembled those of the guys who'd been lucky enough to get this far with her, and again she marveled at herself at how that look on this butch's face was making her wet instead of wary.
Now her hands undid the catch and zipper at the back of her short, white cheerleader's skirt and she peeled it over her gently flaring hips and let it slide down her long, toned legs. Stepping out of the pooled material, she spread her legs slightly and posed.
"Fuck, you have a tight body," Cameron complimented, after a couple of moments of just drinking in quite possibly the hottest girl she'd ever had undressed in her bedroom.
"Thank you," Brittany cooed, appreciating the compliment and feeling it somehow meant more coming from a lesbian. Then one hand went to the strap of her sports bra and the other to the waistband of her ripped pantyhose. "Top or bottom?"
"Top," Cameron replied from a mouth suddenly gone dry.
It wasn't easy to make pulling off a sports bra look sexy, but Brittany managed it and then some. Her butch hostess sucked in her breath when she saw perfectly shaped teardrops pop loose and jiggle just once or twice before settling high on a strong chest.
"So, this is what perky means," the lesbian seductress said as she reached out and grasped a breast in each hand, then rubbed a thumb over each pink tit-topper. "Mmmmmm, these nipples are rock hard." She leaned in and tested their hardness with her tongue.
"Oooooh," Brittany moaned, really enjoying Cameron cupping her tits gently and not mauling them like guys did. The tongue circling around her areola, then flicking her nipple was a sensual tease. She was almost beginning to pant from the thrill before the butch finally released her tits and stepped back, now directing her gaze below the blonde's waist.
"I like those pantyhose, they're pretty sexy," she said.
"Even ripped?" Brittany retorted with a wry smile.
"Even sexier," growled Cameron, "but we need to get those panties off."
"Do you have scissors?" Brittany asked, an idea popping into her head.
"Yeah," Cameron nodded, momentarily thrown by the non-sequitur question.
"Grab them for me."
"Okay," Cameron said, suddenly realizing. She grabbed them, handed them to the blonde, who moved the scissors to her panties and cut. Cameron reached in and held the pantyhose out of the way to make it easier.
Once cut, Cameron pulled them out from the ripped pantyhose and held the very wet gusset to her nose and inhaled. "Mmmmm, you smell so good."
Brittany stood there and watched... for some reason she found watching this surprisingly beautiful woman smell her panties very erotic.



"You understand I am going to make you love pussy and big lady-dicks?" Cameron said, as she crowded into the smaller girl's body, pressing the cheerleader to move back up on the bed, where she pushed Brittany onto her back.
"Yes, I want to be your pet and please you," Brittany admitted, in awe just how badly she wanted this.
Cameron lay atop the blonde's lovely, prone body and kissed her.
Brittany kissed her back.
For a couple of minutes their tongues danced while Brittany's hands roamed around Cameron's big, juicy ass.
"Ready to discover your real sexuality?" Cameron asked, breaking the kiss and looking into the lustful blue eyes of the submissive cheerleader.
"Yes," Brittany answered.
"And that you will likely crave my pussy at school, fantasize about getting fucked all the time and being my obedient plaything?" Cameron said, feeling a rush of sexual power and adrenaline at what she was saying.
"Yes," Brittany said, so desperate to make it clear she wanted to be told what to do, "just tell me what to do."
Cameron rolled off the cheerleader, lay on her back, spread her legs and ordered,
"Come eat my pussy, my cheerleader pet."
Brittany instantly obeyed, moving between Cameron's thick, strong legs and towards her slightly hairy pussy. Excitement coursed through her as she moved her face to the pink pussy lips and inhaled the scent. "You smell so good."
"Wait until you taste me," Cameron said, knowing she had an addictively tasty pussy that women would beg to eat over and over again. She then reached down, placed her hand on the back of Brittany's head and ordered, "Now eat my pussy."
Brittany obeyed immediately, extending her tongue and parting the very wet pussy lips. She had never once pondered what a pussy tasted like, but it took just a couple of seconds to take-in Cameron's amazing flavour and know her life had changed. Sucking dick was gross, semen was disgusting, but this was absolutely tantalizing.
"Oh yeah, my pet, get used to being between my thighs," Cameron moaned as she watched the cheerleader between her legs.
"Mmmmmmm," Brittany moaned, that one decadent sentence turning her on even more and making her pussy tingle. She had no idea what would happen after today, yet she knew she was no longer straight... but that complexity could be dealt with later.
"You want to be my pussy pet?" Cameron asked.
"Yes," Brittany replied without hesitation as she licked hungrily. She wasn't sure what she was doing, but she couldn't get enough of the sweet nectar.
"My sexy cheerleader fuck toy?" Cameron continued, a major rush coursing through her body at this ultimate conquest of the bitch at the top of the school's social pyramid.
"Yes," Brittany repeated, so entranced by the pussy she was licking. The natural sensation of what she was doing and the thrill of just being a mindless sex slave was exhilarating.
"Once I come all over your pretty face, I am going to give you the fucking of your life," Cameron assured, already excited to pound this hot thing.
"I can't wait," Brittany said, as she licked the pussy.
It was a couple minutes later, Cameron's orgasm beginning to rise, when she ordered, "Finger fuck me, baby, finger bang me while you eat my pussy."
"Mmmmmmm," Brittany obeyed, sliding two fingers inside the very wet pussy and beginning to pump them quickly while she focused on the clit.
"Oh yes, baby, finger bang me, suck on my clit, that's it, right there, baby," Cameron moaned, her orgasm close.
Being called baby gave the cheerleader mixed emotions as it was so intimate, yet her focus was on making her seductress come.
"Don't stop, baby, don't stop, oh yes, oh yes, fuuuuuuck!" Cameron moaned and then bellowed.
A rush of adrenaline coursed through Brittany as she heard Cameron scream. She pulled her fingers out and caught as much of the pussy cum as she could. She was in awe of the delicious taste.
"Lick it all up," Cameron ordered with a soft moan.
"So good," Brittany said in a lustful daze.
"Told you so," Cameron said, as she enjoyed the orgasm. Sure, she had had better climaxes, and she already had plans to teach Brittany how to perfectly please a pussy, but for now this was a sweet rush.
After a couple of minutes, when Brittany didn't stop licking, Cameron gently pushed the blonde's head away and said, "Not bad for a first timer."
"I had no idea what I was doing," Brittany said, suddenly desperately worried she hadn't done well enough... well enough to be invited back between these strong legs.
"Don't worry, practice makes perfect," Cameron smiled, as she grabbed the strap-on.
"I can't believe how good you taste," the cheerleader added, licking her lips to get more. "When can I get to eat you again?"
"Don't worry, my pretty pet, I'm not stingy with my pussy," Cameron said, as she slid the harness up her firm legs. "You've just got to be a good girl."
"I can't believe I'm about to let you fuck me," Brittany said, even as she got onto all fours in preparation for a good fucking from the biggest dick to ever enter her.
"But you want me to fuck you, don't you?" Cameron asked, tightening the harness around her waist.
"I do," Brittany said. "It's so bad, but I do."
"Why is it bad?" Cameron asked, as she admired the amazing ass so perfectly encased in the silky sheer pantyhose.
"Because I have a boyfriend. Because I'm straight. Because you...."
"Because I'm a bull dyke and social outcast?" Cameron asked, as she got on the bed behind her.
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean that,' Brittany said. "God, you were right, I have been a bitch."
"And now?" Cameron asked, as she rubbed the cock head up and down the very wet slit.
"And now I want to be your fuck toy slut," Brittany answered. "Punish me with that big dick, get some payback for the girls I've hurt."
"Oh, this won't be a punishing, but a discovery of what a real woman can do for you," Cameron said, as she slid all eight inches smoothly inside the wanton so-called hetero girl... although she knew even before she had slid this dick in her that she had successfully converted yet another straight girl. Brittany may stay with her boyfriend, she may marry a man, but she would continue to explore her bi side.
"Oh my God, Cameron, fuck!" Brittany screamed as she was suddenly filled with eight inches of dick.
"You want this cock?"
"Oh yes, give it to me, give it to me hard," Brittany begged, as Cameron rested deep inside her, not moving and God, she needed it to be pumping in and out of her. The new depth reached meant the faux cock was exploring uncharted territories and creating intense teasing.
"You want to be my lesbian fuck toy?" Cameron asked, pulling out and then slamming into her.
"Fuuuuuck!" Brittany screamed, never being filled so deep before. "Yes, I want to be your lesbian fuck toy."
"And eat my pussy whenever I beckon you?" Cameron asked, giving three hard thrusts.
"Yeeeeeees," the cheerleader moaned loudly, in utter awe of the real pleasure this woman was giving her. "I'll eat your pussy anytime."
"Good girl," Cameron said, "now get ready to have the fucking of your life."
"Oh yes, fuck me like your lesbian slave," Brittany moaned, oddly liking the humiliation that she usually dished out to others.
"Fuck, you're one hot slut," Cameron said, as she began fucking Brittany hard.
"Oh yeah, give it to me, pound my pussy," Brittany moaned wildly, these first few strokes more pleasurable than any cock or toy previous.
Then for a couple of minutes there was just fucking... moaning... the sexy sound of two bodies colliding.
It was Brittany moaning wildly that finally asked, "Can I roll onto my back, I want to watch you fuck me."
"You do?" Cameron asked, this actually a surprise.
"Yeah, I want to watch those big tits bounce, that tight body fuck me, and look into your eyes as I give myself to you entirely," Brittany said. She couldn't explain it, was utterly confused by it, but she felt a real connection to this girl... a connection she felt was more than amazing sex... she was undeniably attracted to her, emotionally as well as physically.
"Okay," Cameron agreed, pulling out of the sexy cheerleader, even though she was slightly confused by her words.
Brittany rolled onto her back and said, "Please come kiss me while you fuck me."
"With pleasure," Cameron said, this taking a surprising turn.
Then for glorious minutes, there was just kissing and exploring each other's mouths with their lips and tongues. The butch kept on fucking the cheerleader, but it was slow and smooth as Cameron also began to feel more between them.
Finally, needing to come, needing to be pounded hard, Brittany broke the kiss and begged, "Please fuck me hard, Cameron. I need to come so bad."
"As promised," Cameron said, admiring the amazing blonde's body.
"Oh, baby, you are so fucking hot," Brittany moaned, the endearment coming unbidden to her lips as she looked into Cameron's eyes just as Cameron grabbed her ankles, spread them wide and began fucking her good.
"You are too," Cameron said, getting an odd feeling she didn't usually get. Sex was sex. Sex was fun. Sex was control. Yet, there was something stirring inside her and it confused her.
"Oh God, Cameron, harder, fuck me harder," Brittany begged, her orgasm rising as she admired the big tits bouncing as Cameron slammed into her. Was it really possible to have multiple orgasms? She'd always considered it an urban myth up to now.
"I want you to come on my dick, baby," Cameron encouraged, after a couple of minutes of deep pounding. The lustful look in Brittany's eyes adding to the rush of adrenaline as she fucked the popular cheerleader.
"Then call me your slut, tell me what I am," Brittany moaned, "tell me what you are going to make me do after this."
"Oh, you want to be used like a complete lesbian fuck toy?" Cameron asked, really giving it to her now.
"Yes, yes, please," Brittany begged, as she moved her left hand to her clit and began to rub it.
"Once you come on my dick, I am going to sit on your face while we have a lengthy 69," Cameron said.
"Oh yes, more," Brittany moaned wildly, a frantic desperation in her tone.
"Then at school tomorrow I'm going to make you eat me in the bathroom and then wear my cum all over your face," Cameron wickedly suggested, although she didn't imagine this would really occur.
In the heat of the moment, wanting to come and not wanting this life changing encounter to end, the blonde neophyte agreed. "I'll eat your pussy anytime and wear your cunt cum with pride."
"Shit, you are one nasty bitch," Cameron laughed at the cheerleader's willing agreement.
"I want to be your lesbian pet," Brittany declared and then screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuck!"
"Oh yeah, come for me, my sexy slut," Cameron purred, not slowing down at all as orgasm two ripped through the beautiful young woman. Watching a girl's face when she cums was always hot and Brittany's was absolutely amazing... suddenly her sour lemon squeeze was eye-catching and arousing lemon meringue.
"Oooooh, Jesus," Brittany babbled as her entire body quaked with such intensity, she thought she may pass out.
"Yeah, this is my pussy now," Cameron declared, something she often did after converting a straight girl.
"You own it, Cameron, you own my pussy," Brittany enthusiastically declared.
"Yeah, I do," Cameron agreed, pumping that pussy for another minute before pulling out, quickly getting out of the harness and straddling the cheerleader's pretty face.
"Yes, give me that cunt, I want to eat it so fucking bad," Brittany said with lust, her mouth watering with hunger.
"I may have turned you into a complete lesbian femme," Cameron teased as she lowered her pussy onto the eager blonde's face.
"I can't imagine ever sucking a cock again," Brittany said, as she leaned up to bury her face in the wet pussy.
"Oh, you'll be sucking my cocks," Cameron assured, the idea of seeing Brittany bob on one of her dicks was pretty hot.
"Anything for you," Brittany said, between reckless licks as Cameron leaned down to devour the blonde's pussy, still leaking from orgasm two.
"Mmmmmm, I'm going to keep you to that," Cameron said, before beginning to lick.
"I mean it, I want to do this all the time," Brittany said, and meant it in her lustful addictive state.
Then for a good fifteen minutes they ate each other. Brittany came three more times before Cameron finally gifted the cheerleader with her pussy cum.
Both exhausted, Cameron lay on her back and wrapped one arm around Brittany, pulling her in tight, and the blonde snuggled into the cocoon of safety. She couldn't explain it, but she felt completely comfortable in this bigger woman's arms. She was exhausted. She was sexually satisfied. She was confused. She was happy.
For her part, Cameron had held a number of drained lovers this way, both new and experienced lesbians, but she was also feeling a higher level of comfort, of ownership in a good way, than ever before.
A couple of minutes later, Cameron turned sideways and kissed Brittany.
The kiss this time was sweet and tender.
It lasted a couple of minutes.
When it broke, Brittany asked a question she couldn't imagine she would ever say. "I know you imagined this as a one time teaching me a lesson type of thing."
"Yeah, the plan was to just fuck the shit out of you," Cameron admitted.
"But, and I can't believe I am saying this, I want more."
"More?"
Brittany sat up and looked down at the pretty girl she had never really looked at before tonight, just looked through. "Yes." She then kissed Cameron once and asked tentatively, feeling nervous as she said it, "Can I be your girlfriend?"
"My girlfriend?" Cameron asked, this one shocking her to the core.
"Yeah, I know it's probably crazy and I doubt you actually like the idea," Brittany rambled on, "but I have never felt this desire for someone before."
"It could be the five orgasms," Cameron smiled.
"That definitely was fun," Brittany said, then continued, feeling so nervous and insecure, "I can't explain it, but I feel something inside me that is more than just sex. I want to be with you."
"Like, date me?"
"Yes, I will even woo you if I have to," Brittany smiled.
"You understand that would mean public affection?" Cameron asked, processing this surprising turn of events.
"I'll hold your hand in public, I'll kiss you in public, I'll do anything you want," Brittany said. "I want to be your girlfriend."
"And also my sex slave?" Cameron asked with a playful smile.
"Yes, I want it all," Brittany said, sensing Cameron was about to agree.
"Okay," Cameron said, kissing her. "But what about your boyfriend?"
"I'll call him once we are done," Brittany said.
"We are not done yet?" Cameron asked.
"Well," Brittany said, getting off the bed, and walking to the ten-inch strap-on dick, "I haven't fucked you yet."
"Oh, you think you can handle that cock?" Cameron asked.
"The question is, can you?" Brittany asked.
"Shit, girlfriend," Cameron said, walking over to the pretty blonde and kissing her, "you are one insatiable bitch."
"What can I say? You woke up a side of me I didn't know existed," Brittany said.
"Well, you know the saying, once you try dyke, you discover what you like," Cameron said. Not quite as catchy as the famous 'once you go black' saying, but it kind of worked.
"Well, I really like you," Brittany said, looking into Cameron's eyes.
"And I really like you," Cameron returned the flattery. "And these," she added, cupping a picture-perfect breast in each hand.
"They are nowhere near as big as yours," Brittany pointed out.
"They are the perfect size," Cameron complimented, squeezing both and taking one perky nipple in her mouth once more.
"Oh fuck," Brittany moaned, Cameron's lips and tongue on her nipples sending pulsating pleasure directly to her pussy.
Over the next hour, Brittany fucked Cameron to an orgasm with the ten-inch monster; Cameron ate Brittany to two more orgasms while using her fingers and even teasing the blonde's virgin asshole before they ended up falling asleep in bed... not even remotely starting their school project.
Brittany finally woke up to her mother's ringtone on her phone. "Shit, it's after eleven."
"Oh, wow," Cameron said, it having been over an hour since they cuddled to recover from the marathon of orgasms.
"Hi, Mom," Brittany said after going to her purse and answering the phone. Cameron walked over, dropped to her knees and began licking. "Sorry, been working on this science project all night and lost track of time." "Yes, I am on my way home in a couple of minutes." "Okay, bye."
"You bad girl," Brittany said.
"I needed a bedtime snack," Cameron said.
"Well, I should get one too," Brittany said, not able to get enough of Cameron's pussy.
That led to fifteen minutes of home dining before each came one more time.
Once dressed, Cameron walked Brittany to the front door and they were startled by Cameron's mom.
"Oh, and who is your new friend?" Mrs. White asked.
Brittany's eyes went wide.
"Mom, this is Brittany Hamilton, we've been assigned to work on a school project together. Brittany, this is my mom, Vanessa."
"Nice to meet you, Brittany," Mrs. White warmly greeted her, even as she took in the girls' dishevelled appearances. Both of them had shiny faces; the evidence of what they'd really been doing literally written and worn all over their faces.
"You too, Mrs. White," Brittany greeted.
"Well, I hope to see you again," Mrs. White said.
"Oh, she will be over here often," Cameron said, curious how Brittany would react to this first test of her promise to be willing to go public with their relationship. "We still have a lot of work to do on our project, plus, Brittany asked me out today."
"That is great," Mrs. White said.
"Yes, I'm absolutely crazy about your daughter," Brittany said, going all in and kissing Cameron one once last time. "I had a wonderful time."
"I did too," Cameron replied.
"So, you two found romance on April Fool's Day," the mother said, "are you sure your hearts aren't just playing jokes on you?" But her smile and laugh showed she was joking herself. "At least you'll have an easy-to-remember anniversary."
Brittany, humbled by the night, and her acceptance of a truth about herself she hadn't known existed before Cameron woke it from deep slumber, took her new girlfriend's hand in hers. Pleased to find even that simple act feeling so natural, she said, "Mrs. White, the only prank played today was by me on myself."
"Oh?" Mrs. White asked.
"I came here with negative expectations and unjustified views of your daughter and ended up being wonderfully surprised at how amazing she is," Brittany said, giving Cameron's hand a squeeze even as she knew she meant each word.
Mrs. White placed her hand on Cameron's cheek, drawing a delightfully out-of-character blush. "You don't have to tell me how amazing my daughter is," the mom smiled.
"Well, I'm just glad I discovered it before I did something stupid to lose my chance," Brittany said, kissing Cameron one more time, not really wanting to leave.
Mrs. White now laid her hand on the blonde's cheek. "It really was great meeting you," she said.
"You too," Brittany said, reluctantly letting go of Cameron's hand and leaving, her head spinning with the reality of her life-altering night.
"Is that Davis Hamilton's daughter?" the mother asked once they were alone.
"Yep," Cameron nodded.
"Well, she is a cute thing," the mom said.
"Don't even start," Cameron warned, her mother always checking out her girlfriends.
"What? I'm just saying," the mom said, having a thing for these teenaged girls on the cusp of womanhood.
"Don't," Cameron warned. "I think this may be serious."



"Really?" Mrs. White asked. "Has the pretty cheerleader tamed the seduce 'em and leave 'em girl of mine?"
"Maybe, Mom, maybe," Cameron admitted, unsure what the future held, confused by her strong feelings and excited about tomorrow.
The end
Epilogue:
That night, Brittany called and broke up with her boyfriend. He called her a bitch and hung up. She didn't care, Cameron had given her more pleasure and excitement in one night than all the boys she had dated and fucked times infinity.
The next morning, Brittany picked Cameron up and they walked hand in hand into the school shaking the foundation of the hierarchy of the school in seconds.
And yes, Cameron kept her word, having Brittany eat her pussy in the bathroom at the end of the lunch break.
And yes, Brittany kept her word, walking into Mrs. Barber's class with a shiny face.
Mrs. Barber gave a knowing smile, having eaten Cameron's full, sweet pussy in this very room on more than one occasion. Then she had to bite the inside of her cheek to keep from laughing out loud at the way love worked. When Brittany had come to complain about the partnership yesterday, she had been right, it really had been meant as an April Fool's joke on the self-centered girl. Mrs. Barber thought some time with the strong-minded Cameron might help bring Brittany down a peg or two for her own good. She certainly hadn't expected that Cameron would end up really pegging the girl their first day together. Because from the cheerleader's walk, she had no doubt that's what the big girl had done. Well, good for both of them. Hmm, she wondered if Cameron might be willing to share her new pet. Now that would make for a very interesting class project.
Love... love is a peculiar thing.
The Actual End
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Turning Contest: A Mommy Fantasy
Summary: MILF does kinky role-play with naughty virgin.
All characters in sexual situations are 18 years of age and older.
Thanks to hfernandez1983 for the story idea suggestion.
Thanks to OhDave1 and Shuj for proofreading.
THE TURNING CONTEST is a week-long competition between five MILF best friends over who can turn more straight teens, college girls and women.
The prize: The winner gets a weekend with the other four women's 18-year-old daughters.
Although each story definitely stands on its own, this is the twenty-third seduction scene. Here is a quick refresher of what has happened so far.
1. Turning Contest: A Beautiful Blonde, in which seductress VERONICA STONE seduces a teen in her clothing store.
2. Turning Contest: A Cute Maid, in which reluctant seductress (she is more a submissive) and rich wife CAROL WHITE seduces and dominates her temporary maid.
3. Turning Contest: A Delicious Model, in which seductress and casting agent PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute 19-year-old model who is auditioning for a part in the new Matt Damon movie.
4. Turning Contest: A Desperate Asian, in which black professor CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a shy Japanese student in her office.
5. Turning Contest: A Dominated Thief, in which store owner VERONICA STONE molests an 18-year-old who tried to steal from her store.
6. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bday Girl, in which married seductress JASMINE JONES molests, seduces and fucks a 21-year-old birthday girl at a club.
7. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bride 2 Be, in which JASMINE JONES continues her night at the club by seducing a friend of the birthday girl as well as a bride-to-be at her bachelorette party.
8. Turning Contest: A Edible Waitress, in which CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a cute, big breasted, 18-year-old waitress at an open-all-night diner.
9. Turning Contest: A Fashionable Cutie, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute Victoria's Secret saleswoman in a change room.
10. Turning Contest: A Fateful Birthday, in which CAROL WHITE seduces a chubby girl at the beach and doubles down on a peeping Belle.
11. Turning Contest: A Former Student, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into a former student, goes back to her place and seduces her slyly.
12. Turning Contest: A Friend in Need, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces, somewhat by accident, her good friend who just caught her husband sucking cock in her kitchen.
13. Turning Contest: A Friend of Amy's, in which VERONICA STONE gets her third turn with a surprisingly quirky nerd with the assistance of her first seduction (turn 1: A Beautiful Blonde).
14. Turning Contest: A Girl Guide's Sis, in which JASMINE JONES seduces an 18-year-old selling cookies for her younger sister and who just happens to be her own daughter's cross-town rival.
15. Turning Contest: A Hit & Lick, in which CRYSTAL WATSON is hit from behind at a red light by a teen girl and uses the opportunity to get not one, but two turns seducing the nerdish driver and her Muslim friend.
16. Turning Contest: A Kinky Cuckquean, in which VERONICA STONE catches two teens having sex in one of her dressing rooms and uses it to blackmail them into submitting sexually to her.
17. Turning Contest: A Kismet Encounter, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into her daughter's grade three teacher in line at a coffee shop and brings her home for a sweet seduction.
18. Turning Contest: A Lick for a Raise, in which VERONICA STONE turns a good employee who may be trying to blackmail her, into a pussy licking and strap-on taking pet.
19. Turning Contest: A Lick Shop, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces and turns a mother and daughter individually at a fancy dress shop.
20. Turning Contest: A Lift, in which PORTIA JAMES picks up and turns an elderly woman stranded on the side of the road.
Turning Contest: A Maître D, in which PORTIA JAMES continues her hot streak seducing a young southern belle at a five-star restaurant.
22. Turning Contest: A Makeover, in which CRYSTAL WATSON with her daughter's help seduces a shy nerd using vegetables as an appetizer.
Turning Contest: A Mommy Fantasy
Carol hadn't told any of her friends about an online website where you could chat with other girls and women who were lesbians, lesbian curious or straight girls just wanting to role play.
While it had only been a couple of months, she had already got a bit of a reputation for being a submissive Mommy who would be obedient and sometimes get dominated online by girls fantasizing about fucking their mother. She would send pics of herself in some pretty compromising positions and in a variety of slutty outfits... of course, she always blurred out her face to keep from being recognized. Although she loved eating pussy, and loved fucking women with a strap-on, she was married and wanted to stay married if mostly for the comfortable lifestyle. She did love her husband and having sex with him, alas he was gone a LOT.
Unlike her outgoing friends with careers that led to meeting lots of strangers and getting easy turns, she was a stay-at-home mom. Her web of influence was quite small.
So, she put a new profile picture of her on her knees, in sexy pink lingerie, matching pink stockings and with a choker she had made on Etsy which she had sent to her that said, 'LESBIAN SLAVE'. She also changed her message that everyone would see:
Looking for a Mommy? This Mommy is looking for young girls to become Mommy-fuckers. I am a submissive, obedient, amazing pussy muncher but can also fuck like a man with a strap-on.
She clicked send.
As she looked at the scores, tied for last with Portia, which was surprising as she seemed like one who would definitely be fighting for the top, she couldn't fathom how she could begin to even find straight girls, never mind turning them. In retrospect, this was a terrible contest and one she knew she had no chance of winning.
Score at 5:47 PM on Saturday:
Crystal: 6
Veronica: 5
Jasmine: 4
Carol: 3
Portia: 3
While she had offered Rose as a prize to the winner, and she knew the odds of her winning were almost zero, she would eventually have to fess up to the truth that her daughter was not her pet... but vice versa. Rose sat on her face or used her all the time. Rose was a pillow princess who loved to receive but wasn't much at all for giving. She was worried about how her friends would judge her as she had lied to her friends and implied that her daughter was her pet. She already felt like she was the outcast of the group. Christ, she still fucked her husband. The others all had cool jobs and she was a trophy wife.
So, while she was in last place, she had to find a way to win. Perhaps, she could find some of these women online who wanted to make fantasy a reality and meet in person... something she had resisted on more than one occasion.
After a couple of bland conversations with men obviously pretending to be women, a message popped up:
Cutegirl23: Hi, Mommy.
Mommy70: Hello, my pretty girl.
That was always how she answered. She wanted Mommy69 as her handle, alas it was taken already.
Cutegirl23: Are you really a Mommy?
Mommy70: I am, my dear. How old are you?
Cutegirl23: 18.
That was great news.
Mommy70: Do you have a Mommy fantasy?
Cutegirl23: I want to fuck a Mommy and make her my slut.
This was common. One-third of the time it was an older woman wanting to submit to their daughters, only occasionally did they want to dominate their daughters; one-third of the time it is a daughter wanting to submit to their mother or even grandmother; the other one-third was like this girl... they wanted to turn their mother into their slut.
This, of course, is also what had happened to her and she loved every minute of it and liked the idea of encouraging others to explore the taboo concept of lesbian incest.
Mommy70: I see.
Cutegirl23: Do you want to be a Mommy-slut?
Mommy70: Yes, baby girl, Mommy wants to be a submissive slut.
While she could play any role online this was the one that came most naturally and made her pussy burn the most since she actually was a Mommy-pet.
After she responded, she saw an update pop up. She checked it and sighed. After a great start to the day with the double turn at the beach, she had got nothing, although she did have some hope of a turn at the movie theatre later tonight. But that was a maybe at best and that was only if her first turn of the day, Tabitha, brought her friend.
She was now in last place. Portia, not surprisingly, had left last place with what looked like a double turn.
Score at 6:12 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 6
Portia: 5
Veronica: 5
Jasmine: 4
Carol: 3
Cutegirl23: Will you let me fuck you?
Mommy70: Yes, baby girl, Mommy would bend over and take that cock any time you ordered me to.
As Carol typed that, she wished it was true. She wished her daughter was home to fuck her and use her as a slut right now.
Cutegirl23: Tell me what you are!
Mommy70: A Mommy slut.
Cutegirl23: More.
Mommy70: A Mommy pet.
Cutegirl23: More.
Mommy70: A Mommy slave.
She loved these submissive terms and loved uttering those exact wicked words she often said to her daughter in the heat of the moment.
Cutegirl23: Do you actually have a daughter?
Mommy70: Yes.
Cutegirl23: Are you actually her slut.
Carol considered lying, but felt compelled to tell the truth.
Mommy70: Yes.
Cutegirl23: No way!
Mommy70: Yes, I'm her Mommy-pet.
Cutegirl23: Is that the truth?
Mommy70: Yes. I'd drop to my knees and beg to be my daughter's sex slave if she was home right now.
Cutegirl23: That is so fucking hot. I think all daughters want to fuck their moms and use them as sex slaves.
Mommy70: From my an my friends' experience and friends more times than not the daughter is the slave to the mother.
Cutegirl23: Really?
Mommy70: Yes, a few of my friends have fucked their daughters.
Cutegirl23: But you are your daughter's pet.
Mommy70: Yes.
Cutegirl23: Why?
Mommy70: I am submissive and love to eat pussy. Although I do also like to fuck straight girls and turn them.
Cutegirl23: Straight girls? Turn them?
Mommy70: Yes, me and my friends are having a friendly competition to see who can turn the most straight girls in a week.
Cutegirl23: Really? How many of you?
Mommy70: Five.
Cutegirl23: Are you married?
Mommy70: Yes, that is part of the problem.
Cutegirl23: You don't like to cheat?
Mommy70: No, I'm fine with being with other women. While I would never be with another man, I don't see being with another woman as cheating because he doesn't have a pussy and won't let me fuck him.
Cutegirl23: Interesting philosophy.
Mommy70: While perhaps questionable and wrong in the eyes of the law, it's what I believe.
Cutegirl23: I can accept that theory.
Mommy70: Thanks.
Cutegirl23: Are you winning?
Mommy70: No, I'm in last.
Cutegirl23: Why?
Mommy70: They mostly have interesting jobs that give them more opportunities to meet women, especially young women and I'm a stay-at-home mother.
Carol's phone alerted her of an update in the scoreboard:
Score at 6:41 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 6
Portia: 6
Veronica: 5
Jasmine: 4
Carol: 3
Mommy70: Shoot, someone just added another turn.
Cutegirl23: You have a scoreboard?
Mommy70: On Kik, yep.
Cutegirl23: How many turns have there been?
Carol counted the current totals of all five.
Mommy70: 24
Cutegirl23: Wow, that is a lot. The competition must almost be over.
Carol laughed.
Mommy70: It's only day 2.
Cutegirl23: No way.
Mommy70: My friends are serious seductresses. I mean they have all seduced and turned their own daughters.
Cutegirl23: That is absolutely wild. How many of the 24 are from you?
Mommy70: A whopping three.
Cutegirl23: And the woman on top?
Mommy70: Two are tied at six.
Cutegirl23: So, no one is running away with it yet.
Mommy70: I suppose not, but one is at a Hollywood gala tonight, another at a wedding, and the other two are quite aggressive in their approach.
Cutegirl23: Well perhaps I can help you.
Mommy70: You could?
Carol was curious where this could be going.
Cutegirl23: I have a couple of ideas. But first, this conversation has my pussy on fire. Why don't you come over here and get turn number four?
Carol's mouth instantly watered with the possibility of a turn.
Mommy70: Really?
Cutegirl23: Yes, you're submissive right?
Mommy70: Yes.
Cutegirl23: Then I expect you to get dressed in something sexy and get your ass over here ASAP, is that clear Mommy?
Mommy70: Yes, Mistress.
While Carol had never met anyone she had chatted with online, the idea had always been exciting. She always put her location as in the vicinity, but never gave her exact location. One thing about her is she could almost never say no to a direct order. From her friends who used her regularly, her daughter who sat on her face every day or her husband the rare time he wanted sex. She recalled the time she ate each friend under a table at a fancy coffee shop, the time she was finger banged in an Uber while a young girl stared in awe (before Veronica turned the just legal teen) and when she ate out Portia at a fundraiser for the children of Africa in a coat check room.
Cutegirl23: I'll send you my address.
Mommy70: Please, Mistress. By the way, the new picture on my profile is what I am currently wearing. Is that slutty enough for you?
Cutegirl23: Oooooh, my, yes, that is perfect, Mommy.
Mommy70: Thank you, Mistress.
Cutegirl23: When you get here you will address me as Mistress Kenzie.
Mommy70: Yes, Mistress Kenzie.
Cutegirl23: Good, Mommy-slut.
Mommy70: Thank you, Mistress. I do have one question. I mean I will come over regardless and be your submissive Mommy slave willing to obey your every command, but for the contest you have to be straight. Have you been with a girl before?
Cutegirl23: Does kissing count?
Mommy70: No.
Cutegirl23: Then come turn me.
Mommy70: I'll be on my way in a few minutes.
Cutegirl23: Hurry, this teenage cunt is dying to be licked.
Mommy70: Should I bring one of my strap-ons?
Cutegirl23: Bring them all. I have a potential idea I am working on to help you greatly increase that number.
Mommy70: You do?
Cutegirl23: Yes, but I want to be first and I wanted that tongue in my pussy five minutes ago.
Mommy70: I understand.
Cutegirl23: Actually, send me your phone number and I'll text you my address.
Mommy70: Yes, Mistress.
After Carol received the text, they said their goodbyes and Carol horny as fuck, took her panties off, grabbed a Chanel bag, tossed in all three strap-ons she had, some lube and headed to the address, which, after she entered into google map, discovered was about a twenty-minute drive.



As the horny MILF drove, stuck at a red light she suddenly realized she never got a picture of this girl, other than the cute one in her profile. She looked young, very cute... with a slightly nerdy, sexy girl next door look. But... What if she wasn't real? What if she was a man? What if she was walking into some perverted creep?
Seven minutes from her destination, she actually pulled to the side of the road and texted the number: I hate to be pretentious or a problem, but I just need to make sure you are who you say you are.
A moment later her phone rang with a chat request. She pressed it.
"Do I look real enough?" A cute teenager asked in a white t-shirt.
"You look very real, Mistress," Carol said, her pussy getting wet just seeing this teen.
"Do these look real?" The girl asked, lifting up her t-shirt to reveal small, but perky tits.
"They look very real and perfect," Carol nodded.
"By the way, my name is Kenzie."
"I'm Carol," the MILF offered but then wished she had not given her first name.
"Nice to meet you," Kenzie said, now topless and super excited to have this pretty Mommy come over. "Now hurry over, your baby girl needs her Mommy."
"Yes, baby girl," Carol said, so turned on by the use of the word 'Mommy' being said out loud. "Mommy is seven minutes away."
"Okay," Kenzie smiled, "hurry Mommy, your baby girl's pussy is so wet."
"I'm on my way," Carol said, her mouth watering with the promise of a fresh, young ripe pussy.
Kenzie hung up and waited in just a t-shirt, a pair of shorts and panties.
Carol saw there had been another update on the scoreboard and clicked into it. "Jesus," she said, seeing Portia with four straight turns, "how does she do it?
Score at 7:14 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Portia: 7
Crystal: 6
Veronica: 5
Jasmine: 4
Carol: 3
As she resumed driving she wondered if perhaps this cute Kenzie had a bunch of straight friends she could turn. She needed a way to get a bunch in a row if she had any chance of winning.
She resumed driving, excited to role-play in a kinky Mommy fantasy. A car accident and construction delayed her arrival by almost ten minutes. While old Carol would have taken these as signs she shouldn't be doing this... she was quite superstitious... nothing was going to stop the new Carol from making this turn and also this Mommy fantasy.
She parked a block away, took a deep breath and texted: Here.
Carol got a text back with a picture almost immediately as she looked around at the suburban street: Hurry Mommy! I need you to fuck me so bad.
The picture had a pair of spread legs and shaved pussy.
Just reading those words and seeing the picture had Carol's mouth water and her pussy burn. She quickly got out of the car and headed to the house. She walked past a woman walking her dog who said hello. Carol said hello back and kept walking a sly smile crossing her face at the thought 'What would that women think if she knew she was walking to a stranger's house to eat and fuck teen pussy?'
She walked to the house and knocked... excitement and nervousness swimming inside her.
The door opened immediately and the girl, wearing a robe, said, "Come in, Mommy."
"Hi, baby girl," Carol greeted, pretending she was her daughter as she walked in with her bag of toys.
Kenzie was so excited. She had been watching lesbian Mommy porn ever since she could remember. The idea of having a mother to dominate and use was just so hot. At school, she was a wallflower, a nerd, someone the boys didn't notice and the girls didn't see as a threat, but she had a ferocious libido and masturbated and fucked herself multiple times a day. She sometimes fantasied about dominating cheerleaders, other times seducing teachers, but mostly she imagined turning her mother into her submissive lesbian fuck toy. She didn't really know why, but that kinky fantasy consumed her and drove her wild with intense orgasms.
As soon as the door was closed, Kenzie pushed the MILF (prettier in person than she imagined) against the wall and kissed her.
Carol was slightly surprised by this, but dropped her bag and kissed her back. There was an immediate lustful urgency from both women. For Carol, she imagined it as her daughter kissing her like this; for Kenzie, she imagined she was doing this to her mother. Kenzie had kissed a couple of girls in a fun truth-or-dare game she played with her friends a couple of weeks ago at a sleepover. All three of her friends were virgins too and were coming over later tonight for a sleepover after going to a movie.
"I can't believe you came over," Kenzie said, picking up the bag, taking the cute older woman's hand and leading her to the bedroom.
"Me neither," Carol admitted, this being really hot and spontaneous for her. She then added, wanting to remind the teen just how submissive she was, "But once you told me to come over I had no choice."
"So you will obey any order I give?"
"Yes."
"Fuck, this is going to be so hot," Kenzie said as she reached her bedroom.
Carol was a bundle of nerves because by saying what she did she had given up all control during this wicked encounter. That said, that was what was exciting for her. To just let go, obey and see what happened.
"Let's see what is in the bag," Kenzie said, unzipping the expensive designer bag that cost at least a thousand dollars.
"I brought everything I owned, Mistress Kenzie," Carol explained, just as the teen pulled out a double-ended dildo.
"Oh my," Kenzie said, looking at the lengthy foot-and-a-half toy.
"That one is fun for fucking each other with," Carol explained, although she found it frustrating to get inside each other fully. Once it did, the lack of hardness made it move all over the place inside her stimulating every region of her pussy.
"I see," the sweet teen said, as she pulled out all three strap-ons. One was twelve inches long; one eight and one six and thin.
"The small one is for butt fucking," Carol explained, as the teen looked at it with perhaps slight disappointment.
"You kinky bitch," Kenzie said, pulling out a couple vibes and a large suction cup cock.
"There is little I won't do," Carol admitted, giving the cute girl complete free rein over her.
Lastly, she pulled out the lube and handcuffs. "We are going to have some real fun tonight."
"Yes, Mistress Kenzie," the submissive replied.
"Now let's see what's underneath that dress," Kenzie ordered.
"Yes, Mistress."
"I like when you also use my name, Mommy," Kenzie said, so excited to make her most common fantasy a reality and to be the first to lose her virginity in her friend group.
"Yes, sorry, Mistress Kenzie," Carol replied, as she pulled the dress over her head to reveal her all-pink lingerie.
"You look so hot, Mommy," Kenzie said, as she walked over to her and moved her hands around the older woman and cupped her ass.
"Thank you, Mistress Kenzie," Carol said, a rush of sexual adrenaline coursing through her body at the girl's touch, the compliment and being called Mommy.
"So you will do anything I tell you to, Mommy?"
"Anything, Mistress Kenzie."
"Drop to your knees, my lesbian slave," Kenzie ordered, loving the collar this woman was wearing and saying the words she had imagined saying to her own mother as well as all her friends.
"Yes, Mistress Kenzie," Carol obeyed, loving that order and loving being on her knees as that meant she was about to eat pussy, suck cock, or get fucked.
"Crawl to the bed," Kenzie instructed, as she walked to her bed and sat on the edge of it.
"Yes, Mistress Kenzie," the MILF repeated, as she crawled the few feet to the bed. Some women would be humiliated by such an order, but for her it made her pussy leak as a little dampness squeaked out of her needy pussy.
"Shoot," Kenzie said, standing up and looking down at the submissive MILF.
"What?" Carol asked, worried that something had suddenly come up that would prevent her from this turn and this pussy she craved. While she wanted the turn, needed it to get back in the competition, she needed to taste that sweet pussy even more.
"You can't eat my pussy when I'm wearing these," Kenzie said, quickly pulling her shorts and panties down and off suddenly in just a t-shirt.
"This will make it a lot easier to please you, baby girl," Carol smiled, shifting from addressing her as mistress to the more incestuous charged baby girl.
"You want to eat my pussy, Mommy?" Kenzie asked, sitting back on the bed and spreading her legs, so excited this was happening.
"Yes, baby girl," Carol said, shifting into complete Mommy slut mode, like she regularly did at home with her daughter, "Mommy wants to be the first to eat your pussy, make you come and baptize you a lesbian."
"Ooooh, Mommy," Kenzie said, that being so hot. She knew she liked girls and boys but that was semantics and irrelevant to the moment.
"Please, can I eat your pussy, my sexy daughter?" Carol asked, the shaved pussy glistening with subtle wetness so absolutely inviting.
"Eat my pussy, Mommy," Kenzie ordered, not wanting to wait even a second longer to feel a tongue on her pussy she shaved just yesterday, unaware anyone would be licking it a day later. "Get your daughter off."
"Yes, honey," the pretend Mom responded as she leaned forward and began licking this sweet virgin pussy.
"Oh, Mommmmmmy," Kenzie moaned on contact. Just one parting of the lips was more pleasure than anything else she had used on her virgin pussy.
"You like Mommy's face buried in your pussy, baby girl?"
"I love it, Mommy," Kenzie moaned.
Carol, not in a rush, and loving to enjoy a lengthy licking, allowing the sweet juices to slowly come out of her before the final inevitable eruption.
"Oh God, Mommy, that feels so good," the teen moaned, in awe of the absolutely amazing pleasure that was already burning inside her after just half a minute of this woman's tongue.
"My daughter's pussy tastes absolutely delicious," Carol said.
"Don't stop, Mommy," Kenzie moaned, feeling her orgasm already rising after just over a minute of this amazing pleasure.
While Carol had originally planned to take her time, she was pretty sure this wasn't going to be a lick and leave, and it was obvious this poor girl had never had a real orgasm before... toys and fingers just not able to replicate the power of an experienced tongue and this girl wasn't ready for a slow burn tease and please. So, she moved her lips to the teen's clit and purred, "Come for me, honey, come all over Mommy's face."
"Oh fuck," Kenzie moaned, the wicked words adding fuel to the fire as her orgasm was about to burst.
"Mmmmmmmm, come on Mommy, baby, baptize my face with your cunt cum," Carol wickedly said, using the nasty 'c' word at the perfect time to enhance the nasty reality of the taboo act.
"Oh, yes, Mommy, oh, yes, ooooh, Mommmmmmmmy," Kenzie babbled and then came, her legs stiffening as the orgasm ripped through her a thousand times more powerful than any previous self-inflicted orgasm.
"Mmmmmmm," Carol purred, as she lapped up the exquisite taste of this girl's juices. While she enjoyed male cum, the salty seed was quite delicious, but nothing compared to the exotic taste of a woman's pussy.
For a couple of minutes, Carol lapped up the continual leaking juices of this sweet girl as turn four became a reality before she looked up from between the teen's legs and asked, "Can I fuck you, baby girl?"
"Oh, Mommy," Kenzie purred, the words so wicked even though the woman's face was so sweet and innocent. "Will you please fuck me?"
"I'd love to take your cherry, baby girl," Carol said, as she went to grab a strap-on... the eight-inch one. "Now get out of that shirt. Mommy wants to see her baby girl's titties."
"Yes, Mommy," Kenzie quickly obeyed, suddenly discovering she enjoyed obeying as much as giving orders.
"Those are some nice titties," Carol complimented.
"Oh, Mommy, please hurry," Kenzie said, excited to get fucked and got onto all fours. "Your daughter needs to be fucked so bad."
"Oh baby, Mommy is going to fuck you so good," Carol promised, as she slid the harness up her nylon-clad legs.
"Hurry Mommy," Kenzie pleaded, "I want my hot Mommy to take my virginity and make me her slut."
This was a role reversal, but one she could go with. So Carol ordered, as she tightened the harness around her waist, "Get onto your back, Mommy wants to see her pretty daughter's face when she fucks her."
"Okay, Mommy," Kenzie obeyed, shifting from Mistress to submissive.
"Good girl," Carol purred, as she watched the teen obey. She moved back to the bed, and climbed on it, moving between the teen's legs, "You know, good pets would be in nylons for their Mommy Mistress."
"I'll make sure to next time," Kenzie said, having found the feel of them on Carol and the look very hot.
"You better," Carol said, as she slapped the teen's clit with her pussy.
"Oooooooh," Kenzie moaned, surprised by how good that felt.
"Now tell Mommy what you want," Carol ordered, as she rubbed the dick up and down and admired this young horny girl and her nice body.
"Please fuck me, Mommy," Kenzie begged, the earlier orgasm and now the dick teasing her virgin pussy driving her wild. "Please take your daughter's virginity."
"As you wish, sweetheart," Carol smiled, as she slid the dick inside the teen.
"Oh my God," Kenzie let out with a loud moan.
"You look so sexy with a dick in you, my baby girl," Carol complimented.
"Oh Mommy," was all Kenzie could get out, the pleasure consuming her like it had when this wicked woman used her tongue on her. The pleasure was similar and yet different, each with its own sexual nuances.
"You like Mommy's dick all the way in your pretty pink pussy, my sexy slut?" Carol asked, pushing the boundaries by using a derogatory term.
"Oh yes, Mommy, I love your dick in my slutty hole," Kenzie moaned, as she looked into the eyes of the pretend mother, as she began slowly pumping the dick in her no longer virgin hole.
"I'm going to fuck you good, slut, and make you Mommy's fuck toy," Carol said, getting a massive rush of adrenaline from taking this girl's virginity even as she imagined it was her real daughter she was fucking.
"Oh, Mommy, yes, make me your fuck toy," Kenzie moaned, the idea of being someone's fuck toy suddenly incredibly hot, "use me as you wish."
Carol reached down and cupped the teen's small, but firm tits as she slowly fucked her.
"Oh, Mommy," Kenzie moaned, "please suck on my nipples."
"Okay, baby girl," Carol agreed, as she bent down and sucked on the left hard nipple.
"Oooooooh," Kenzie moaned, always wondering what having her nipples sucked would feel like since they were so sensitive. The pleasure was like sending electric currents of pleasure through her.
Carol spent a couple of minutes going back and forth between the two nipples while continuing a smooth pace of pumping her pussy and seeing that the double attention of two separate erogenous zones was driving this teen wild.
"Oh, Mommy, harder, fuck me harder," Kenzie begged, the pleasure again consuming her as she felt a second orgasm rising inside her.
"You want to be pounded, slut?"
"Yes, pound me, Mommy, make me your slut."
"Get on all fours, my pet," Carol ordered, pulling out of the horny teen.
"Yes, Mistress Mommy," Kenzie quickly obeyed, hating the feeling of being empty and needing that dick back in her fevered pussy.
"So obedient," Carol purred, as she moved behind the bent-over girl and admired her perfect ass.
"Now, pound me, Mommy, hammer me hard," Kenzie begged.
"I want you to come all over my dick, my sexy slut," the MILF ordered, as she slid the dick back inside the begging teen.
"Yes, Mommy, slam into me."
Carol did just that, her hands firmly on the teen's hips as she gave hard back shots where her body slammed into her. This was the way she came hardest from getting fucked.
"Oh yes, Mommy, harder, give me all the dick," Kenzie moaned, just a dozen strokes later. "Fuck me, fuck me, give it to me."
Carol always loved dirty talk and hearing this sweet-looking nerd talk so nasty and sound so desperate was unbelievably hot making her own pussy burn with need. Deciding to see if this girl could get off the same way she did, she ordered, "Fuck yourself on my dick, my daughter pet."
"Yes, Mommy," the teen quickly obeyed, as she bounced back hard onto the dick in her pussy and rode it as fast as she could.
"Oh yeah, you look so hot riding Mommy's dick."
"I'm going to come soon," Kenzie moaned, the orgasm rising rapidly inside her.
"Come for your Mistress, baby girl. Come on Mommy's cock," Carol encouraged.
"Yes, Mommy... oh yes... oh fuck... Mommmmmmmmmy!" Kenzie bellowed. Orgasm two hit her and was perhaps even more intense than the first. She collapsed forward and rolled onto her back as her entire body quaked with euphoria.
Carol watched Kenzie as she came... nothing hotter than a woman's orgasmic face. She got out of her harness and tossed it aside. She still needed to come. She straddled the teen and said, "Your turn, honey."
"Yes, Mommy," Kenzie said as she saw the pretty pussy lowering itself above her.
Carol then leaned down and lapped up the juices still coming out of the teen's pussy as Kenzie tasted her first pussy.
"Mmmmmmm, that's it, baby girl, eat Mommy's pussy. You got her so wet when she fucked you."
"You taste so good, Mommy," Kenzie said, always having hoped the taste of a pussy was as good as she imagined. It was way, way better.
A few minutes later. Both women were moaning in a fun 69 and while Carol had her first orgasm, gushing an excessive amount of cum on the teen's face, Kenzie miraculously had her third straight orgasm.
"You should update the score, Mommy," Kenzie said, a couple of minutes later after Carol had gotten off of her.
"Right, I should," Carol nodded, excited to see she was no longer alone in last place, and praying no one else had added a turn since this seduction began.
Unfortunately, Crystal obviously didn't like falling to second place as she had earned another turn. "Damn it."
Score at 7:47 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 7
Portia: 7
Veronica: 5
Jasmine: 4
Carol: 3
"What?"
"Someone else got another turn."
"Let me see."
Carol brought the phone over and showed it to her.
"Wow," Kenzie said, "you weren't lying."
"Nope."
"Well, add your newest turn."
"Right," Carol nodded, as she added her fourth,
Score at 7:53 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 7
Portia: 7
Veronica: 5
Jasmine: 4
Carol: 4
Kenzie sat up and kissed the MILF. "I'm meeting friends at the movies tonight, but we are all coming back here for a sleepover."
"I'm going to the movies too," Carol said, hoping to get her next turn there when meeting up with Tabitha.
"If you want to come back here after the movies you may be able to get three more turns," Kenzie suggested.
"Really?" Carol asked, that possibility instantly very appealing.
"Yeah, we talk about sex a lot," Kenzie said, "but we are all virgins."
"Well, not all," Carol smiled.
Kenzie smiled, "Yes, I guess not all."
"Where are your parents?"
"Paris for their anniversary."
"So, you're all alone," Carol said, pushing the teen back to the bed.
"Mommy, you're not going to eat me again, are you?"
"I'm going to wear my baby girl's cum all over my face with pride at the movies," Carol purred.



"Then let's get on our sides and 69 again," Kenzie said, "and I'll wear Mommy's cum to the movies with pride too."
"Mmmmmmmm," Carol purred, as they got into position and enjoyed a very leisurely lengthy 69.
The end
UP next: A Mormon Visit where Veronica gets two surprise Mormon female visitors sharing the gospel but instead the seductress shares the power of sexual pleasure.
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Glory Hole Gal: A BBC
Summary: A return to the glory holes rewarded with first black cock.
Note 1: This is installment three in an ongoing series.
In Glory Hole Gal, a college freshman dying to relive her European glory hole adventure finds one in an adult store near her school. On Halloween she becomes Glory Hole Gal and uses her anonymity to overcome her doubts and service five dicks and a pussy.
In episode 2 (A Bad Beautiful Girl), later that night at a Halloween party, Glory Hole Gal's secret identity is uncovered when the pussy she serviced earlier at the glory hole braces her on the dance floor. Ten minutes later she is in the girl's dorm room and taking part in a marathon lesbian sexual encounter. It is both raw and romantic, with a strap-on, tribbing, lots of kissing, and multiple orgasms.
And now... the next morning....
Note 2: Thanks to Small_Island for editing.
Glory Hole Gal: A BBC
I woke up to the amazing sensation of having my pussy licked... All Saints Day, indeed. As I lay there enjoying the best possible alarm clock, it all came back to me... Halloween night starting at a glory hole and ending in a college dorm room. The common factor? The sweet pussy I'd eaten in both places. And now the owner of that pussy was eating me.
I moved my hands under the covers and to her hair to let her know I was awake.
"Just having some breakfast," Savannah said, as she continued probing my hole.
I was about to say I could use some breakfast myself when I suddenly felt her fingers slide inside me. "I could use some... oh God!"
"Come for me, sexy," she said, as she started to finger bang me out of nowhere while also tugging my clit between her lips and simultaneously flicking it with the tip of her talented tongue.
"Oh fuck, don't stop," I moaned loudly, the sudden double attack taking a slow leisurely flame into a burning inferno in a heartbeat.
"I love this fucking pussy," she said, while continuously pleasing me inside and out.
"You're fucking driving me wild," I said, as I squeezed my legs against her head, lifted my ass up and came all over her face... in under a minute... like a teenage boy.
"Mmmmmmmm," she purred, as she lapped up my pussy cum.
A minute later, as my orgasm was just beginning to subside, I demanded, "Come sit on my face. I need your pussy right fucking now."
"You craving my pussy that bad?" she asked, sucking on my clit and recreating another intense pleasure.
"Please, I have to have your juicy pussy," I pleaded, indeed craving her pussy.
"I guess I can let you have breakfast in bed too," she said playfully, getting out from underneath the sheets and then climbing up and straddling my face. This time facing the opposite way as she used the wall for balance as she lowered herself on my face.
I immediately began licking her pussy which I was already rather addicted to. I parted her lips and stimulated her pussy, creating wetness.
"Oh yes, baby, I love your tongue in my pussy," Savannah moaned.
"I love this boxed breakfast," I replied, as I began to savour her natural sweetness.
"Mmmmmmm," she purred, as she enjoyed my tongue.
After a few minutes, as her moans increased, I felt her hand grip the hair at the top of my head. She pulled me deep into her wetness and began grinding on me. Like yesterday, I just kept my tongue extended as best I could although with this different angle I was able to be more lingually productive.
"Oh yes, oh yes, oh fucking yes," Savannah moaned and erupted while holding my head in place, coating my entire face with her morning cream.
When she let go, I aggressively pushed her onto her back and dove between her legs to lap up any cum I wasn't already wearing.
"Oh, you hungry slut," she moaned.
"I'll eat this pussy any time, any place," I said as I had promised last night, my resolve to be a pussy munching pet for her un-wavering. "Just beckon me and I'll be there," I declared, before going searching for more of her cum.
"Good to know," she said. Then suddenly, "Crap, I don't even know your name."
She'd forgotten my name after all we'd done together? Then I realized I really hadn't told her; I'd been the anonymous Glory Hole Gal through both of our Halloween encounters. "It's Ashleigh," I finally offered.
"Which spelling?"
"The most unique, A-s-h-l-e-i-g-h," I spelt out.
"Perfect for a beauty like you," she said, kissing me.
"I also don't have your number," she said a bit pensively. "That's weird. You got my name and number, but I didn't get either of yours. For me it's usually the other way around. Wow, you really cast a spell on me." She kissed me again.
I was so thrilled, my pussy started a fresh wave of dampness. She'd clearly dominated me all night, but still I'd gotten the upper hand. You go, Glory Hole Gal, I congratulated myself. To Savannah I said, as smoothly as I could, "We can rectify that."
"First we shower," she said.
A warm shower, romantic as we washed each other's bodies and kissed. When we got out and dried off, I realized I didn't have any clothes other than last night's Catwoman costume.
Savannah generously lent me a skirt and sweatshirt. After we exchanged numbers and kissed once more, she said, "Once I get back on Sunday night we are going to have some fun."
"I can't wait," I said, as I headed out, feeling a giddy rush at the thought I might be in a relationship, or at least in the beginning of a relationship.
I also recalled the wild reality that I'd sucked five cocks, swallowed four of their loads, took the other in my pussy, and ate Savannah's pussy; all through holes in walls. This made my pussy burn as I recalled the amazing loads I took and the exhilaration of my glory hole experience.
Wanting to keep Savanah on my mind, I kept her sweatshirt and her skirt on, but added a pair of beige thigh highs that would be hidden under the skirt... unless I didn't pay attention when sitting down.
All day Friday, I was feeling on cloud nine. My time with Savannah had been so perfect and she was so perfect I felt the possibility of a relationship being something I actually may want. Yet, and I was feeling some guilt about this after the amazing night and morning, I was also recalling the exhilaration of my glory hole experience and all the loads I received.
As the day went on, I noticed I got a few glances and double takes in the nylons... The big-dicked man who'd had me foot-jerk him with my stockinged-feet was apparently correct about boys my age being turned on by women wearing nylons.
I got a text from Savannah at lunch: Too bad I left an hour ago, I bet you could use some of this for lunch.
The attachment was her in a car, legs spread, her appealing pussy in full view.
I responded: Now you have me starving.
She replied: I should have just brought you with me, but I didn't want to scare you off. I mean I wasn't sure one night of unbridled passion meant we were an item.
A second text: Sorry, I probably shouldn't have said that.
I replied back, wanting her to be clear she should have said that: Savannah, I'm happy you said that. I WOULD have gone with you. I can't explain it, but I already have feelings for you in more ways than just being your pet and you being my Mistress.
I clicked send and realized I had used a term I hadn't used yesterday. In fact, it was a term I'd never used before; why now?
Luckily, her response wasn't about the term, but about my message: Ashleigh, I'm thrilled you are having the same warm, confusing and consuming feelings I am having. I have never missed someone just hours after seeing them.
My heart warmed. Then my phone rang.
It was Savannah.
"Hey," I said, answering it.
"I just thought such words should be said in person," she said, "or at least be heard."
"I don't know," I said, "I imagine I'll be reading them over and over."
She laughed, "I likely will too."
There was a pause.
"So," she continued, "do you want to be my girlfriend?"
"Yes," I responded, perhaps a little too fast, sounding a little too eager, yet I didn't care. I just wanted to speak my truth.
"Sweet," she said, then added, "I've only had one serious girlfriend ever."
"That is one more than me."
"Really?" she said, obviously surprised. "Boyfriends?" she asked
I hesitated, then decided that if this was really something, then it needed truth and transparency. I had to be honest about the conflicting feelings I'd had last night about enjoying the glory hole cocks even while falling in love with her pussy.
"I had two during high school," I said. "Although I wouldn't call either of them super serious. But Savannah?"
"Yes, pet?"
"I did get serious about cocks and you saw last night that I still am. Even though right now I want nothing more than to feast on your sweet peach." She had to have heard the nervousness in my voice and I hoped I hadn't just ruined everything.
I began to relax when she answered with a chuckle. "Hey, Ashleigh, don't forget what I went to the glory holes for last night myself. I certainly wasn't expecting to be receiving rather than giving. I guess we're both just a couple of pussy loving, cock sluts."
"Pussy loving," I agreed, emphasizing the second word.
"Now, on another note," she said.
"Yes?" I asked tentatively.
"You called me Mistress."
"I did," I admitted. "I didn't even realize it until after I pressed send."
"Do you want me to be your Mistress?"
"In public I want to hold your hand and be your girlfriend," I said, thinking how cool that would be, "but in the bedroom I want to be your pet."
"I see," she said. After a pause that seemed to be an eternity to me, she added, "I like that."
"You had me worried."
"I was just thinking what I am going to do to you next time I fuck you," she said bluntly.
"That is two full days away," I sighed, wishing she could fuck me now.
"Well, you have the glory hole to keep you satisfied until I get home," she said.
"You're still okay with that?"
"Of course," she said. "Now that we're a couple you can't be hooking up with other girls unless I am with you, but you can still suck dick."
"Okay," I said a little hesitantly, this being a rather unique start to a relationship and yet one I could deal with. One was just sex; the other was something more.
"I'm serious," she stressed, "take all the dick and cum you want. In fact, I expect details about the loads you extract between now and when I get back."
"Seriously?" I asked, overwhelmed by her suggestions.
"Yes," she said. "I love cock too. I plan to get some cum while home as well."
"Okay," I said, finding this new relationship hot and kind of confusing.
"So, suck some dick, swallow some cum, and call me tonight when you get back from getting your fill."
"All right, I can do that," I laughed.
"All right, I'll talk to you tonight," she said.
"Okay."
"Bye."
"Bye."
The rest of the day was a wild mixture of feelings. On the one hand, I had a girlfriend. On the other hand, I still craved cock. On the mutant third hand, so did she and she'd not only encouraged, but demanded I go suck some.
But, was it real or was it a test? And what about me? Did I really want to start the most romantic relationship of my life by cheating on my new love on the very first day at a glory hole? I went back and forth between going and not going... eventually, the craving for cock, the craving for cum and the craving to be on my knees convinced me Savannah had been serious about wanting me to indulge those cravings, cravings we shared.
In the evening, as soon as it got dark, I headed back to the adult shop searching for cock, telling a couple of friends I would meet them later at a party... of course there was another one even after the Halloween parties that ran into the early morning. Ah, college life...
Once inside, I went to the costume area and found a couple of masks I liked. One thing I'd learned was, if I was going to use the double glory hole room, which I planned to use if open, I needed my face covered since the other hole could be used to peek through and watch me sucking dick or even getting fucked.
The middle eastern worker, who I assumed was the owner, walked over to me and warmly said, "I'm glad you're back."
"Uh, thanks," I said, not sure what else to say.
"Since you're back I figured I would introduce myself," he said warmly. "I'm Mohammad."
"Nice to meet you," I replied, although I didn't offer him my name.
"In case you plan to come here on a regular basis," he continued, "I figured I should explain a couple of things."
"Like what?" I asked, curious what information he wanted to share.
"Well, you seemed to get the hang of the colored light system last time; do you have any questions about that?"
I didn't at first, but then I asked, "Couples. What's the message there?"
"For you, it's to let you know that you could be facing a number of different requests from the other side of the wall. From her insulting you while directing you to entertain her husband, to being asked to snowball with her after you do."
"That's good to know," I said, although I didn't know what the term 'snowball' meant. I would have to look it up later.
"Also, if you are going to be here regularly, if you text me in advance, I will make sure your room is clean and has a couple of added items for comfort."
"Really, like what?" I asked, curious.
"Well, cushions for your knees," he said.
"That would be nice," I agreed, finding it strange to be having this calm, plain conversation about my obvious sexual perversions, but also finding it oddly comforting that I was being treated like a completely ordinary customer instead of some disgusting degenerate. Some might find his use of euphemisms, like 'entertain', to be a load of bull, but I found it oddly endearing, as if he respected my nature and role as a submissive, cock-sucking slut.
"I'll also have wet wipes for you, and can also leave you a key for the bathroom at the end of the hall," he added.
"That's very courteous if you," I said.
"I want you to be comfortable," he said.
"I appreciate it."
"You will be very popular if you become a regular," he said.
"Do you have many regulars?"
"A few male bottoms," he answered, "but rarely a young woman. We do have two older women who come during the day sometimes."
"When is it busiest?" I asked.
"From eight pm until two am," he said, "pretty much every night but Sunday, although Friday and Saturday nights can be very busy."
"Aaah," I said.
"If you want your identity more protected feel free to choose any wig over there," he offered.
"Okay, I will," I nodded.
"Are you planning to go to a room today?"
"I am."
"Give me five minutes to make it ready for you," he said.
"Thank you, Mohammad."
"And the masks and wig are on the house," he added, before walking away.
"Thanks," I called out, feeling I was getting treated a little like slut royalty. Yet, as I pondered it, I understood what he was doing. If I was here, and was regularly here, the clientele would come back again and again. I wasn't being self-centered; I just know men like blow jobs. I did wonder how the business made money. Sure, they bought coins to play videos but that was chump change... literally.
I put the mask on just as someone entered the store, went to the wigs and grabbed a redheaded one... I've always wanted to be a redhead... like my new girlfriend, Savannah.
I looked at a nearby mirror and smiled... it definitely gave me a different look and made me way less likely to get recognized.
I looked at a couple of other wigs, but when he returned and gave an approving nod, I smiled back and headed back to get some dick; this time with confidence.
I found one of the two centre rooms already had a red light overhead, but the door stood ajar. To my delight, there were already green lights on both sides of the room I was about to enter. Red for mouths seeking cocks, green for cocks seeking mouths, a match made in... well, if not heaven, it was still well made.
I walked in, closed the door, locked it and looked to see cushions on the floor beside both glory holes. I also saw a towel hanging beside the television, which was already playing a movie, apparently the manager could override the need to feed coins into the slot. A cute cheerleader was sucking a black man's dick.
Now, of all my cocks, I still hadn't experienced a black one and that was one of my fantasies. Of course, I was curious to see if the black dick size thing was true, because in the porn I watched it definitely was. But that was porn. How big was the average black guy really?
That said, the first dick that popped through a hole on the right was neither black, nor big. In fact, it was the smallest dick I had ever seen, I almost felt sorry for it. I put my purse down on the chair, and then knelt down and just took it in my mouth. I'm sure even a woman who had never sucked a cock could deep throat this as I'm not sure it was four inches (hmm, would that still be called deep throating?).
Yet, regardless of size, it theoretically still had the ability to produce the cream I craved and so I used some excessive saliva to create a whirlwind blow job as I simultaneously bobbed and swirled my tongue around.
The whirlwind clearly hit him like a tornado because in under a minute he was groaning and gasping and dropping a surprisingly large load in my mouth.
I still managed to avoid losing a drop, happy for the creamy treat and without really having to work hard for it.
Once he was done, he said, "Thank you, you very, very good," in broken English, letting me know he was Asian... either Japanese or Chinese, although I would need more words to confirm which since they were indeed quite different people.
"Anytime," I responded, thinking if I could get a few more loads like that, that would be amazing... a full belly without a sore jaw. Although, truth be told, I kind of liked the sore jaw too, it let me know I'd really been used hard.
I glanced behind me and to my slight disappointment there was no dick waiting for me in the other hole. Yet, I could see light and hear porn coming from it. Could it be some poor guy who wasn't allowed to watch porn at home and had come her for a private moment? But he had put on the green light.
I moved to the uninhabited hole and peeked in. A large man was stroking his dick. Still hungry, even though I had the aftertaste of load one on my tongue, I asked, "Do you need help with that, sir?"
I couldn't see his face for a reaction, but he wordlessly moved to the hole and slid it through.
For a man with a big belly, he had a pretty big cock, almost seven inches.
"Thank you," I weirdly said, as I took it in my hand and licked the cock head, enjoying the pre-cum that had begun seeping from his porn watching.
"How old are you?"
"Eighteen."
"And you came here to suck a fat old man's dick?"
"I did, sir," I admitted, as I lapped some more at his pee hole.
"Well, then show me what you can do, or I'll go back to jerking off," he said.
"Yes, sir," I replied, as I took his dick in my mouth and began bobbing.
"Oh yeah, slut, work my dick over," he groaned as I bobbed, taking about five inches smoothly in my mouth.
Like I usually did when I had a dick in my mouth, I moaned in response, partly to let him know I was enjoying sucking his dick and partly because I was getting horny sucking his dick.
"Yeah, that's it, bitch, take that dick all the way in your mouth," he moaned a couple of minutes later as I was now smoothly devouring every inch I had access to.



I liked his slightly dominant tone and gave out a whimper of pleasure.
"You like being called names?"
"I do, I love being a cock sucking slut for big dick," I admitted, taking his delicious dick out of my mouth just long enough to answer, before resuming bobbing like the slut he said I was.
"I'm going to explode this load all over your face," he said, as I took his entire shaft in my mouth.
"Mmmmmm," I moaned, looking forward to feeling his warm seed coat my face.
"You want this week-long load all over your face?"
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned again without slowing down my aggressive cock sucking.
"Answer me, you dumb slut," he ordered.
"Yes, sir," I responded, obeying without hesitation, "I'd love to feel your big load splatter all over my face."
"Beg for it, cum slut," he ordered, as I stroked his cock.
"Oh please, sir, shoot those big cannon balls of cum all over this coed's pretty face," I begged, as I took the mask off to be able to feel the full load on my face... figuring anyone watching from the other side could only see the back of my head.
"Yeah, that's good, slut, keep stroking my big dick," he groaned, obviously getting close to coming.
"Yes, sir, give me that load, coat my young face with your cum," I encouraged as I anticipated the cock eruption.
"Shit, you nasty slut, you're making this old man erupt," he said just as he grunted and shot a few big wads all over my face.
I loved the sensation of feeling warm cum splatter my face and moaned, getting turned on by taking a big, nasty facial. "Yes, such a big fucking load," I cheered.
"Oh, fuck," he groaned, until he was spent, his fleshy belly pressing against the hole and his dick hanging there, softening. I leaned forward, feeling the cum on my face, and took his dick back in my mouth.
"Shit, you're a wild one," he said, as I slowly sucked his dick clean.
About a minute later, he pulled out and I reached for my mask. I would have loved to see what I looked like with a load of cum on my face, but I needed to keep my identity secret, in case he peeked through the hole or we had an audience watching us through the other hole.
"Thanks for the load, sir," I said, always appreciating a cum donor.
"Yeah, anytime," he chuckled, as I felt the gooey cum squish against my face as the mask was back on. It felt so yucky and yet slutty.
"Come get another load," a voice said from behind.
"Yes, sir," I replied, his voice sounding like he was quite a bit older, which I always enjoyed.
As I moved to the still empty hole, a decent sized cock came into view.
"Nice cock, sir," I said, as I reached over and stroked the already hard dick.
"Yeah, women love it," he said.
"Yeah, your fellow cocksuckers seem to enjoy it," he said.
"I can see why," I responded, as I slid my tongue up and down his shaft. It wasn't a huge, pussy-breaking cock in length and it wasn't as fat as the one I just drained, but it was pretty much the perfect size for sucking.
"Yeah, you a coed?"
"You're pretty young, are you a coed?" he asked.
"I am, sir," I admitted, as I kissed his cock head.
"Nice," he said, as I took it in my mouth.
After a minute or so, he said, "If you ever want to take a load at the college, there is sometimes a glory hole there."
"There is?" I asked, surprised.
"Yeah, it's just for the nastiest cum sluts," he said. "Are you a nasty cum slut?"
"Well, you're my third load today and eighth in two days, and within that roughly 24-hour-period I've eaten a pussy to multiple orgasms and received several myself from both real and fake cocks," I wickedly answered, recapping my outrageous Halloween weekend.
"Jesus, you really are a slut," he said, as I resumed sucking his dick.
"I love cock, pussy and cum," I listed off, before adding, "and pleasing others."
"Well, show me what you got, slut," he ordered.
Then, I went to work devouring his cock and proving myself to be a hungry slut.
In a couple of minutes, he warned, "Get ready for my load."
I didn't slow down and was rewarded with his creamy cum a few bobs later.
Once spent, he pulled out and said, "That was great."
"And absolutely delicious," I replied.
He laughed and for a moment there was no dick.
"Tell me your text number and I'll send you a message when the college glory hole is up," he said.
I wondered if I should take that kind of risk. "I'm not sure about that."
"It's professors and teaching assistants you will service, no other students who don't know how to keep secrets," he said. "I've even heard that some coed cum sluts claim to be getting better grades after swallowing so much smart cum."
I wondered if he was just making a joke or implying that serving at the campus glory hole could lead to higher grades from grateful professors. I decided to respond with words that were true but could also be taken as a dig. "Well, I have been developing a taste for older men's cocks."
"Number, now," he ordered.
My resistance faded the moment an order was given and I gave him my number.
"I'll be in touch," he said.
"Looking forward to it," I said, curious where the campus glory hole would be.
No other cock in view, I stood up and stretched.
The movie playing was now a different cheerleader getting spit-roasted by two black men... which again made me wonder what black cock would taste like. I knew, of course, that there was no reason it would taste any different, but I had a lot of faith in the power of the mind; especially the dirty mind.
I was so horny and thought about leaving for the party to steal away one of the boys for some relief, when I remembered that Mohammad had said that Saturday nights were usually busy. So I settled into the chair and focused on the two dark cocks pumping in and out of the pretty cheerleader's pussy and mouth and soon began rubbing my own pussy in rhythm over my quite wet panties.
I was a couple minutes into my self-pleasure when someone said, "You like seeing black cocks go into white mouths? Come on over here and experience the real thing."
The voice was deep and dominant and as I glanced at the hole that I had last knelt before I saw a huge black cock before me, only semi-hard and already bigger than either of the previous two.
"Yes, sir," I replied, showing my natural submissive side as I dropped to my knees, my panties still around my ankles.
This was a majestic dick.
This was a dick that deserved to be worshipped.
I took the fat cock in my hand and marveled at how I could barely wrap my hand around it. I equally marvelled at the contrast between his black dick and my white hand.
I slithered my tongue up and down his massive snake as I simultaneously stroked it.
"Yeah, white girl, that's it, love that black cock," he said in a voice that absolutely turned me on as I could imagine it both singing soulfully and ordering me to do whatever he wished.
When it came to dealing with people, race didn't matter to me. Including when it came to choosing sex partners.
Dick was dick.
Cum was cum.
Yet, him calling me a white girl and talking about his black dick was undeniably arousing. And the contrast of white on black continued to grab my attention... I would dearly love to have video of his dark staff forcing its way into my pale face.
I bathed his dick with wetness from kisses until I moved to his thick mushroom top and swirled my tongue around it. Then kissed it.
"No more teasing, slut," he said, "show me you're worthy of being my cum dump."
Hearing him call me a slut made my pussy burn and I obeyed, taking his mouth-stretching dick between my lips. Even wilder was being called a 'cum dump'. It was so nasty, yet so hot and since I was on my knees taking load after load, I guess that was exactly what I was. I begged, "Yes, please let me take your cum like a cheap slut."
"That's it, white bitch," he said, not making any sounds to let me know he was enjoying it. "Nice and slow, enjoy the privilege of sucking my dick."
He was so smug and confident, acting like he was doing me a favour, when it was me giving him a blow job, yet I did feel lucky to have his glorious dick in my mouth and found his smug confidence a major turn-on.
I slowly sucked just the first couple of inches while I also stroked him. I was indeed going to take my time and enjoy this big cock.
"Oh yeah, cum dump, worship my dick," he said, making me mentally smile as the word 'worship' was what I had been thinking.
Over the next couple of minutes he called me a plethora of names including, 'cum dump', 'fuck toy', 'cock sucker', 'white whore', 'black cock slave', and 'bimbo'. By this time, I was smoothly taking seven inches in my mouth while my hand went to my very wet needy pussy.
I was moaning on his dick like you see in porn, sucking his fat cock was turning me on like crazy, as was his dirty talk.
"Don't you dare come until I do, slut," he warned in a firm, authoritarian tone. "Dumb white cum dumps only get to come after they have serviced their master."
I moaned in response, even as I processed the surreal oddness of him calling himself master.
"Now place your mouth against the hole, bitch," he ordered, a minute later, pulling his dick away. "I'm going to fuck those pretty red lips until I drop my load in your mouth."
I obeyed the order, never having had my mouth turned into a part of a glory hole but looking forward to it. I moved as close as I could to the open hole.
"You want this black dick?" he asked, as he rolled his cock head around my lips.
"Yes," I responded with a desperate urgency, I really wanted that cock back in my mouth.
"Yes, what?" he asked, sliding his dick in and immediately, maddeningly, back out.
"Yes, I want your big black dick in my cock-sucking, hungry white slut mouth," I responded, trying to sound as desperate and slutty as I could, as I felt... hearing me talk so derogatorily about myself making my pussy burn with lustful need.
"Better," he approved, "but if you are a white cockslave for black dick, how should you address me?"
"Master," I said. "I'm a white, cock-sucking cum dump for my black master."
"Better, slave," he approved my words, and slid his cock in my mouth. I quickly wrapped my lips around the fat dick as he began to slowly fuck my mouth.
"Oh yeah, slut, you're going to get a big load," he said, finally moaning for the first time after a couple of minutes of fucking my face. "Do you want my load, cum bucket?"
He pulled out and I quickly responded with pathetic desperation, "Yes, please, sir, shoot your big creamy load in this white slut's mouth. I want to be your cum dump, your cheap whore and your white slave." My pussy gushed at me calling myself a slave.
"Oh yeah," he said, sliding back in my mouth, and pumping his dick furiously as he now was really fucking my face... which was another sexual rush as I focused on not gagging and preparing to take his load.
Perhaps thirty seconds later, he grunted, and I felt his dick pulsate as he spewed the biggest load I had ever swallowed down my throat. "Take it all, cum dump."
And like a trooper I did, swallowing every drop of his massive load as he slowed down and then stopped in my mouth.
Taking the cue, I resumed slowly nursing his cock to extract any last remnants of cum.
"Good job, bitch," he said, a minute later, as he withdrew his dick through the magic hole.
"Thank you, I have never been more turned on sucking a dick," I said, actually feeling sad it was over.
"Of course not," he said, before he ordered, "Stand up and rest that pussy at the hole. Time to get my cum dump slave off."
"Um, okay," I said, getting off my knees and almost stumbling as I forgot my panties were around my ankles and quickly got out of them.
I moved my pussy to the hole, which I realized was a little higher than the other one, so I didn't have to do any acrobatic moves to line up with the hole and his fingers slid right inside my pussy.
"Shit, white bitch," he laughed harshly, "your pussy is soaked."
"Oh, God, please don't stop," I moaned, his fingers feeling so large as he pumped them in and out of me like I was some cheap slut... which at the moment I was as I would have done almost anything to come.
"If I would have known your pussy was this wet, I would have fucked you," he said, as he really finger banged me. I leaned against the wall for support as I was about to come. "Now, come slave, declare what you are and come for your Master."
"I'm a white fuck toy for a black master," I screamed, as I shamefully, after barely thirty seconds, came on his fingers like a teenaged boy getting his first hand job.
"Such a cum slut," he said, as he pulled his fingers out and my body quaked extensively.
Still sitting back heavily against the wall a minute later, my orgasm pulsating through me, I felt a dick slide into my pussy and my eyes went wide. Was my black master already recovered after having sent such a massive load down my throat?
"Oh yes, such a wet pussy," he said, as he began pumping into me. The voice was higher and the dick was smaller, so no, not my master; just another anonymous cock filling my hole. My hole of glory.
Enjoying a new dick suddenly fucking me without warning, I moaned, "Yes, fuck me with that big cock." Although it actually didn't seem all that big, I was so worked up I suddenly thought it could still lead me to multiple orgasms.
"Yeah, you like my cock?"
"It fills me up so good," I moaned, as he slammed against the wall, fucking me as hard as he could.
"Oh fuck, yeah," he groaned. After perhaps one minute, it was obvious he was about to come.
Wanting to taste his creamy load, I moved away, spun around and dropped to my knees. I saw a hard, veiny five-inch black cock, glistening with my pussy juices and still thrusting, looking for a home. I engulfed him with my hungry mouth.
"Oh yeah, fuuuuuck," he grunted, maybe five bobs later as he shot his load in my mouth. The entire sexual encounter not even two minutes long.
I swallowed his load with ease, enjoying yet another deposit into my cum dump mouth.
"Thanks," he said, a minute later.
"No problem," I said, as his cock disappeared.
Standing up, I stretched and turned and saw another black cock, this one about eight inches, in the other hole. Horny as fuck, I paced the few step across to the opposite wall, dropped to my knees again and said, "This is a great cock."
"Yeah, show me you mean it," he said. His voice was also strong, but mature and I guessed he was fortyish. I took him in my mouth to meet his challenge.
Unlike the last black guy, this one didn't talk much. Just the odd moan and, "That feels good."
The blazingly fast climax I'd had from my black master's fingers had increased rather than calmed my libido, and after the short, quick fuck and all the cock sucking, my pussy was still aching with desire. I needed to come again and I realized that this beautiful black cock was long and thick enough to get me off just from fucking and I suddenly wanted just that. After about three minutes of sucking my second black cock ever, I asked, "Can I please ride this big dick?"
"Really?"
"Yes, I want this big black cock deep in my pussy," I said.
I quickly went to the other wall, peeked in the hole and saw that stall was empty. "Could you move to the other room?" I asked the man. "The hole is higher and then I can ride that dick until you come in my pink pussy."
"All right," he said.
I got in position, my pussy directly at the hole and a minute later I felt his dick slide in me.
"Oh, yes, fill me up with that big cock," I moaned.
"It's been a long time since I got myself some pussy," he said, as he pumped his dick in and out of me.
"Well, fuck it like you own it," I said, thinking, 'where the fuck did those words even come from?'
"Oh yeah, you like black cock?" he asked, as he did fuck it like he owned it, slamming into me with all eight inches, really making the thin wall shake.
"Yeah, I love big black cock in my young, tight, white, pussy," I moaned, the racial interactions for some reason turning me on.
"Fucked many black men?"
"You are the first," I admitted with a moan as my second orgasm was rising just as I'd hoped.
"Really?"
"Yeah, but I know you won't be the last," I said, as he kept up his fast-paced pounding.
"Well, I'm one lucky guy then," he said.
"No, I'm one lucky girl," I corrected.
Then for a couple of minutes there were just soft moans from his side and increasingly louder moans from me.
"Oh yeah, this is some amazing pussy."
"This is some amazing cock," I moaned.
"You close?" he asked.
"So close," I replied, hoping he'd get the message to not stop fucking me. Thankfully, he did.
"Come for me, come on my dick," he said, and I could tell from his voice that he was also close, but was going to hold back for me as long as he could.
As much as I love to have men finish in my mouth, to taste my pussy on their cocks as I swallow their loads, I also often crave the sensation of taking a load in my pussy. As horny as I was and as impressive as this cock was, this was one of those times.
"Don't stop fucking me," I demanded, "no matter what. You can come inside me whenever you want, but just don't stop fucking me!"
I could just imagine him gritting his teeth, trying to hold back his come, but his stroking continued, strong, deep, and at a perfect cadence.
A couple of dozen strokes later I was at the edge and got nasty to push us both over. "Oh yes, don't stop, fuck my white slave pussy, pound my cunt, give me that big black cock, fill me up with your big load."
I'd obviously gotten to him because his next words were, "God damn, girl! This pussy is too good, I can't hold back anymore."
"Yes, come in my cunt, give me that cum," I begged, about to explode.
"Oh, fuck, shit," he grunted and the moment I felt his dick pulse and erupt inside of me I came too.
"Oh, yeeeeeeeeees!" I screamed, as my badly needed second orgasm cascaded through me and my body quaked uncontrollably.
He kept pumping his dick in me throughout our orgasms and it felt just as good as I'd imagined.
However, after about a minute, still coming, I pulled away, and quickly moved to my knees to clean his cock, even as I felt a gush of our mixed cum leaking out of me.
"Ohhhh," he groaned, I don't think he expected me to suck him after that.
After I cleaned his dick of my juices and extracted any late swimmers, I pulled back and said, "Oh, God, I loved being fucked by you."
"That was amazing," he said, clearly stunned.
"Fucking amazing," I agreed, for a moment completely sexually satisfied.
"Please tell me you'll be back here again," he said.
"I will be if you promise I can have this wonderful cock again," I said. "Next Saturday for sure, but maybe more often if there's this type of pleasure to be had."
"Good to know," he said.
Mumbling, "Amazing," again, he pulled his dick out of the hole, and I grabbed my panties and put them back on.
I waited a minute and then left out of the room, out the back door and headed to my dorm feeling so sexually satisfied.
Checking my phone, I saw Savannah had texted me some thirty minutes before: How many loads? with a tongue-out emoji.
I wrote back: Five in my mouth and one in my pussy. I also sucked and fucked black dick for the first time.
She didn't respond right away and I pictured her sitting with her folks, trying not to gasp or grab her pussy; the image made me smile. But not as much as mentally replaying my second night at the glory hole and all I had done, savouring the lingering taste of strange cum on my tongue and the feeling of the cum from my first black fuck leaking out of me.
As I walked home, I had conflicting feelings going through me: satisfaction with my glory hole experiences that had left me sated and drained, and an eager anticipation that the next words on my phone from my girlfriend were going to make me horny again.



My girlfriend. I had a beautiful girlfriend, and she supported my glory hole addiction.
Life was perfect.
The End
Next: Glory Hole Gal: A Couple
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Turning Contest: A Mormon Visit
Summary: Two Mormon girls visit and get seduced.
All characters in sexual situations are 18 years of age and older.
Thanks to hfernandez1983 for the story idea suggestion.
Thanks to Small_Island for editing and to OhDave1 and Shuj for proofreading.
THE TURNING CONTEST is a week-long competition between five MILF best friends over who can turn more straight teens, college girls and women.
The prize: The winner gets a weekend with the other four women's 18-year-old daughters.
Although each story definitely stands on its own, this is the twenty-fourth seduction scene. Here is a quick refresher of what has happened so far.
1. Turning Contest: A Beautiful Blonde, in which seductress VERONICA STONE seduces a teen in her clothing store.
2. Turning Contest: A Cute Maid, in which reluctant seductress (she is more a submissive) and rich wife CAROL WHITE seduces and dominates her temporary maid.
3. Turning Contest: A Delicious Model, in which seductress and casting agent PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute 19-year-old model who is auditioning for a part in the new Matt Damon movie.
4. Turning Contest: A Desperate Asian, in which black professor CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a shy Japanese student in her office.
5. Turning Contest: A Dominated Thief, in which store owner VERONICA STONE molests an 18-year-old who tried to steal from her store.
6. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bday Girl, in which married seductress JASMINE JONES molests, seduces and fucks a 21-year-old birthday girl at a club.
7. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bride 2 Be, in which JASMINE JONES continues her night at the club by seducing a friend of the birthday girl as well as a bride-to-be at her bachelorette party.
8. Turning Contest: A Edible Waitress, in which CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a cute, big breasted, 18-year-old waitress at an open-all-night diner.
9. Turning Contest: A Fashionable Cutie, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute Victoria's Secret saleswoman in a change room.
10. Turning Contest: A Fateful Birthday, in which CAROL WHITE seduces a chubby girl at the beach and doubles down on a peeping Belle.
11. Turning Contest: A Former Student, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into a former student, goes back to her place and seduces her slyly.
12. Turning Contest: A Friend in Need, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces, somewhat by accident, her good friend who just caught her husband sucking cock in her kitchen.
13. Turning Contest: A Friend of Amy's, in which VERONICA STONE gets her third turn with a surprisingly quirky nerd with the assistance of her first seduction (turn 1: A Beautiful Blonde).
14. Turning Contest: A Girl Guide's Sis, in which JASMINE JONES seduces an 18-year-old selling cookies for her younger sister and who just happens to be her own daughter's cross-town rival.
15. Turning Contest: A Hit & Lick, in which CRYSTAL WATSON is hit from behind at a red light by a teen girl and uses the opportunity to get not one, but two turns seducing the nerdish driver and her Muslim friend.
16. Turning Contest: A Kinky Cuckquean, in which VERONICA STONE catches two teens having sex in one of her dressing rooms and uses it to blackmail them into submitting sexually to her.
17. Turning Contest: A Kismet Encounter, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into her daughter's grade three teacher in line at a coffee shop and brings her home for a sweet seduction.
18. Turning Contest: A Lick for a Raise, in which VERONICA STONE turns a good employee who may be trying to blackmail her, into a pussy licking and strap-on taking pet.
19. Turning Contest: A Lick Shop, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces and turns a mother and daughter individually at a fancy dress shop.
20. Turning Contest: A Lift, in which PORTIA JAMES picks up and turns an elderly woman stranded on the side of the road.
21. Turning Contest: A Maître D, in which PORTIA JAMES continues her hot streak seducing a young southern belle at a five-star restaurant.
22. Turning Contest: A Makeover, in which CRYSTAL WATSON with her daughter's help seduces a shy nerd using vegetables as an appetizer.
23. Turning Contest: A Mommy Fantasy, in which CAROL WHITE meets up with a young stranger to role-play a wicked Mommy lesbian fantasy.
Turning Contest: A Mormon Visit
Veronica got out of the shower and immediately checked the scoreboard on her phone on the counter and almost lost it.
Score at 7:47 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 7
Portia: 7
Veronica: 5
Jasmine: 4
Carol: 3
"What the fuck?" she cursed, seeing she was all alone in third and two turns behind. This was unacceptable. She knew this would be a battle, but she thought five already was a damn good start, but seeing Portia erupt with a whole bunch was concerning.
She threw on her robe and headed to her bedroom. She needed a plan to get more turns tonight. She was grabbing a pair of panties when the doorbell rang.
"Damn!" she snapped and began to step into the undies to be at least a little bit better armored before finding out who was bothering her this time of night on a weekend. But her irritation over falling behind in the contest had her Irish up and she tossed the panties on the bed and stalked downstairs to get the door. Peeking through the peep hole she was surprised to see two girls. They both looked to be late high school or early college age and were both in conservative blouses and wearing name tags. If they hadn't been girls, Veronica would have assumed they were Mormon missionaries. While she couldn't tell who they were, she could see that both were pretty and looked very sweet and innocent. The anger at the interruption instantly changed to interest as she wondered if maybe there was a turn right there on her front porch, perhaps even a double turn.
So, the redhead gave her head and body a shake to turn her demeanor from bitchy to welcoming, opened the door and greeted warmly, "Hello."
The blonde half of the pair said, "Hello," with a sunny smile, then asked, "Are you familiar with The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints?"
Veronica was surprised, they were Mormons. As far as she knew only men would go door to door proselytizing. She was authentically curious about that and even more so about the two girls, who were almost certainly virgins in every possible way and perfect turn candidates. Sure, it would likely be a lot more challenging than other turns, but they both looked worth the effort. She replied to the blonde's question with, "A little, but I didn't know women could be missionaries."
The All-American beauty replied, "Oh, that is a myth, women have been missionaries for a long time. The only difference is that men can start their missionary work at eighteen, while we have to wait until nineteen, like we both are now."
"I see," Veronica said, checking out her potential quarry, both in semi-long skirts, with pantyhose and flat shoes.
"Do you have to wear pantyhose in this heat?" Veronica asked, then added, reading the blonde's name tag, "Sister Aria."
"While some of the LDS congregations have changed their policy regarding pantyhose during missions and church services, ours is not one of them," Aria said, feeling quite sweaty after a long day of doing the Lord's work. It was a bone of contention among some of the younger women in their congregation.
"I see," Veronica nodded. "I'm assuming that was a male-made decision."
"You're probably right," Aria agreed with a small grin, using the light moment to create common ground with this woman, which her training had taught her could keep the door open so she might have the chance to really have some impact on this woman's life and spirit. "By the way, as you already noticed, I am Sister Aria, and this is Sister Danica."
"It's a pleasure to meet you, my name is Veronica." The red-headed MILF smiled warmly, extending her hand first to Aria and then to Danica.
"Nice to meet you too," Aria said, again speaking for the two of them.
"Does your sister talk?" Veronica asked, seeing the brunette looking very shy.
"Today is her first day of missionary work," Aria explained.
"Don't worry," Veronica said, purposely being corny, "I don't bite." Although that would be a lie.
Aria laughed, perhaps a little too fake, but it had been a long day of rejection and even some personal attacks and this woman seemed very nice and pleasant. "In fact, we are doing some work in the community about people's view of work and home balance and we would love to have a few minutes of your time to get your input."
"Sure, why not?" Veronica said, after a brief hesitation, wanting to make it look like she wasn't too eager to allow these two ripe young women into her home.
"May we just step inside?" Aria asked, having been trained that if they got this far, to be a little more forward. According to the Elders who had mentored them, you actually allowed yourself in at this point, but neither she nor Danica were remotely that brazen.
"Of course, please come inside and get out of that heat," Veronica offered generously, moving aside to allow both to enter her home.
The girls took their flats off revealing neither had painted toenails as she suspected.
Veronica led them into the living room and the two girls sat beside each other on a loveseat while Veronica sat across from them on the sofa. She said, "Sorry for my casual attire, but you caught me just getting out of the shower."
"We're sorry for catching you at a bad time," Aria said, "but we're happy you were courteous enough to answer and invite us in."
"My pleasure," Veronica said, sure the two wouldn't catch on to the real meaning of those two words. She looked at Danica who still hadn't spoken but sensed was admiring her. Could Danica be a lesbian? Was that allowed in the Mormon world? "But I have a few questions I'm curious about. May I go first?"
"Of course, ma'am," Aria replied.
"Please, call me Veronica, people call my mom ma'am," Veronica warmly said, although it was true she didn't like the term.
"Of course, Veronica, what is your first question?"
"What is with your dress code? I mean you dress substantially differently from the other girls in the neighbourhood your age or who shop at my store."
"We do have a somewhat strict dress code, although not as strict as it used to be. One that emphasizes modesty in all aspects of appearance," Aria explained.
"So, the Mormon God wants you to dress boring?"
Aria laughed, "Not boring, well, okay, perhaps it is a little boring. We are supposed to have our shoulders, chest and knees covered and not wear anything that is too tight or revealing."
"Well, what fun is that?" Veronica joked.
"Our mission is to help others find God," Danica spoke for the first time. "Dressing modestly helps keep the focus on that message instead of on us." She had been nervous all day but now felt extra nervous because she found this woman absolutely beautiful. No one, not a single soul, not even her sister Aria had any clue that she was only attracted to girls.
"She speaks," Veronica smiled. "But my question is, when do you have fun?"
"Missionary days are lots of fun, spreading the word and helping others," Aria explained.
"Is that true, Danica?" Veronica asked, seeing the brunette as the weak one here. "Are you having fun today?"
Danica paused, not wanting to say anything negative but also not wanting to lie. Truth be told, she'd only come on the mission due to family tradition backed by the nagging of her mother. And the many negative reactions they'd had so far could end up making her hate this completely. She went with a piece of truth. "It's been very rewarding when we've been able to help someone open themselves up to allowing Jesus into their life." Then she couldn't stop herself from adding, "I just wish that happened more often, a lot of people just aren't very nice."
"That doesn't sound like a ringing endorsement," Veronica said as she stood up. "I have a few more questions and then I'll also answer yours. Can I get you sisters a drink?"
"A water would be heavenly," Aria answered.
"Heavenly," Veronica smiled, "you are too cute. I'll be right back," she said, thinking it would really be heavenly to help them discover the joys their God had created in their young, ripe bodies.
As she poured two glasses of water and then a glass of wine for herself, she could faintly hear Aria scolding Danica.
"You can't say you don't like doing missionary work, it's one of our core purposes."
"Sorry, I can't lie," Danica said, although her whole life was a lie. The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints' rules were full of confusing contradictions, like the fact they distinguished between same-sex attraction and same-sex behaviour. While having attraction for someone with the same gender as you was not a sin, acting on it in any real way was.
"I don't want you to lie," Aria replied. "But when you answer like that you hinder the message from the Lord."
"Sorry," Danica sighed, wishing this day would be over.
Veronica returned and as she placed the glasses of water down, she said, "I'm sorry for eavesdropping, but I could hear you from the kitchen. I don't think God wants you to lie about who you really are either."
As Veronica said this, she stared at Danica, sensing that she was holding something back, that perhaps she had questions about her sexuality.
"Yes, Veronica, you are right," Aria nodded, trying to pacify the woman so she could continue to do God's work. Or perhaps even start since they hadn't got on script yet.
"I'll be right back, I just need to get dressed," Veronica said, although her plan for getting dressed was going to be very unorthodox.
While in her bedroom, she checked her phone and sighed. There has been another update. Luckily, it was only Carol who she didn't take as a serious threat, but still. She grabbed a black thong, black thigh highs, a leather skirt, and a white blouse... leaving the bra on the bed. At the last second, she grabbed a garter belt, not that it was needed for thigh high stockings, but to add to the seduction by getting the girls, likely Danica, involved.
Score at 7:53 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 7
Portia: 7
Veronica: 5
Carol:4
Jasmine: 4
After their hostess left, both girls drank over half the water. Danica, getting just a little more comfortable and gaining a little confidence from Veronica's words, said, "Why haven't any of our older sisters fought to get the dress code changed like others have?"
"I don't know," Aria said. "But it isn't our place to question any of our elders."
"But all I ever want to do is question our elders," Danica said, finally beginning to reveal just a smidge of her truth.
"Danica!"
"I'm serious," Danica said, on a bit of a roll, "things need to change. These male-dominated rules and the rigid hierarchy are old fashioned, outdated and sexist."
"Danica, we can have this talk at another time," Aria said sternly, "right now we have the Lord's work to do."
"The entire society is outdated and sexist," Veronica said, returning still in her robe, with her clothes in her hand.
"Sorry, you had to hear that, ma'am," Aria apologized. "It's been a long day."
"But nothing Danica said is wrong," Veronica continued, this olive branch perfect to open up their minds to liberation... both sexually and for the growing feminine movement.
"Thank you, Veronica," Danica said, "but Sister Aria is correct, this wasn't the place to have this conversation."
"I disagree," Veronica said, as she sat down, "this is the perfect place. So, my next question, one that may make you a little uncomfortable, is, what is the church's view on lesbianism?"
Danica's eyes went wide and in a heartbeat Veronica knew this young lady was a lesbian or very, very curious.
"While it's not a sin to be attracted to someone of the same sex, it is a sin to act on it," Aria explained.
"Isn't that incredibly contradictory?" Veronica asked as she reached for a black thigh high stocking. She was going to tempt the fuck out of these two girls, especially Danica.
"They are still trying to work out their views in this ever-changing world," Aria explained.
"Whose views? Men's? Elders'? Are women equally involved in these conversations and decisions?" Veronica asked as she rolled a stocking up and prepared to put it on... about to do the opposite of a strip tease but with, she hoped, a similar impact: lust.



"I was thinking the same thing," Danica said, this woman saying more than any of her veteran sisters.
"Danica!"
Veronica began slowly rolling the stocking up her leg knowing it was a sensual act and one she hoped would tease both of them, but definitely Danica who she was confident was lesbian curious. "Don't scold her. She is speaking her mind. It's something every woman has to be brave enough to do."
"Sorry, Veronica," Aria said, perplexed as to why the woman was getting dressed right in front of them and a little distracted. "We do perhaps have a slightly rigid protocol."
"Slightly?" Danica scoffed, even as her eyes were fixed on the woman putting the nylons on. She couldn't explain it, but it was very erotic.
"Danica, what has gotten into you?" Aria asked. Danica was always so soft-spoken and submissive like a good Mormon. If anything, she was the wild one.
"Nothing, sorry," Danica apologized, although her eyes were transfixed on the nylon going up the older woman's leg.
"I'm the one who's sorry," Veronica apologized too, as she extended her leg fully and aimed her silky sole directly towards Danica as she finished pulling the lace top thigh high onto her thigh, "I didn't mean to stir anything up. But, if I am hearing correctly, you can be attracted to someone of the same sex, but it only becomes a sin if you act on it?"
"Yes, that is correct," Aria said, looking at the pantyhose that apparently were not pantyhose.
"So, in the Mormon faith, you can be your true self inside your mind, but if you try to live as your true self, it's considered a sin?" Veronica asked as she wiggled her toes briefly before moving her foot back down.
"Yes," Danica said, disappointed to see the foot disappear. She had never considered a woman's legs or feet to be a sexual thing, but at the moment she did. Also, these were clearly not pantyhose, but some other kind of nylon and that intrigued her.
"No, it's not like that at all," Aria interjected, hating when non-Mormons spun their beliefs in a different way.
"Yes, it is exactly that," Danica said, annoyed that Aria didn't see it that way.
"There is temptation everywhere and same-sex relationships are another temptation and a test of faith," Aria explained.
"Do you believe that, Danica?" Veronica asked.
"I'm not sure anymore," Danica admitted as she watched the woman begin to put on the second nylon. She hadn't registered the brightly red painted toenails before, but she did this time; they really did make the woman's foot even more enticing. And when she pulled the stocking over the cute digits, the color was still visible through the sheer material.
"Danica!" Aria said yet again, continuing to be surprised by her lack of respect for her faith.
"I don't mean to divide you two or question your own faith," Veronica said, although that was exactly what she was trying to do, having questioned religion her whole life with its old-fashioned values and male-dominated hierarchy. "But having old men decide how young girls should live their lives seems rather ridiculous to me."
Aria was getting frustrated with the conversation and also unsettled by how mesmerizing it was to watch the slender fingers unroll the dark, silky material up over the smooth, pale skin. She gave herself a mental shake and said, "I think perhaps we have taken up too much of your time."
"You don't want to share the gospel with me?" Veronica asked, enjoying the glint of humour in Danica's eyes and the slight frustration in Aria's. These two girls were very different, but both were possible turns and Danica was an almost sure thing if she could keep her here, especially if she could keep her here without Aria.
"Yes, yes we do," Aria said.
"You know, I did used to go to church every Sunday, my best friend was a minister's daughter," Veronica explained, as she slowly slithered the second stocking up her leg in the most erotic and hypnotic way she could. She knew she had Danica in a lustful trance and the girl was obviously captivated by her.
"So, you understand the importance of the Lord and his word?" Aria said.
"I understand the Bible is a good book to live by," Veronica said, as she stood up, ostensibly to finish pulling up her second stocking, but really to model her shapely legs in their sexy coverings. Her robe ended mid-thigh, so the two seated women had a straight-on view of the strong lines and soft curves of her pin-up quality gams. The seductress continued with, "But it does have some rather contradictory messaging and its treatment of man and woman as equal is not really lived the way it is described."
"What contradictions?" Aria asked, having always been trained to defend the Lord's words against non-believers. Yet, she couldn't tell just yet if this woman was a believer or not.
"Well, the rules of the Sabbath for example," Veronica said, "and bear with me if I don't word them right, it has been some time since I read the Bible. But in Exodus it says, Remember the Sabbath day, to keep it holy."
"Exodus 20:8," Aria added the details.
"Yes, exactly," Veronica nodded, as she bent over to take up the garter belt from the pile of clothes on the sofa, "but in Romans 14, I believe the Bible makes this clear guideline an option, it says something like, 'One man esteemeth one day above another: another esteemeth every day alike. Let every man be fully persuaded in his own mind'."
Aria hated that Veronica was correct, but said, "Perhaps, but true followers follow the Sabbath."
"But can't I make up my own mind and do as I please on the Sabbath and still be seen as a loyal follower of the Lord?" Veronica asked, as she loosened the tie of her robe and opened it a bit, although not yet enough to reveal her firm tits or shaved pussy.
"Not in The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints," Aria answered.
"Well, that is a little rigid and contradictory, is it not?" Veronica asked. "Regardless," she said, not wanting to get Aria so mad she left before she could plant all the seeds of seduction and see them come to fruition... Danica, Veronica's Eve. "How about Genesis vs John and seeing God?"
"How so?" Aria asked. Although annoyed by this woman, she was impressed with her knowledge of the Bible, very few women today knew any of it.
"Well, has he been seen or not?" Veronica asked as she finished opening her robe in order that she might be seen. "Genesis says he has been seen face to face, while John says no man has ever seen him. How can both be true?"
"Ma'am. What are you doing?" Aria asked, stunned to see the woman open her robe and expose her naked body to them, well, naked except for those sheer, black stockings that looked so arresting on the redhead's pale form.
Danica's eyes went wide but in an intrigued, excited way.
"Girls, there is nothing wrong with seeing another woman naked. God created us and we are all equal creatures of the Lord regardless of our differences. You have been taught that He also clothed us after the original sin made us aware of our nakedness. But do you actually think God would want His lovely creatures He created to hide themselves with clothing?
"I believe instead that clothing is merely a man-made invention designed to help us deal with harsher climates as we spread across the globe. Since then, it has evolved to serve purposes like bright plumage on some birds, as a way for us to further enhance the beauty God blessed each of us with." She stood with legs spread and hands holding her robe open. "Can you see how my stockings serve to showcase the inherent beauty in a woman's naked limbs?"
Aria had never heard this logic. True, Adam and Eve were born completely naked and yet the Lord had also caused them to be clothed after their fall from grace. But this woman's words felt true, clothing was a man-made invention, exercising their God-given cleverness, rather than a lasting mark of shame issued by a theoretically loving and forgiving God. She wasn't sure how to answer this.
Danica couldn't stop staring no matter how hard she tried. She was having no trouble absorbing how the striking woman's feminine attributes had been elevated by the simple addition of two flimsy pieces of material.
Veronica on a roll put the garter belt on as she slyly smiled at Danica admiring her although the brunette finally turned away and her cheeks burned red. Veronica didn't wait for an answer as she continued, "I could go on and on, from the concept of Human Sacrifice that differs in Leviticus and Judges, the crazy debate of circumcising where Genesis makes it clear men must have it done, while Galatians stresses Christ will be of no advantage to you if you get it done. Not to mention the wild polar opposite pieces of resurrecting the dead where Job says, 'he that goeth down to the grave shall come up no more,' while John says, 'the hour is coming, in which all that are in the graves shall hear his voice, and shall come forth...."
"Yes, that last one is defended by the concept that the day will come when the Lord shall come and gather all his loyal disciples living or dead," Aria defended, even though she was getting overwhelmed by these fair challenges to the book she thought she knew inside and out.
Veronica walked over to Danica sitting dazed on the love seat and asked, "Would you be a dear and place these clasps on my stocking tops? I'm afraid I have some early-onset arthritis in my hands," she lied, "that sometimes makes this a challenging task."
"Um, sure," Danica said, as suddenly the woman's vagina was right in front of her, and she finally registered that it had no hair on it. How was that even possible? Also, the vagina had a slight wetness to it.
"Danica, you don't have to do that!" Aria said, standing up. Danica, meanwhile, was already grasping the first clasp as she studied their layout and tried to determine how the complicated-looking contraption went together.
"Wait," Veronica said, in a firm tone, holding up one palm to Aria. "Sit down. I invited you into my home to hear about the gospel and we are not done. I still have more questions, and you have not offered me any real answers."
Aria felt her cheeks go red, but she sat down, her eyes drawn irresistibly to the movements of Danica's hands as her brunette companion took the strap hanging down in front of Veronica's left thigh and connected it in a straight line to the top of that stocking.
"Thank you," Veronica said, soothingly as Danica put the first clasp of six on. "Explain to me the ultimate power of God contradiction where in Matthew 19:26 he said, 'with God all things are possible,' while in Judges it says, 'The LORD was with Judah; and he drave out the inhabitants of the mountain; but could not drive out the inhabitants of the valley, because they had chariots of iron.' If he is all-powerful, why can't he drive out the inhabitants of the valley?"
"God allows us to make choices," Aria explained. "He allows men to discover their own course."
"Ah, and there is perhaps the biggest contradiction of all," the older woman said. "You say God allows us to make our own choices, to choose our own course, basically, that he's given us free will. But how does that jibe with an all-knowing God who has a distinct plan for each and every one of us?
"But let's stay with what you said for now, I mean, you are visiting people to try and help them make better choices with their free will, right? Or actually, what you said was, that men are free to discover their own course. But why doesn't He allow that same courtesy to women, why are we relegated to following the choices of men who think of us as chattel? That, Aria, is my biggest frustration with the bible, with organized religion in general. The lack of representation of women's voices, followers' blind faith in picking and choosing what is best for their narrative, and the constant contradictions. I mean, don't even get me started on the whole eye for an eye thing, while we're also supposed to turn the other cheek."
Aria and Veronica both stood silent after the temptress's rant. Aria from the barrage of unanswerable questions and Veronica from surprise at her own vehemence.
Danica, however, found herself in even more awe of this amazing woman. Finishing securing the second clasp at the outside of the naked woman's left thigh, the scent of the woman's vagina very subtle but drawing her in, she said, trying to be involved, "I've always wondered about the lack of female voices in the Bible."
"We know it was written by a bunch of nomads and while overall it's a good way to live life," Veronica continued in a less strident tone, "I wouldn't say it is a book to live by word for word... especially if you are a woman."
"I agree," Danica said, lifting her head to look into the woman's eyes but mostly registering her firm, beautiful breasts as she moved to the clasp hanging in front of her right thigh.
"Danica!" Aria gasped again, feeling oddly weird around this woman and uncomfortable with her state of dress, which was somehow even more provocative than mere nudity. "We really should get going," she said, desperate to remove them from the clear danger this Jezebel represented.
"Please don't," Veronica said, sounding purposely worried they would leave, "I'm really enjoying this conversation, and I get so few visitors."
"At least let me finish helping Veronica with these clasps," Danica said as she hooked up the fourth strap, on the outside of the woman's right thigh.
"Fine," Aria said, crossing her arms and sighing in a way that definitely wasn't fine.
Veronica shrugged out of her robe completely and tossed it aside. "This will make it easier to do the back clasps." She spun slowly around anticlockwise so that her naked ass was aimed first at Aria, seated on Danica's left, before ending up directly in the brunette's face. Both girls couldn't help but register that the butt of the woman twice their age was still as firm and round as either of their own.
"Yes, ma'am, this is perfect," Danica said dreamily, as she had to restrain herself from leaning forward to kiss the pale bottom framed so beautifully by the sexy nylons and naughty belt.
"You're naked!" Aria gasped.
"Just as the Lord originally meant us to be," Veronica responded casually.
"Not like this," Aria replied exasperated, bewildered by this surreal situation.
Ignoring that, Veronica carried on steamrolling the poor, devout missionary. "The other issue with the Bible is the blunt assertion that a woman should just be a submissive to her husband," she said.
"That is what the Lord wanted."
"Or was that what the men who wrote this wanted, calling it the word of God to keep the thousands of years of female oppression going?" Veronica questioned. "It's been centuries and even though we have a Bill of Rights and a World Charter, men and women are still not treated as equals."
"Each has their own purpose."
"You don't actually believe that, do you?" Veronica asked, twisting at the waist to look back at Danica.
"No, ma'am, I don't," Danica answered, "it's always been my biggest issue with my faith and our congregation."
"Danica, we are leaving now," Aria ordered, again standing up.
"No, I'm not," Danica responded defiantly, "I am enjoying having this conversation."
"You see," Veronica said, facing front again and pooching out her bottom so its round globes really stood out to the girls' staring eyes, "you two are doing exactly what men want you to do. I say, fight. Can you imagine how powerful it would be if all women spoke with the same voice?"
"Yes," Danica said with excitement as she pulled the fifth strap tightly across the smooth buttock to clasp it to the stocking on Veronica's right leg.
The older woman was loving how her costume assistant's hands brushed across her bare ass, probably unconsciously on the girl's part. But she worked to keep her mind focused on the discussion, still hoping to bring the blonde over to her side as well. "My favourite quote from the entire Bible is from Thessalonians 5:11, as it is one of the few that can be used to unite women and start a movement. 'Therefore encourage one another and build each other up, just as in fact I'm trying to do for you.'" Veronica slightly paraphrasing the ending for her own purpose.
"That isn't about women," Aria said, still standing.
"It can be interpreted by readers however they choose to do so," Veronica corrected. "As you see your role as one to guide others to the Lord, I see mine as to guide women to their true calling."
"And what is that?" Aria asked, wanting to storm out, but not wanting to leave Danica alone here. Plus, sisters looked after sisters and Danica was being brainwashed by this devious woman who spun the great Lord's words for her own mischievous aims.
Having finished the fifth one, Danica moved her hands slowly to the woman's other cheek, subtly dragging her fingertips over the smooth, soft skin. She was completely captivated by this woman. Her body was feeling things it had never really felt before, or at least never to this extreme level of intensity. Her vagina was burning and she even felt a little wetness leak out of her.
"To help women speak up for their true selves," Veronica said. "Since the Bible has handcuffed women for centuries."
"It has not handcuffed women," Aria said, although deep down she felt this woman was speaking some truths.
Feeling that Danica had connected the last strap, Veronica again spun slowly around and posed, with legs spread a bit to let her turn candidates take in the full effect, while continuing with her introduction to Women's Truth 101. "I helped the reverend's daughter find her truth amidst the plethora of lies in the Bible and the cruelty of man," Veronica said, which was a true story from her senior year of high school. She then looked down directly at Danica, "And I can do the same for you."
"Please do," Danica said, looking up at this beautiful, engaging woman.
"And how did you do that?" Aria demanded, trying to break the woman's spell over her companion.
"Watch," Veronica said to Aria and then reached down to Danica and pulled her up onto her feet. Taking the risk, she leaned forward and kissed the dark-haired young beauty.
Danica's eyes went wide as the first pair of lips to ever touch hers sexually, romantically, belonged to a beautiful older woman.
"Danica!" Aria gasped, reaching out and pulling Danica away.
Veronica knew she was in a precarious position and thought perhaps she should have waited a little longer, but she had great instincts and sensed the time was now. She asked, taking Danica's left hand, "You are a lesbian, aren't you, Danica?"
"I-I-I don't know," she stammered, being literally torn two ways by two opposing women and two different viewpoints.
"Now, Danica, we need to go now," Aria urged.
"You can go and continue living this rigid life where no one knows the real you," Veronica said, seeing the confusion in the brunette's eyes... and seeing just how lost she was. This was no longer just a turn for the competition, but a turn to allow a woman to speak her truth. "Or you can stay and we can discover the real you and your real truth."
"I don't know my real truth," Danica said, looking at her sister and then back to this wise woman.
"Danica, don't let Satan enter your soul," Aria stressed, desperate to save her sister.
"Satan?" Danica asked, this annoying her.
"I am not Satan and your feelings are not coming from Satan," Veronica said, the rigid sister helping her by being so extreme. "They are natural and come from the heart."
"Sorry, I didn't mean Satan, sister," Aria said, softening her tone. "You're just not thinking straight."
"Do you want to kiss me again, Danica?" Veronica asked, looking softly into her eyes.
Danica desperately did. The brief intimacy had warmed her entire being and although she knew it was wrong, at least according to her sexist, fear-mongering faith, it had felt so right. She looked at Aria, and replied, as she tugged her hand away, "Sorry, Sister, but I need to do this."



"No, you don't," Aria said, just as Danica leaned towards the older woman and kissed her.
Veronica pulled the nineteen-year-old close against her body, wrapped her arms around her and enveloped her in a safe, sweet cocoon.
"Danica, you need to come with me right now," Aria said, watching her sister sin and feeling helpless to do anything.
"Or you can stay here and I'll help you discover your true sensual self," Veronica said, breaking the kiss and looking into her eyes.
Ignoring Aria, Danica said, in a soft whisper, "Please show me."
"You may stay and watch or leave," Veronica offered Aria, although she was pretty sure one of the missionaries' cardinal rules was to always be in twos.
"I can't leave," Aria said, wishing she was allowed to bring their cellphones so she could call for guidance, for help. "I must stay with her."
"As you wish," Veronica smiled, as she moved her left hand to her own pussy and slid two fingers inside. She pumped them for just a few seconds while resuming kissing the sweet girl. She then pulled them out and moved them to Danica's lips, "Here my pretty girl, taste what the Lord created."
Danica opened her mouth as Aria screamed, "Don't do it! Those were in her vagina!"
Danica saw the wetness on the fingers and ignored Aria's screeching voice as she obediently opened her mouth.
"Good girl," the red-headed seductress purred, as she slid her wet fingers into the teen's mouth.
"Oh, my God!" Aria said, frustrated, and then realized she'd used the Lord's name in vain.
Danica couldn't believe what was happening or just how amazing the taste was as she first used her tongue to tentatively lick off the woman's bodily fluids, then tightened her lips around the slender digits and began to suck with vigor.
As Veronica watched the pretty girl suck on her fingers and extract all her sweet juices, she said to Aria, "Do you realize that the Lord gifted women with this exotic taste that can't be made any other way than through vaginal stimulation?"
"It's an internal lubricant, meant to assist a man and woman as they consecrate their marriage and work to build a family, it's not to be tasted," Aria countered.
"If it's just a natural lubricant, why did the Lord give it one of, if not the most exquisite, unique tastes in the world? And why make it only available through a woman's sexual excitement if he did not mean for women to enjoy sex and for both men and women to engage in more than just intercourse as they seek to please each other?" Veronica withdrew her fingers from the teen's mouth. "Want more, honey?" she asked.
"Yes, please," Danica instantly replied, without a moment of hesitation. All the words this woman was saying made sense to her.
"That taste is meant for a man," Aria explained, as she watched the woman take Danica's hands in hers and rotate the two of them 180 degrees, so the loveseat was now at Veronica's back. "It's for a woman's husband alone," she almost pleaded as the agent of the Devil sat down at the edge of the sofa and spread her legs, causing the naked gash at their apex to open obscenely.
Veronica made clear what she thought of restricting female ambrosia strictly to men. "Come here, Danica, come discover what heaven tastes like directly from the source where He created it."
"Heaven," Danica sighed quietly, kneeling between the woman's spread legs.
"Danica, don't," Aria said, "you will be sinning."
"I can't live this way any longer, Aria," Danica said, as she placed her hands on her earthly savior's knees but looked up at Aria. "I've known I'm a lesbian for some time now, and I've been in love with you for even longer, but if I have to leave the church to be who I really am, then so be it."
"You love me?" Aria asked, stunned by the declaration.
"I'm completely in love with you," Danica said, "but the torture of not being able to reveal my feelings or act on them in any way has made me miserable for way too long." Feeling her heart breaking, and feeling her mood of desire also fading, she turned to Veronica and buried her face in the wet vagina before she could change her mind.
Veronica was surprised by the sudden turn and saw now a new, different, far more confused look in Aria's eyes. The girl had obviously never once considered such a possibility as her long-time friend being in love with her - that way. Yet, at this moment she was. The red-headed MILF saw a clearer path to turning, and in her mind saving, both of these young women. "That's it, Danica, share the special love between women with me. I know you've dreamed of kissing a woman's most private parts, now indulge yourself, knowing it's no sin, merely the truth of your God-given nature."
Even more than most first-timers, the girl was tentative. Veronica realized it likely came from not even having much knowledge of her own body's pleasure points if masturbation had also been preached against. She thrust outwards a bit and swiveled her hips, pressing harder against the teen's face. "Yes, that's it, Danica, kiss and lick me all over. Explore me as you've dreamed of, I hope it's all you imagined."
"So good," Danica replied, mesmerized by the flavor that was, like Veronica had proclaimed, unlike anything else she had ever tasted.
"It would be even better if I hadn't just showered and washed away all the natural feminine juices of the day," Veronica added, always preferring to eat a pussy after a full day's marinade over one fresh out of the shower, though she would certainly never turn one down.
"I can't imagine a better taste than this," Danica said, as she felt her body burning with desire. Somehow, licking another woman was making her own vagina tingle and dampen.
Aria watched in what was a tornado of confusion. Part of her knew this was wrong and Danica had already crossed the line of no return; part of her was processing the shocking reality that her best sister was in love with her; part of her was struggling to understand the feelings growing inside of her own body as her vagina was feeling different than it had ever felt before.
"Do Mormon sisters masturbate?" Veronica asked, seeing the confusion in Aria's face that further hinted a second turn was still possible. The blonde's strong condemnation had at first made her assume a double turn was not a possibility, but now she wondered... could she even get these two sisters to explore their feelings for each other? It was obvious Aria cared for Danica; it just was less obvious if she would cross the line the way her fellow sister was currently doing.
"No, it's a sin," Aria answered. "It leads you to become so focused on your own self-pleasure that you cannot properly focus on and take pleasure from your husband or wife, thus stealing from the sanctity of your marriage."
Veronica mentally paused and gave the Elders their due, what the girl said could come true in a marriage without open communication. But in the majority, it was just another way to keep followers, especially women, restricted.
"Tell me," she asked the blonde, "did Satan put lust and desire into our bodies, did he corrupt God's work?"
"Of course not!" exclaimed the missionary. "Satan could not pollute God's work, he can only tempt us to follow unrighteous paths."
"So, the pleasure I feel from what Danica is doing to me, the joy she is obviously feeling in exploring me intimately, and those strange, tingly feelings you yourself are feeling right now in your groin and breasts were all put there by God and thus are all part of his plan for us."
Danica just kept licking, she couldn't be bothered to interject in a conversation that would just annoy her, but she was happy to hear that Veronica was enjoying her ministrations. And the woman was absolutely correct about Danica's own joy, she didn't want to stop licking for even a second. She didn't know what would happen the minute she left this house, but she knew she couldn't go back to the denial of her true self anymore.
Aria's mouth dropped open, embarrassed that the woman knew about the butterflies in her tummy, or perhaps they were lightning bugs, because they kept sending shocks to her clitoris and nipples, just as Veronica described. Still, she tried for a rejoinder, to fight back against the sin that was coming for them. However, before she could articulate anything sensible, Veronica held up a palm and continued.
"I will grant you that some people can be overcome by the pursuit of their desires, but that is not the automatic response of the vast majority. What I see instead, is that God has given us bodies capable of feeling and delivering so much pleasure, yet long-dead men whose goal was to form a new religion, in the worldly circumstances of the time, made rules that said these God-given abilities were to be denied unless in service of growing the numbers of the faithful." Men's religions really could be fucked up, Veronica thought, as she often had. Their grasp for power over people had started wars over it, led to countries hating each other over it, caused laws to be passed with a punishment of death if broken, all while professing that, Thou shalt not kill.
"It's pleasure that is meant for when you are married," Aria said, clinging desperately to her catechisms. "Seeking it out alone leads to a hollowing of the spirit, while sharing it with your life partner strengthens your bond and enriches your shared spirituality."
Again, Veronica believed part of what the girl said was true, just as she believed there was a God, how else could you explain this crazy, beautiful world? However, the parts of organized religions that taught He had created feminine bodies for the sole purpose of succoring men and carrying babies, just didn't wash with women being fully realized humans of their own accord.
"Yes," she said, "sex with a partner, man or woman, who cares about your needs is more fulfilling than masturbation. But masturbation is a wonderful way for a young person to learn about her own sexuality without having to take on partners before she is really ready, and it remains a wonderful outlet for our passions throughout our lives.
"I think that those who wrote the so-called scriptures and the thousands of men since then continue to want you to limit yourself only to the pleasures that they bring you as another form of their control over you." She chuckled bitterly. "And they definitely don't want you to learn how bad so many of them are at fulfilling your pleasure except accidentally while pursuing their own."
Aria felt she finally understood Jesus's trials in the wilderness and quoted from the Church's Doctrine and Covenants. "He suffered temptations, but gave no heed to them," she said, all the while taking in the juicy sounds and enticing aroma emanating from the junction of Danica's mouth and the temptress's privates.
"So, you feel Danica is giving in to sin, giving in to evil, when she allows herself to partake of the pleasures that God himself has designed into our bodies?"
Aria could only nod, lips pressed grimly together as she took in the nipples standing so erect on the woman's firm breasts and struggled not to wish for Danica to adjust her head so that Aria could actually see her tongue making contact with the sinner's obviously dripping sex.
"You are talking like a green girl."
"A green girl?"
"Someone who isn't capable of thinking for herself," Veronica said, even as she moaned from the eager tongue of this virgin pussy licker.
"I can too!"
"Then do so," Veronica said. "Stop spewing the gospel written by men two thousand years ago and think like a woman of the twenty-first century."
"And how do I do that?"
"Answer me a few questions."
"Fine."
"Oh, that's it, Danica, right there," Veronica suddenly moaned, wanting to encourage her and to keep the lesbian act in the head of her next possible prey. "Sorry," she gasped at Aria, "your sister eats pussy very good for a first-timer."
"Thank you," Danica said, thrilled to get a compliment, those being sparse during her entire Mormon existence.
"So, what is the question?" Aria asked, her vagina still tingling beyond her control.
"Do you have any feelings for Danica?" Veronica asked.
"Of course, she is my sister," Aria replied.
"No, I mean do you have any romantic or sexual feelings for your sister as she has said she has for you?"
Aria froze. She had never once considered it, at least until Danica declared her love for her. That, mixed with the sinful lesbian act occurring right in front of her, had her very confused.
"Your lack of an answer is an answer," Veronica said, as Danica smiled at the conversation about her.
"No, it isn't," Aria corrected. "I'm just very overwhelmed right now."
"Because your mind has opened up to a whole new world, one where you don't have to be subservient to all men and your only real purpose is to marry one, have kids and become a domesticated housewife," Veronica accused, continuing to stir the pot.
"I don't know," Aria replied, so confused with all these mixed emotions spinning in her head.
"Is your pussy wet?" Veronica asked.
"Excuse me?"
"Is your pussy wet?" Veronica repeated. "It's a simple question. Either your pussy is wet, which is your body telling you that you are aroused at this moment, or you are as dry as the Sahara and that means none of this is turning you on."
"I do feel a little weird down there," Aria admitted, never one to lie and completely flustered by this sudden situation.
"Come over here," Veronica offered.
"I don't know," the hesitant young girl said, her body betraying her mind.
"Or just spread your legs a little and touch yourself," Veronica moaned, as Danica's tongue was really beginning to work her over good.
Danica listened intently but was also focused on continuing to lick this amazing-tasting vagina. She'd been trying to pay close attention to how Veronica responded to her various licks and kisses, and hearing the woman moan in direct response to a particular move on her part excited her further and sent pleasure chills through her entire body.
"That is wrong," Aria said in response to the obscene call and response between the two women, though in more of a whimper than a declaration.
"Say dead men and men trying to hold you down," Veronica stressed, repeating her mantra, knowing she was pushing this and then added, "You understand, Aria, I believe in God too. I'm a Christian. I just don't follow the dark Old Testament, nor do I believe I was born to be a submissive to a man."
"The Old Testament is dark," Aria nodded.
"So, come here. Come here and let me help you break the chains of repression you have lived with your entire life," Veronica offered gently, impressing herself with her ability to keep tying religion to the seduction. In truth, she wasn't lying, she believed in God, but other than weddings, baptisms and a funeral she hadn't entered a house of worship in years.
"I don't know," Aria said but felt herself shuffling closer.
"You need this, sister, you need to discover the truth and then you can make up your own mind," Veronica said.
"But what if I don't like it?" Aria asked, although she wasn't sure if she meant what her sister was currently doing which she was somewhat curious about or if she meant learning her entire faith was under male control for their purposes, not for God's. Yet, she moved right up next to the outside of one of the seductress's spread legs.
"Now let me see if you are wet," Veronica said. "Lift up your dress, my dear."
Danica wished she could see this, yet she wasn't going to move her head from this exact position and task until told to. So instead, she listened intently and began licking faster.
Aria, now completely captivated by this woman and being led by a fire inside her loins, lifted up her dress.
"Your sister's tongue has sped up its pace," Veronica moaned, as she moved her hand to the pantyhose and panty-clad pussy, "she must be excited for you to discover what she has already discovered. I see you too are excited. You are soaking wet."
"Ooooooh," Aria moaned, and her entire body twitched as her vagina was touched for the first time.
"Does this feel bad?" Veronica asked, as she gently rubbed the pussy through the two layers of clothing.
"Noooooo," Aria moaned, and admitted as her conflicting emotions continued the war inside her, "it feels very good. But that doesn't mean it's right."
"Do you really think the Lord would give you this gift of pleasure, but make it a sin, that he would torture us all like that?" Veronica asked, and this was a serious question she had for anyone who believed this. "The Lord created you to enjoy all aspects of life on earth and that includes sexual pleasure."
"That does make some sense," Aria acknowledged, wondering why there was so much fear-mongering over something that felt this good.
Veronica leaned forward a bit more, moved her hands to the girl's hips, and pulled the pantyhose and panties down to her knees, both exposing and hobbling her.
"What are you doing?" Aria asked, shocked to be suddenly half naked in front of the woman, but afraid to step away for fear of tripping and falling.
"Showing you the real pleasure only a woman can give another woman," Veronica said, as she moved her hands to the teen's ass, pulled her a little closer and awkwardly leaned in to lick the hairy pussy while still having hers licked.
"Oh my, oh my, oooooooh," Aria moaned loudly, and her eyes went wide, as the woman's tongue parted her vagina lips... instantly adding fuel to the fire burning in her loins.
Danica couldn't help but lift her head up to see what was happening right beside her. She couldn't see Aria's face, but she could see her vagina and Veronica's tongue licking it.
"Does that feel as amazing as it looks?" Danica asked in a thick voice. Even though her own vagina had not yet been touched, the sensations stirring inside had her horny even without contact.
"So wroooooong," Aria replied, but the long moan of pleasure and the fact she didn't move away and let this stranger continue to commit sin on her contradicted her weak words.
"I bet that feels so good," Danica said, watching the lesbian act right before her eyes.
"You want to taste your sister?" Veronica asked.
"Yes, please," Danica agreed excitedly.
Aria protested this as well, but again without taking any real action. Veronica, on the other hand, used her grip on the blonde girl's hips to rotate her to face Danica, while moving her extended leg from between the two. Meanwhile, the brunette rotated ninety degrees, knelt straight up and buried her face in her friend's hairy crotch, gripping the backs of her thighs for balance and leverage. Unlike Veronica's shaved pussy, with its smoothness and subtle aroma, the silky bush on this one was saturated with a strong, intoxicating scent that enveloped all her senses as she pressed in and began to lick... following the path through the abundance of pubic hair Veronica had already made for her.
"Danica," Aria groaned, "you shouldn't be doing this."
"Just let go and allow the pleasure the Lord has gifted you to come alive," the seductress said, as she stood up and watched the act for a moment. She then asked, "How does it feel?"
"I know I shouldn't like this, but it feels soooooo good," Aria admitted, looking at the devious redhead with a mixture of confusion and euphoria.
"Anything that feels this good can't be bad, can it?" Veronica asked.
"I don't know," Aria replied, wondering how this pleasure could be hidden from her all these years. Did her mom get this pleasure? Other women? Why did they hide it and call it sin?
Veronica pondered if this counted as two turns since she had only offered her pussy to Danica and licked Aria for a few precious life-changing seconds. She concluded it did, but to make sure there wasn't any controversy among her peers when they each shared their conquests, she decided she would fuck them both. She also felt that poor Danica needed to feel the thrill of an orgasm.



So as Aria was moaning louder, feeling such pleasure consume her, Veronica directed, "Both of you get out of your pantyhose and panties and lick each other."
"Will you lick me, Aria?" Danica asked, quickly standing up and getting out of her sweaty pantyhose and panties.
"Yes," Aria answered, seeing the lust in her sister's eyes and feeling that same lust consuming her. She wanted to taste her sister's pussy. She wanted to feel her sister's tongue back on her vagina. She wanted to explore this pleasure that had been forbidden her entire life.
Veronica watched the two get undressed in record time and drop to the floor. Without guidance, they moved onto their sides and buried their faces in each other's hairy, wet pussies.
Sensing she had time now, Veronica quickly went to her bedroom and scanned through her strap-on collection. The two beauties had her so worked up that she nearly grabbed her 10-inch meat cleaver, but then remembered she was dealing with two virgins who'd likely never even had their own fingers up inside their tight snatches. She picked out the same, slender, 6-inch molded toy she'd used to take her daughter's anal virginity and connected it to her harness.
As she re-entered the front room, she heard the girls giving in to their rapture.
"Ohhh, I love tasting you," Danica moaned, the taste so addicting.
"And I want to have you eating me all the time," Aria moaned, feeling this pleasure increasing through her. She couldn't believe how intense pleasure could be and in this lustful moment she didn't care about her faith or the consequences but only the pleasure.
Veronica sensed the girls were close and wanting to let them each give the other her first come, she hung back and watched the 69 from a distance as she tightened the harness around her waist. She realized she was by her phone in its charger and picked it up to check the scoreboard and saw there had not been a change. She smiled as she texted: Double turn but should count as three since they were Mormons going door to door.
She then updated the scoreboard, happy to see herself tied for first in what was turning into an epic week.
Score at 8:16 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 7
Portia: 7
Veronica: 7
Carol:4
Jasmine: 4
"Oh, my Lord!" Aria screamed, as her climax hit and she discovered for the first time ever the exhilarating rush of an orgasm.
Danica was surprised by the abundance of juices that squirted out of her sister all at once. She hungrily lapped it up as she felt her body burning uncontrollably. Twenty or thirty seconds later, she too screamed as her orgasm hit, "Oh my God!" She couldn't believe such pleasure could possibly exist as every part of her core being pulsated with intense euphoria.
Aria lapped up all the cum coming out of her sister in awe of how good doing something considered a sin was.
Veronica moved to the still-trembling-from-orgasm girls and ordered, "Both of you on all fours beside each other."
"Okay," Danica obeyed without hesitation, sitting up and seeing a penis jutting out from the woman's crotch.
"What is that?" Aria gasped, as she sat up.
"A cock to show you what else God has gifted you with," Veronica said.
"I can't do that," Aria said, "I'm saving myself for marriage."
"I can," Danica said, wanting more of this wicked pleasure that was fulfilling her.
"It's not a real cock, so I wouldn't be taking your actual virginity," Veronica said, which wasn't a lie technically, but a pretty good stretching of the truth.
"I don't think I can do that," Aria said, looking at the big, faux penis, big of course being a relative term based on experience, of which these girls had none.
"Up to you," Veronica shrugged, having already earned the double turns and now just having fun. Although she sensed once the blonde saw her sister taking it hard, she would willingly take it too. She moved behind the on-all-fours horny teen and asked, "Do you want me to fuck you, Danica?"
"Yes, please," Danica moaned, as she felt the penis rubbing between her vagina lips.
"I need you to say it, Danica," Veronica encouraged, "say the words. I want you to fuck me."
Danica had never once sworn. Ever. It was a sin. Yet, she didn't hesitate, as she begged, the penis teasing her relentlessly, "Please fuck me with your penis."
"My cock."
"Please fuck me with your big cock," Danica willingly rephrased.
"Danica!" Aria gasped, completely befuddled as her vagina continued to burn even after the surreal oral orgasm she had received from Sister Danica's tongue... she could feel new juices still leaking out of her.
"Fuck me and take my virginity, Veronica," Danica begged with lustful exuberance. "I need it so bad."
"As you wish," Veronica said, loving that she was awakening the sexual side of a girl who had never remotely experienced pleasure. And wanting to be sure that this was all pleasure for the ultra-virgin, she rubbed the shaft slowly, horizontally between the swelling labia to gather cum for lubrication and then teased the shaft agonizingly slowly inside the girl, inch by tight inch until the whole thing disappeared.
"Oh, myyyyyyyy," Danica moaned, as the sensation of having something inside her was even more intense than having her vagina licked.
"You like this big dick in your pussy?"
"Yes, I love your big dick in my pussy," the lustful teen moaned, using another bad word for the first time ever, but willing to say anything to have this fucking continue.
"Yes, this is what the Lord wants you to feel," Veronica said, as she smoothly fucked the no-longer-virgin teen.
"So good," Danica moaned. "You got to feel this, Aria. It's fucking heaven."
Aria had watched mesmerized as their corrupter had worked the toy, with its molded veins, in and out, going deeper with each slow thrust until her crotch was pressed tight against Danica's naked behind. She hadn't even realized when her own hand had moved to her vagina and begun rubbing and then working her fingers inside herself in rhythm with the older woman's slow deflowering of her companion. It was all so confusingly hot.
Veronica noticed and asked, "You sure you don't want any of this dick?"
"I don't know," Aria hesitated, her mind and body again conflicted.
"Get over here and get fucked," Danica wickedly ordered, so out of character, but wanting Aria to feel this all-consuming pleasure too.
"Yes, come and straddle your sister and get fucked," Veronica said, watching the girl struggling to stay true to her faith. Of course, her church would say she'd already fallen from grace after her lesbian act, but Veronica hoped to show her that she could both have faith in God and enjoy the pleasures He provided for humans.
"Does it feel really good?" Aria asked hesitantly.
"It's amazing," assured Danica. "It's as intense as when you licked me, but so different as well."
"Well, okay then," the blonde murmured.
"Good girl," Veronica purred, as she kept fucking Danica.
Aria, with help from the older woman, straddled Danica's hips and laid along her friend's back, using Danica's shoulders for balance. Veronica drank in the image of the virgin pussy double-decker.
"Aria's turn," Danica said with a moan. "Fuck her now, give her that dick,"
"Yes, give me that dick," Aria heard herself say, desperate to feel it in her virgin vagina.
"In your pussy?" Veronica asked, as she pulled out of Danica and moved her dick and body up to the second virgin pussy.
"Yes, please put your dick in my pussy," Aria pleaded, feeling the dick sawing sideways between her suddenly needy pussy lips.
"Good girl," Veronica purred, as she went through the same careful, gentle process of teasing the toy inside until the entire shaft was inside the blonde.
"Ooooooooh, fuck," Aria moaned loudly, using a word she had never once uttered.
"Yeah, fuck her, fuck her hard," Danica encouraged, even though she realized the problem with her sister getting fucked... she wasn't.
Veronica chuckled inside at the brunette's enthusiasm but knew she would need to bring them up to hard fucking carefully to avoid the experience going negative. She was now stroking full length, still slowly, in the upper pussy and asked Aria, "Do you like this dick in your pussy?"
"Yes, I love it," Aria answered, all her shame fading away as in just a few strokes her entire body was consumed with lustful desire. If this was a sin, then she was going to be a sinner.
"What do you love?" Danica asked from below.
"Eating your pussy and getting fucked by a big cock," Aria answered, as the dick pumped in and out of her, slightly faster and slightly harder.
"Yes, I'll be eating your pussy all the time," Danica said.
"Yes, you will be," Aria agreed.
Veronica smiled as she listened to the two girls who had never experienced any sort of sexual intimacy already making life-changing plans. She couldn't help but be proud of how she was spreading the sexual gospel.
For the next several minutes, she went back and forth between the two pussies, each time going faster, and harder.
Aria came first, bellowing, "Yes, I'm coming!"
After feeling her sister quake to orgasm on top of her, Danica was primed and followed within a dozen strokes when the dick returned to her fevered pussy.
Veronica helped Aria off of Danica and then both lay on the floor enjoying the afterglow of multiple orgasms and the thrill of getting fucked.
Veronica took off her strap-on, sat down on the couch and rectified the one remaining problem: she had not come yet.
She ordered, "Sisters, come over here and eat my pussy together."
Danica quickly obeyed, getting back up on her hands and knees and instinctively crawling the few feet to the spread legs of this goddess. She then instantly began licking the glistening wet pussy.
Aria followed but wasn't sure what to do as she watched her sister licking the older woman's pussy whose name she could no longer remember in such a complete daze.
Veronica was leaning back on the sofa with her ass hanging half off the edge to give plenty of access, her thighs sticking out and knees bent ninety degrees with feet flat on the floor. "Come kneel at the outside of my leg, lean over and lick my clit," she directed the inexperienced girl.
"Okay," Aria nodded, as she obeyed and soon both girls were working together to please this evil, wicked, glorious, saintly woman.
"Oh yes, that's it, sister sluts," Veronica moaned a couple minutes later, her orgasm already close after the marathon double turn. She had been saving that exact phrase for the past fifteen minutes to use at the perfect time. "Eat my pussy, get me off and be baptized as pussy pleasing pets."
Danica loved the idea; Aria calming down from her double orgasm was beginning to feel guilt wash over her, yet continued pleasing the woman.
Another minute later, Veronica grabbed both heads and erupted, "Here comes your baptism, sister sluts."
Danica eagerly licked up the juices and Aria did too, reinforcing she loved the taste of pussy cum as she registered how similar and yet unique the juices of the two women were.
Once spent, Veronica scooted back on the sofa, looked down at them and ordered, "Kiss."
Danica turned to her sister and kissed her. Aria didn't respond for a second, but then did and after a brief moment of tentative kissing the passion consumed them both.
Veronica got up, went to her room and grabbed one of her older strap-on harnesses and a couple pairs of thigh high stockings. She returned to the living room, surprised to see the two girls in another 69, this time with Danica on top of Aria.
She watched, while filming on her phone, for a good fifteen minutes, enjoying the lesbian show and proud of her influence on turning these two innocent creatures.
After they both came again, Veronica had them get dressed back in their boring Mormon attire and had them double-team her pussy one more time, filming the entire thing while making them beg to eat her pussy. God, it was hot hearing them talk nasty.
Danica begged, "Give me your holy cum."
Aria added, "Shower your sister sluts with your pussy juice."
After her second orgasm, Veronica removed the six-inch toy from her fancy harness and inserted it into its original simple belt holder. "I'm giving you the cock I took your virginities with so you can think of me as you fuck each other back home." She handed it to Danica, who happily put it into her backpack with her church tracts. "And here are a couple pairs of thigh high stockings so your sweet pussies are easy to get to instead of being blocked by restrictive pantyhose." Aria took those for her bag.
The girls thanked her and left, unsure what would happen once they returned home, but knowing they could no longer ignore the reality of who they really were.
Veronica went upstairs to finish getting dressed. She needed at least one more turn tonight and there were a couple good clubs where she was sure she could find some pretty young thing to corrupt. But... she also needed a new strap-on to fill the small role in her collection.
The end
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Turning Contest: A Mother-In-Law
Summary: An upset 65-year-old gets drawn into incest.
All characters in sexual situations are 18 years of age and older.
Thanks to hfernandez1983 for the story idea suggestion.
Thanks to OhDave1 and Shuj for proofreading.
THE TURNING CONTEST is a week-long competition between five MILF best friends over who can turn more straight teens, college girls and women.
The prize: The winner gets a weekend with the other four women's 18-year-old daughters.
Although each story definitely stands on its own, this is the twenty-fifth seduction scene. Here is a quick refresher of what has happened so far.
1. Turning Contest: A Beautiful Blonde, in which seductress VERONICA STONE seduces a teen in her clothing store.
2. Turning Contest: A Cute Maid, in which reluctant seductress (she is more a submissive) and rich wife CAROL WHITE seduces and dominates her temporary maid.
3. Turning Contest: A Delicious Model, in which seductress and casting agent PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute 19-year-old model who is auditioning for a part in the new Matt Damon movie.
4. Turning Contest: A Desperate Asian, in which black professor CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a shy Japanese student in her office.
5. Turning Contest: A Dominated Thief, in which store owner VERONICA STONE molests an 18-year-old who tried to steal from her store.
6. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bday Girl, in which married seductress JASMINE JONES molests, seduces and fucks a 21-year-old birthday girl at a club.
7. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bride 2 Be, in which JASMINE JONES continues her night at the club by seducing a friend of the birthday girl as well as a bride-to-be at her bachelorette party.
8. Turning Contest: A Edible Waitress, in which CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a cute, big breasted, 18-year-old waitress at an open-all-night diner.
9. Turning Contest: A Fashionable Cutie, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute Victoria's Secret saleswoman in a change room.
10. Turning Contest: A Fateful Birthday, in which CAROL WHITE seduces a chubby girl at the beach and doubles down on a peeping Belle.
11. Turning Contest: A Former Student, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into a former student, goes back to her place and seduces her slyly.
12. Turning Contest: A Friend in Need, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces, somewhat by accident, her good friend who just caught her husband sucking cock in her kitchen.
13. Turning Contest: A Friend of Amy's, in which VERONICA STONE gets her third turn with a surprisingly quirky nerd with the assistance of her first seduction (turn 1: A Beautiful Blonde).
14. Turning Contest: A Girl Guide's Sis, in which JASMINE JONES seduces an 18-year-old selling cookies for her younger sister and who just happens to be her own daughter's cross-town rival.
15. Turning Contest: A Hit & Lick, in which CRYSTAL WATSON is hit from behind at a red light by a teen girl and uses the opportunity to get not one, but two turns seducing the nerdish driver and her Muslim friend.
16. Turning Contest: A Kinky Cuckquean, in which VERONICA STONE catches two teens having sex in one of her dressing rooms and uses it to blackmail them into submitting sexually to her.
17. Turning Contest: A Kismet Encounter, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into her daughter's grade three teacher in line at a coffee shop and brings her home for a sweet seduction.
18. Turning Contest: A Lick for a Raise, in which VERONICA STONE turns a good employee who may be trying to blackmail her, into a pussy licking and strap-on taking pet.
19. Turning Contest: A Lick Shop, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces and turns a mother and daughter individually at a fancy dress shop.
20. Turning Contest: A Lift, in which PORTIA JAMES picks up and turns an elderly woman stranded on the side of the road.
21. Turning Contest: A Maître D, in which PORTIA JAMES continues her hot streak seducing a young southern belle at a five-star restaurant.
22. Turning Contest: A Makeover, in which CRYSTAL WATSON with her daughter's help seduces a shy nerd using vegetables as an appetizer.
23. Turning Contest: A Mommy Fantasy, in which CAROL WHITE meets up with a young stranger to role-play a wicked Mommy lesbian fantasy.
24. Turning Contest: A Mormon Visit, in which VERONICA STONE gets a visit from a pair of Mormon girls who she challenges about their faith and seduces both of them.
TURNING CONTEST: A MOTHER-IN-LAW
Jasmine had continued to see the constant updates on the scoreboard. It made her a little nervous, but she also was getting ready for a wedding where there would be an abundance of potential prey and the added influence of alcohol to help them make poor decisions.
Unfortunately, her mother-in-law called her upset and asked her to come over. Already all dolled up and ready to fuck in a sexy red cocktail dress, with mocha-coloured thigh highs, and five-inch red pumps. As usual, she didn't have any underwear on and had a six-inch strap-on cock concealed underneath. She loved wearing a cock when on the prowl.
Jasmine sighed and said, "I was just getting ready to go to a wedding reception, but I can stop by on the way."
"Thank you so much," Betty said, wiping tears from her eyes.
Jasmine drove the four-minute drive, her mother-in-law lived very close by, alone, Betty's husband having passed away a few years ago. She couldn't help but wonder what was wrong as Betty was not one to ask for help.
Once inside, she saw Betty had been crying and gave her a big hug.
Betty was instantly perplexed as she felt something hard resting against her.
Jasmine asked, unaware yet of her accidental oops, "What's wrong, Betty?"
"I don't know, I just can't stop crying," Betty said. When Jasmine moved away, Betty couldn't help but glance down to see what was poking her.
"Nothing triggered it?" Jasmine asked. Betty was one of the strongest women she had ever met. She was an all-around amazing woman. A great mother-in-law, a great grandmother to Candace and just an all-around amazing community woman.
"I don't know," Betty admitted. "I just suddenly feel so alone and insignificant."
"Are you kidding me?" Jasmine said, taking her mother-in-law's hand and leading her to the kitchen. "No one does more for this community than you." This was true. Betty led fundraisers, was a leader in the church, fought a book ban by some overbearing mothers, and literally everyone loved her.
"I know, it's just...." Betty couldn't explain it, but she just felt empty today. She had baked all day as that usually cheered her up. She had watched her favourite movie of all time, 'It's a Wonderful Life', even though it was nowhere near Christmas. Yet, nothing was getting rid of this funk inside her.
"Let's get a drink and chat," Jasmine suggested. She loved her mother-in-law and if she had to stay here all night and miss a few possible turns so be it. Family came first. On her side of the family that would literally mean making them come... her family's incestuous history going back decades. That said, sweet innocent Betty knew nothing of their sordid family secrets.
"Okay," Betty agreed, although she had already had two glasses of wine.
In the kitchen, Jasmine saw the open bottle of wine and joked, "I see you started without me."
"I've only had two glasses."
"Well then one more won't hurt," Jasmine said, grabbing the wine bottle and pouring herself a glass and a third for her upset mother-in-law.
"Probably not."
Glasses full, they went to the living room and Jasmine asked, as they sat beside each other, and she slyly had to adjust her dick, "So, tell me what is really going on?"
"First, tell me what is under your dress?" Betty said, noticing her daughter-in-law adjust something under her dress.
While Jasmine was not one to be embarrassed about anything, this time she was. "Oh, um, nothing."
"Tell me," Betty said, moving her hand and gasping as she felt a hard penis. "Oh my."
"Um, yeah," Jasmine said, her cheeks actually going red with embarrassment.
"It's a penis," Betty said, flabbergasted.
"Yeah," Jasmine repeated, unsure what else to say. Usually, if something like this happened she would use it as an opening for a seduction, but that wasn't an option this time.
"Why do you have a penis under your dress?" Betty asked.
"It's a little embarrassing," Jasmine said, although it hadn't ever been embarrassing until this moment.
"Tell me," Betty said, trying to understand why and oddly feeling a little tingle in her cobweb-covered pussy. She hadn't had sex in over five years.
"You sure?" Jasmine asked, not wanting to wreck her relationship in any way with her mother-in-law. "I don't want you to see me in a different way."
"I'll always love you as the sweet daughter-in-law you are," Betty assured, "but I am very curious why you are wearing a penis under your dress."
Jasmine sighed. She wasn't sure she should tell her the truth. Yet, she couldn't come up with a lie that was remotely believable. So she just said, "I'm bisexual."
"Oh my," Betty said.
"I'm so sorry," Jasmine apologized, seeing the shock in Betty's eyes.
"Does Paul know?"
"Yes," Jasmine answered, Paul knowing she was bisexual back when they were dating. In fact, they had had quite a few threesomes and still attended swinger's parties on occasion. "He knew that when we got married."
"Oh," Betty said, processing this information.
"Again, I'm so sorry, I'm sure this makes you very uncomfortable," Jasmine said, feeling so bad for making this day even worse for her.
"I understand. You're bisexual," Betty said, "but how does that explain you wearing a penis?"
"Well, I like to...."
"Just spit it out honey, I'm far too old for someone to beat around the bushes," Betty said.
"I like to fuck women," Jasmine blurted out before she could change her mind.
"Oh my," Betty said, her pussy tingling at those wicked words.
"I'm sorry," Jasmine apologized.
"So, you are going to a wedding to fuck women?" Betty bluntly asked, her daughter-in-law unaware of her naughty mouth when in the bedroom.
"Um, yeah," Jasmine answered, shocked to hear her mother-in-law swear.
"So how do you go about fucking other women?" Betty asked, curious and enjoying perversely her daughter-in-law's shocked facial expression.
"It's a complicated process," Jasmine replied.
"Do you know these women?"
"No."
"So you are seducing complete strangers?"
"Yes."
"I see," Betty said, marinating this strange information.
"Me and my girlfriends are in a competition," Jasmine explained, feeling the need to clarify why she was doing this.
"Oh?"
"Yes, we are trying to see who can turn the most straight women in a week," Jasmine continued, not believing she was actually telling her sixty-five-year-old mother-in-law this.
"Turn?"
"Yes, making straight women experience being a lesbian," Jasmine clarified, still feeling her cheeks burning red.
"So, you seduce straight women and turn them into lesbians?"
"Well, we turn them into being bisexual, although perhaps some do become complete lesbians," Jasmine said, "I mean I love being with men and women."
"I see."
"I'm so sorry, I've told you way too much and I can't imagine what you think of me."
"Are you winning?"
Jasmine sighed, this conversation just kept getting weirder and weirder. "Actually I'm tied for last at the moment."
"How do you know?"
"There is a scoreboard," Jasmine said.
"Can I see it?"
"Uh, sure," Jasmine said, pulling her phone out of her purse. She saw there was an update from a couple of minutes ago. "Ah, shit," as she clicked and saw that Veronica had just earned a double turn.
Score at 8:16 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 7
Portia: 7
Veronica: 7
Carol:4
Jasmine: 4
"What?" Betty asked.
"I just fell further behind," Jasmine said, showing her the phone.
"When did this start?"
"Yesterday."
"Yesterday?" Betty questioned. "And there have been that many turns?"
"Yeah, it's very competitive."
A wicked idea popped into Betty's head. Perhaps she could help her daughter-in-law and at the same time get the fucking she suddenly craved.
"Can I see your penis?" The sixty-five-year-old grandmother asked.
"Pardon?" Jasmine asked, shocked by the question.
"Can I see your dick?" Betty asked. "I haven't seen one in a long time."
"Well, it doesn't look like a real penis," Jasmine pointed out, her head spinning with the sudden turn of the conversation.
"I'd like to see it anyways," Betty said, her pussy getting wet at just the idea of her daughter-in-law wearing a penis. What if I was to turn her?
"You sure?"
"Let me see your cock, Jasmine," Betty ordered, shifting from sweet grandmother to well not so sweet grandmother.
"Okay, okay," Jasmine laughed, finding this conversation wild. She stood up, wiggled her cocktail dress up and revealed her six-inch dick which flopped out.
"Oh my," Betty said.
"I have bigger ones," Jasmine said for some reason needing to clarify, "it's just they are too big to conceal under a dress."
"I hate to tell you, sweetheart," Betty said, reaching over and stroking the fake dick, "but this dress isn't concealing anything."
"Oh," Jasmine said, surprised to see her mother-in-law stroking her fake dick.
"I have an idea which may be too crazy," Betty said, continuing to stroke the cock she suddenly wanted in her pussy.
"Um, okay," Jasmine replied.
"Want to turn me?" Betty asked, looking up at her daughter-in-law.
"What? Really?" Jasmine asked.
"Look, I haven't been fucked since before Jack died, over five years ago," Betty said. "I need it pretty bad and since you already have one."
"Don't you have any toys?"
"No," Betty said. "I haven't even come in over five years."
"No masturbation?"
"Until I felt your dick resting against me I hadn't been horny even once," Betty said, "but somehow it awakened a long-dormant side of me. A side I thought died when Jack did."
"You sure about this," Jasmine asked, even though she liked the idea.
"Fuck me, Jasmine," Betty bluntly said, as she stood up and pulled down her pantyhose... still dressed in the business attire she wore to a meeting for the district fundraiser.
"Jesus," Jasmine said, as she watched her large mother-in-law get undressed.
"You will fuck me, won't you?" Betty asked as she pulled the pantyhose off.
"If you are sure about this?" Jasmine asked, thinking what a wild turn this would be.
Betty ripped off her panties and bent over the couch, "Please, I need it badly."
As she admired her mother-in-law's big ass, she always enjoyed fucking a big ass, and she loved seeing and feeling it shake when she gave hard back shots, Jasmine said, "I should warn you I get a little dominant when I fuck."
"Treat me like you would any other turn," Betty offered, a sexual rush of adrenaline rising inside her.
"You sure?" Jasmine asked as she caressed the big ass cheeks, realizing she could perhaps reveal the truth about her family's history once she had dominated her, "There is no going back once we do this."
"Fuck me," Betty demanded, desperate to feel that cock in her long-neglected pussy.
"All right," Jasmine said, as she moved her dick between her mother-in-law's pussy lips and shifted into her natural dominating mode, "Beg for my cock."
"Oh Jasmine, slam that big dick in my pussy, pound me hard," Betty begged. "I need to be fucked so bad."
"We will work on your begging," Jasmine said, as she slid her dick inside the wet pussy.
"Oh yes, fuck, that feels so good," Betty moaned, as the first dick in over half a decade filled her.
"You want to be my slut, Betty?" Jasmine asked, as she pulled back and slammed hard into her.
"Yes, use me as your sluuuuut," Betty answered, shocked by the name-calling but so horny it only enhanced the euphoria rising within her.
Jasmine smiled at the surprise turn suddenly gifted to her and the reality that this could open a plethora of doors within her secret lesbian family. Both her mother and daughter would love to hear about this surprising turn of events. "Yeah, you understand this isn't a one-time thing, my sexy slut, you're now my lesbian plaything."
"Okay," Betty agreed, although she wasn't sure she meant it. She just didn't want this rising pleasure to stop.



"Yes, I'll be fucking you all the time," Jasmine assured, slamming into her mother-in-law hard, thinking Betty would become the new family bottom bitch and that Candace would love her own family pet. Although she did wonder if Candace could see her grandma as anything other than her grandma... unlike her other grandmother who took her virginity with her.
"Oh yes, give it to me, give it to me hard," Betty moaned, feeling her orgasm rising rapidly after just a dozen hard strokes.
"Tell me what you are," Jasmine ordered, pulling all the way out.
"Your slut, your slut, now shove it back in me," Betty pleaded urgently, looking back at her daughter-in-law.
"Who owns this cunt?" Jasmine questioned, slamming back into her mother-in-law and seeing if she could get the usually mild-mannered grandma to use the taboo word cunt.
Betty didn't hesitate, her natural raw submissive slutty nastiness coming to the surface as soon as she started getting dicked, "You own my cunt, Jasmine, now fuck me like any of your other fuck trophies."
"Shit, you're one nasty bitch," Jasmine said, impressed and turned on by this surprise side of her mother-in-law.
"I used to be young once too," Betty pointed out. While she wasn't some seductress like Jasmine and had never been with a woman, she had been gangbanged, spit-roasted, been part of a couple full-fledged orgies and the centrepiece of a few bukkakes in her youth.
"Were you once a nasty cum slut?" Jasmine questioned.
"Yes," Betty answered, not revealing the details, just reminiscing about her sexual past enhanced the pleasure inside her.
"Are you going to come on your son's wife's cock?" Jasmine challenged, continuing to add layers to the domination.
"Yes, I'm going to come all over my son's wife's cock if you keep pounding my cunt like this," Betty moaned, her orgasm imminent.
"Come for me, slut, come all over my dick and become my family fuck toy," Jasmine ordered, foreshadowing her intentions but assuming she wouldn't catch on.
"Oh, God, Jasmine, don't stop," Betty moaned, the wicked wording of 'family fuck toy' adding fuel to the fire. Then over a minute plus of hard, deep back shots, Betty rambled lustfully until her orgasm erupted, "Right there, fuck, right there. Fuck me. Fuck your mother-in-law. Use her as a cheap fuck toy. Oh God, I'm coming, fuuuuuuuck!"
Jasmine was in her own awe hearing her mother-in-law say things she never fathomed ever being uttered from those sweet lips. As soon as Betty's inevitable orgasm erupted, she quickly pulled out and shifted the sexual encounter even more intimately as she dropped down to her knees and buried her face in the coming cunt from behind... not her favourite position to dine on a cunt, but that was the situation she was in.
"What are you doing?" Betty asked as she felt her daughter-in-law's tongue suddenly licking her pussy. She had rationalized the fucking wasn't really wrong because it was just a dick attached to her son's wife that was fucking her. This, on the other hand, escalated the wrongness.
"Eating your cum from your delicious cunt," Jasmine said.
"But I...." Betty began, but stopped as the tongue felt too good between her pussy lips and the orgasm was still ricocheting through her like a pinball.
"Just enjoy, slut, remember I own this cunt now," Jasmine ordered, as she lapped up the delicious juices of her mother-in-law. One thing about pussy she had learned over her many seductions: pussy tasted delicious at any age.
"Oh, God," Betty moaned, at the wicked reality of Jasmine's words. Yes, she had agreed to be her daughter-in-law's slut in the heat of the moment, but she hadn't considered anything past her desired orgasm. Yet now, she was realizing the full breadth of consequences of a weak moment.
"Yes, this cunt is mine," Jasmine repeated, before standing up, spinning Betty around, and leading her to the sofa.
Betty followed in an utter daze, feeling her cum leaking out of her. Jasmine gently pushed her onto the couch and said, as she got out of her cocktail dress, "For a turn to be completed you have to eat pussy too."
"I do?" Betty asked, hearing the words but not believing them.
"Yes, plus you're my pussy pet now which means I will use you as I please," Jasmine added. "I'm assuming you were a submissive slut to Jack!"
"Well, he was my husband," Betty said, as her daughter-in-law now stood in front of her in just stockings.
"And now you're the family pet," Jasmine smiled, as she moved to her large framed and dazed mother-in-law.
"But this is incest," she stressed.
"We are not related by blood," Jasmine pointed out, as she straddled her mother-in-law with plans of a 69.
"But what about Paul?" Betty asked, even as Jasmine's shaved pussy was hovering over her.
"Let's keep this our little secret," Jasmine said, as she lowered her pussy on Betty's face and reached over to the table for her phone. "Now get eating, fucking you and hearing you talk so nasty got me so wet."
Betty was engulfed by the subtle scent of pussy and decided to just do as she was told. While she had never once considered eating pussy, she never once considered getting fucked by a strap-on either... especially one wielded by her son's wife. Yet, curiosity and obedience swirling through her, she extended her tongue and licked.
"Good, Mommy," Jasmine purred, deciding to play the incest angle as she continued to drop hints about her mother-in-law's impending incestuous future.
Betty heard herself being called 'Mommy' and found the term oddly kinky. Yet, she was distracted by the surprisingly delicious taste of Jasmine's pussy. She couldn't explain the taste, couldn't compare it to anything she had ever tasted, but it was utterly delicious and she immediately couldn't get enough.
Jasmine moaned as she texted her daughter, "Oh yes, Mommy, eat my cunt." She sent a message to her daughter: Get your ass over to Grandma Betty's. I just turned her!
She then shifted to the scoreboard and added: I just fucking turned my mother-in-law! That should fucking count as two! She then updated the scoreboard with her latest surprise conquest, happy to see her name no longer at the bottom of the list, but still having some work to do:
Score at 8:31 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 7
Portia: 7
Veronica: 7
Jasmine: 5
Carol:4
Her daughter texted back: You're not serious?
Jasmine responded, while sitting on her mother-in-law's face: Yes, I'm serious. Now get here ASAP. I'm currently sitting on her face after fucking her.
Candace replied: Be right there. She then quickly got off her laptop and hurried out the door.
Jasmine ordered: Hurry and you can have your own family pet! Be quiet when you come in and just join us.
Jasmine put her phone back down, moved her hands to Betty's semi-parted legs and pushed them further apart and began licking the hairy heavily scented bush.
"Ooooooh," Betty moaned, as she felt a tongue back on her pussy. She couldn't believe she was suddenly in a 69 with her son's wife. Part of her was consumed with guilt at knowing this was wrong. The fact he apparently knew of his wife's many lesbian indiscretions made it slightly less wrong, but still, she was having sex with her son's wife. Yet, the reality was she was back in her long put away in sexual storage submissive self and she knew she couldn't put it back away once this wild encounter was over. That dick slamming into her pussy had rekindled her lust and passion and she knew there was no going back. That, plus, of course, the reality Jasmine had made it pretty clear this wasn't a one-time thing.
"Oh, you have a great-tasting pussy, Betty," Jasmine said, as she licked.
"You do too," Betty replied before both spent the next few minutes licking.
Candace arrived, snuck in, took off her shoes, and walked over to see the shocking act of her mother and grandmother in a 69... not much different from the way she learned of her family's incestuous past walking in on her mother getting fucked by her other grandmother before she was pulled into a lesbian threesome. She walked over and tapped her mom's head to let her know she was there.
Jasmine looked up and pointed to Betty's pussy and mouthed two.
Candace climbed over the end of the sofa, trying to remain quiet and discreet and then moved between the wide-spread legs and began licking her grandma's pussy while also sliding two fingers inside. She couldn't believe she was doing this, just like she couldn't believe she had become her mother's and her grandmother's incestuous lesbian slave.
Jasmine sat straight up and somehow Betty didn't catch on to the tongue swap as she continued licking pussy.
Jasmine, so turned on watching her daughter between Betty's legs and thrilled by the surprise turn and family life-altering events, began to grind on Betty's face. "Oh yes, I'm going to come all over your face."
"Yes, come on my face," Betty eagerly replied, wanting to get her daughter-in-law off even as her own second orgasm was rising with the tongue lashing and sudden addition of fingers fucking her.
Jasmine's orgasm was about to burst from the wicked encounter, Betty's eager tongue and watching her daughter eat her grandmother. She continued to grind on Betty's face until she came.
Betty's face got soaked from the excessive cum that splashed all over her and she drank as much of the addicting juice as she could even as her second orgasm was about to erupt.
Candace knew her grandmother was close, her mother having revved her up good. So, she did what she had been trained by her mother to do that gave the most intense orgasms and she moved and tapped on the clit.
"Oh my God!" Betty screamed into her daughter-in-law's pussy as she discovered she had a g-spot and her second orgasm was about to rip through her. "Don't stooooop!
Jasmine decided now was the time for the big reveal as she got off her mother-in-law.
Betty's eyes went wide as she looked up and saw her daughter-in-law standing above her suddenly and yet fingers were tapping on her g-spot making her legs twitch uncontrollably and the tongue on her clit was about to make her erupt. Confused, bewildered and far past the point of no return, she sat up enough to see her granddaughter between her legs just as she came, "Candaaaaaaaaaaaaaace?"
"Hi, grandma," Candace smiled, pulling her fingers out and catching as much of her grandma's cum as she could.
"W-w-what are you doing here?" Betty stammered, unable to move as all her energy was usurped from two orgasms... each extremely intense.
"Eating your pussy," Candace smiled, continuing to lap up her grandmother's cum.
"But, you're my granddaughter," Betty pointed out. While whatever she did with Jasmine was morally wrong, it wasn't actual incest. What was now occurring was indisputably incest.
"And you're my Grandma pet," Candace replied, crawling up and kissing her grandmother.
Betty's eyes went wide when she felt her granddaughter's lips on hers. Yet, after a brief resistance as her granddaughter's knee pressed against her still-leaking pussy, she kissed back.
Jasmine put her dress back on. While she was tempted to continue this fantasy family threesome, she knew she had to get to the wedding to be able to get back into the competition.
Candace broke the kiss and said, "Ready to be my Grandma pet?"
"Candace, this isn't right," Betty said, overwhelmed by what had just transpired.
"It's time you learned the truth," Jasmine said.
"The truth?" Betty asked.
"I'm Mommy's pet," Candace revealed, as she cupped her grandma's massive tits through the dress.
"And Grandma Janie's pet too," Jasmine added, as she grabbed the harness and put it in her purse, realizing indeed the dress was too tight to properly conceal.
"You girls commit incest?" Betty questioned, even though it sounded obvious they did.
"All the time," Candace said, as she got off the couch, pulled her grandmother up and pulled the dress up and over her grandmother's head.
"You two have fun," Jasmine said, as she got ready to leave.
"Oh we will," Candace assured, as she reached around and unclasped her grandma's bra and released the huge fat tits. "Fuck, these are so big, Grandma," Candace said as she cupped the heavy breasts and bent down and sucked a very hard nipple into her mouth.
"Oh my God," Betty moaned, her nipples super sensitive and instantly allowing the fire in her loins to burn higher again.
"You obey your granddaughter," Jasmine instructed. "She is in charge."
"I can't believe this," Betty said, as she stood there and allowed her pretty granddaughter to feel her up and suck on her nipples.
"Do you want to be my Grandma pet?" Candace asked, as she sucked on one tit and moved her other hand to her grandmother's pussy.
"This is so wrong," Betty moaned, as Jasmine slipped back into her heels.
"Yet, you want it, don't you?" Candace asked as she continued to rub her grandmother's pussy.
"Damn it, yes," Betty agreed, her body leading the way.
"Good girl," Candace purred, as Jasmine walked out the door excited for the future of her family play time and also for the night ahead.
The end
Up next: A Movie Theatre where Crystal meets up with an earlier turn and seduces her friend at the back of a movie theatre.
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Trans School: Colleague Worship
Summary: Jasmine begins her service as the Bottom Slut for all her fellow teachers.
Note 1: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for rejuvenating this old story and illustrating all the parts. Also thanks to Shuj and OhDAve1 for editing.
Note 2: This is the third part of a planned marathon series about my adventures at Chateau Johnson School for Girls in southern California.
Note 3: Please note that this story was originally written with illustrations but new Literotica policies have made that no longer possible. Please feel free to send me a message for the illustrated version of the story.
So, instead, I will describe the pictures that were originally going to be there.
In part 1, A TEACHER SEDUCED, I relocate from Canada to teach at a private school in extremely rural southern California, where I gradually unravel a secret... that the students are all trans. The cat is finally let out of the bag when I'm seduced by the virtually all-powerful trans Headmistress, then learn that as a result, I've just become the Bottom Slut to all my fellow teachers when I'm used by their former Bottom Slut. I then have a romantic-ish encounter with Amanda (the Headmistress's (very) personal secretary) Amanda, (where I get to do the fucking for a change, because she's even more submissive than I am), and Chapter 1 ends with my submitting to Nicole, the school's most dominant student.
In part 2, COCK WORSHIPPING, I am initiated by the senior trans students in a marathon suck and fuck session that lasts all day.
Now, after a brief recovery and nap... my marathon Sex Sunday continues....
Trans School: Colleague Worship
I only managed to get perhaps an hour of sleep, but it was the most rejuvenating nap of my life, since my marathon fuck session had completely usurped all the energy from my body, which allowed me to sleep very soundly.
I was awakened by someone banging on my door.
Naked, I got out of bed, realizing my robe was still in Nicole's room in a different building, and I wiped the sleep from my eyes.
I shuffled to the door yawning, and opened it.
Penelope swept in like a whirlwind and announced gleefully, "All restrictions have now been lifted from you, meaning you're fair game for all of us to play with, so you're officially now open for business as the faculty's Bottom Slut." She was dressed in an uber-sexy outfit, and it sure didn't hide much.
PIC 1: A stark naked view of my backside while I chat with Penelope who is dressed (albeit rather see through) in blue stockings.
"I know! Alexis told me about the petition she'd approved for 'monopolising my services in the Teachers Lounge' this evening, and I can't wait to get started! I said excitedly.
"Well, I'm happy you're happy," she said, and she pulled something out of the bag she'd brought along with her and showed it to me. "What do you think?" she asked.
"Well, today I've been much more of a cock slut," I joked, as I examined a leather collar with the words 'Pussy Slut' on it, "but I'm guessing that for this evening, this will be quite accurate."
"Oh, it definitely will be," Penelope assured me, as she fastened it around my neck.
PIC 2: A close-up picture of me wearing a PUSSY SLUT collar.
"I can't wait," I repeated. The idea of my being the centerpiece of a lesbian orgy was very exciting, and I'd fantasized about and written about it many times.
"We're going to make all your fictional fantasies become actual experiences," she promised.
"I have a lot of them," I joked.
"Well, we may not make them all happen today," she laughed, "but I'm sure we'll be able to check off quite a few items on your... in your stories you call it a fuck-it list, don't you?"
"I sure do," I confirmed.
"Let's start right now by warming up that tongue," she suggested, and she stripped off her dress, went and sat on the edge of my bed then lay back on it, and spread her legs wide.
"You sure do look inviting right now," I said as I went over and knelt between her legs. "And I didn't have any dessert with my supper," I added, just before I leaned forward and began licking her pussy.
"Then dine away," she said.
PIC 3: A delicious pic of me on my knees between the now naked except thigh high stockings Penelope who is laying on the bed rubbing her clit.
I licked her for a few minutes and got her off, then eagerly lapped up her pussy cum.
Once her orgasm was finished, she got up and returned to near my door, picked up and handed me the bag and said, "Put this stuff on. It's time to slut you up."
"Can do," I said, taking the bag, as I licked my lips to savour some more of her wetness from them... and looked inside it, curious to know what was in there to go with the collar.
I pulled out the clothing, and it wasn't much of an outfit. Only a white halter top and an incredibly white short skirt... neither of them concealing much of my assets... and of course matching white thigh high stockings.
Once I was dressed except for the nylons, I asked, "It's all white. What is it, my bridal attire?"
"Close," she hinted, "it's symbolic."
"Symbolic?"
"Yes. Tonight you're our virgin," she explained.
"Trust me..." I smirked, "...I'm no virgin."
She laughed, "Then how about tonight's your initiation into a year or more of submissive servitude to the rest of the faculty."
"Okay," I nodded, as I rolled the nylons on. "Fair enough." I then stood up, ready to go.
PIC 4: Me dressed for the party in all white but with little left for the imagination.
Penelope then took my hand and led me out of my room, down a hallway, and through a secured door I hadn't been through before. To my surprise, there was an elevator behind the door, which then took us up to the Teachers Lounge. I hadn't even known it existed until Alexis had mentioned it in passing a couple hours ago.
As Penelope led me out of the elevator, I couldn't help laughing out loud at a prominent sign that said: Remember : No Respectable Clothing is Allowed Beyond This Point!
PIC 5: Penelope leading me to the trans orgy for me.
She led me onto the rooftop, which was absolutely amazing. She then led me over to a seating area around a fire pit, where Ms. Angela was obviously waiting for us. The last time I'd met her was on the day when all the Freshmen... and I... had been officially initiated into the Chateau Johnson Sisterhood. I'd learned later on that when we'd spoken, she'd had Nicole's cum all over her face (I'd been oblivious to an extraordinary number of clues about what really went on around here back then!) Today she wasn't wearing any cum, but she was wearing a very sexy dress that didn't cover all that much, and was pretty much see-thru, like my so-called apparel was.
Ms. Angela smiled warmly as she said, "Jasmine, the last time we spoke, I said something like, 'If you only knew half of what went on around here."
"I recall that," I nodded.
"You're now about to experience some of that other half."
"I'm really looking forward to it!"
PIC 6: Me chatting with Ms. Angela and others.
I added, "You probably know I've already spent a long day having sex with an endless parade of our seniors, which I believe lies within the half of which you speak."
"That is indeed one half," Ms. Angela agreed, "and now you'll experience some of the other half."
"I'm looking forward to performing as... as Penelope has consistently reminded me... the faculty's Bottom Slut," I said, communicating my acceptance and my submissiveness to her.
"Good," she said.
"So how I may serve you?" I asked.
"For a start, whenever we're off duty, you shall address me properly..." she said, pausing briefly before finishing with, "...as your Mistress."
Jumping right into the part, I replied humbly, "I do beg your pardon for my insolence, Mistress Angela. And again, how may I serve you?"
For years I'd been writing erotica, and many of my stories were about submissives learning how to... well... to submit! And for almost as many years, I'd been envying all those fictional girls and women I'd created. So as exhausting as today had been for me so far, I'd had the best time of my life, and I couldn't wait for more!
She turned to Penelope and said, "I understand you're no longer our Bottom Slut, so I can't order you around anymore, but how would you like to go grab one of our strap-ons and fuck our slut's ass with it? I'm kind of in the mood just to watch for now."
"You're right, you can't order me around anymore," Penelope replied cheerily. "But I'm more than willing to follow that wicked suggestion!"
"I thought you'd be, "Angela said, as she grabbed the lube that was conveniently sitting on a table. Which made me wonder if lube was always available on that table. "Bend over, Jasmine."
"Yes, Mistress Angela," I agreed, and she pointed to a long couch, where I got on all fours and offered up my back end to her.
Angela poured some lube between my ass cheeks and rubbed it around my asshole. "I see your asshole has already taken some dick today."
"Yes, a few times," I said, "including Headmistress Alexis's massive monster."
"Well, that should certainly have prepped you for this next one," Angela said as she slid a finger into my asshole and gaped me. I glanced back and saw Penelope had discarded her dress and replaced it with a new accessory... an absolutely massive cock!
"I'll take cocks of any size in any of my holes, Mistress," I replied submissively, enjoying her finger exploring and stretching my ass.
"You're the perfect addition to the faculty," Ms. Angela said as she wiggled her finger around in my ass. "I'll have to commend Headmistress Alexis for hiring you."
I wasn't sure what to say to that, so I just allowed her to continue gaping my asshole.
"I think she's ready now," Ms. Angela said a while later, pulling her finger out of me.
"I've been looking forward to doing this ever since you were hired, Jasmine," Penelope said, stepping behind me.
"Well, I'm your bottom bitch now, so be my guest," I invited, looking back at her.
"Oh, I definitely will," she assured me, and she slid her dick into my ass, my sad excuse for a skirt not remotely interfering with her penetration.
PIC 7: Penelope fucks my ass as Ms. Angela watches.
"Oh yes, fuck my asshole," I moaned, and a growing audience joined us to watch me being sodomized and initiated as their Bottom Slut.
"Yeah, give her that cock!" Angela sang out.
"I had to wait for a new slut for years," Penelope said.
"Don't pretend you didn't love being the bottom bitch," Angela scolded.
"I didn't certainly hate it," Penelope responded playfully as she began fucking me hard.
"I'll never hate it either," I assured everyone with a moan, while she really reamed my asshole.
"I know you won't," Ms. Angela agreed.
"Oh, yes! Harder! Hammer my asshole! Show my colleagues what a nasty slut I am!" I moaned, getting a massive rush of adrenaline from having an audience.
Angela... sorry, Mistress Angela must have had a change of heart, since she said, "Shit! I think I do need some personal attention after listening to this slut's nasty mouth."
She stripped off her dress and sat down, and Penelope pulled out of me.
"Come over here, my slut," Angela ordered.
As I was about to obey her, the slender, gorgeous and black Darya sauntered over and said, "I see that the slut initiation has begun."
"We certainly have," Penelope said.
Darya taught sophomores, so I didn't know her very well at all yet, but she was fucking hot, and I definitely hoped to give her some personal service before the evening's festivities were over.
I gave her a brief smile, before I got down on the floor, crawled over to Ms. Angela while she spread her legs invitingly, and I buried my face in her pussy.
"Oh yes, you're just as submissive as the characters you write about," Mistress Angela said with a soft moan, as I parted her wet pussy lips.
"She writes what she knows," Penelope explained.
"Does she have a kink for black pussy, like so many of her characters do?" Darya asked bluntly.
"Do you, cunt muncher?" Ms. Angela asked, reaching her hand under my chin and pulling my face up and away from her pussy.
"I'd be lying if I told you I didn't have a massive interracial fetish," I replied, turning my head to admire the black beauty again, and I added just as bluntly as she'd been, "especially for beautiful black women such as yourself."
"Then we'll make sure to make that fantasy come true," Angela assured me before she pulled my head back to her pussy and wrapped her pink nylons around my head.
PIC 8: I'm back on my favourite position on my knees eating Ms. Angela's pussy while others watch.
"Are you going to resume fucking her ass, or what?" Ms. Angela asked Penelope, as I lapped away at her peach.
"Yes please, pound my ass some more," I chimed in, still licking.
"Why am I not fucking you?" Penelope asked, as I felt her hands on my hips and her cock back inside my asshole.
"Oooooooh," I moaned. I was licking a delicious pussy, while simultaneously getting my back door pounded. Life is good!
"Don't stop," Mistress Angela moaned, and I could tell her orgasm was rising.
"Not until you come on my face," I promised, shifting my attention from between her pussy lips to her swollen clit.
"Oh, fuck yes, suck on my clit!" she moaned, grabbing the back of my head and pressing my face roughly against her wetness.
I maintained my focus on her clit, tugging it between my lips while also using my tongue, while my face was still getting pressed roughly against Mistress Angela's pussy... AND... Penelope continued giving me deep, hard back shots!
"Oh, yes! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! fuuuuuuck!!" Angela screamed, and simultaneously an incredible amount of wetness coated my face!
I lapped up her sweet-tasting cum even while Penelope didn't slow down her assault on my asshole one little bit!
Angela then let go of my head, pushed me back a bit so she could stand up, and said, "You haven't seen the last of me, bitch."
"I certainly hope not, Mistress Angela," I replied sincerely, and Penelope finally pulled out of me.
"I didn't realize how much work the giver has to do," Penelope joked, gasping for air while she pulled me up to my feet.
"That's the truth, but both giving and receiving are lots of fun," I assured her. Meanwhile, I was feeling gentle breezes investigating my well-gaped asshole, which I wasn't at all accustomed to.
Penelope said, surprisingly sweetly, "You and I are going to have lots of fun together for a long time."
"I sure hope so," I agreed.
"But for now, I'd better let some of the other teachers take their turns with you," she added. "There are a lot of eyes on you, you know."
I looked around and saw more than a few pairs of eyes focused on me.
She then kissed me. Then as soon as she broke our kiss, she said, "This is just the beginning of our fun times together."
"It'd better be," I agreed.
"My turn," Darya stepped in and said. She then came over to me, took my hand, and led me to another section of the lounge. She pushed me against a glass wall, pressed her hand against my pussy through my flimsy skirt, and kissed me passionately. I kissed her back, and for a couple minutes while our tongues explored each other's, she finger banged me with two fingers.
PIC 9: Darya kisses me as her hand goes to my fevered pussy.
When she broke the kiss and I was moaning from her fingers fucking me so good, she asked, "Ever had chocolate pie?"
"Only in my stories and fantasies," I answered, my pussy burning and my mouth watering at the idea of eating this beautiful black woman and checking off another goal on my fuck-it list.
"Want to make that fantasy a reality?" she asked, still rubbing my clit while she continued finger fucking me furiously.
"Actually, what I really want to do is whatever you want me to," I answered frankly, in full submissive mode, and with a long moan.
"Lie down on the tiles," she ordered, pulling her wet fingers out of me before I could come on them.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, hurriedly starting to obey, even though my knees were a bit weak.
"No, wait," she said, and I froze just before I began bending down.
"Remove your skirt," she ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, and I quickly discarded my barely-a-skirt and lay down on the tiled deck, while Darya watched me, saying, "So eager."
"She may be secretly Korean," the very pretty Myeong said from out of nowhere.
"Pardon?" I asked, hearing her words, but not understanding what she meant. She was standing nearby wearing a mostly red kimono that was wide open, with matching red nylons.
"You are so submissive, just like Korean woman," she explained as she gazed down at me.
"Ah, I see," I nodded. "The stereotype."
"Most stereotypes have much truth to them," the pretty woman smiled.
"Myeong will eat anybody's pussy without hesitation, just from a snap of someone's fingers, a quick text, or a direct order," Darya explained as she straddled my waist, which I thought was odd.
"If that's the standard, then maybe I am part Korean," I responded with a playful smile.
"Place your arms above your head," she ordered.
I obeyed.
"Hurry up, I want my turn," someone said from behind me.
Darya looked up and snapped, "Wait your fucking turn," which shut up whoever it was. I wanted to look and see, but I didn't.
PIC 10: Darya is naked except pink stockings on her black body straddling me while Myeong in all red watches.
Bringing her attention back to me, she asked, "Now tell me what you want for a change, and I don't want to hear whatever I want."
"If it's up to me Mistress, I want to suck on your tits, I want to eat your pussy, and I want to make you cum," I answered, not holding back.
"Good answer," she said before leaning towards me and moving her hands to my arms.
I spent the next couple minutes going back and forth between her two firm tits and her hard nipples, wishing I could cup them too... but I focused on what I could control.
"Yeah! Suck my nipples, my pretty white slut," Darya moaned. Her nipples must have been quite sensitive, judging by the sensual sounds escaping her lips.
"Mmmmmmmm," I responded, hoping to with that hum: 1) I was obeying her every whim, 2) I liked being called a white slut, but also 3) I didn't want to stop sucking on her nipple. I'm not sure she got all of that, but I'd tried!
She then said, bringing her pussy to my mouth, "It's time for a chocolate snack."
"I always crave chocolate," I said happily, as she lowered her wet, glistening pussy lips onto my face.
"Whenever I'm around, you'll be getting all the chocolate you want," she promised, as I began licking her.
"Mmmmmmm," I responded again, this time both in response to her words and to her delicious taste.
"Although you might get addicted," she moaned. I felt her hand on the back of my head pulling it up until my mouth was right against her pussy.
"I think she is already addicted to all our pussies," Myeong pointed out, clearly still watching while I serviced Darya.
"Well, around here, she'll certainly get enough of it," Darya assured her, while she slowly ground her snatch against my face, and I eagerly kept licking her delicious pussy.
Then for a few minutes I licked her pussy as best as I could, while she rode my face... getting more and more aggressive the longer her face riding continued.



Suddenly she stopped riding, and a gush of sweet cum squirted directly into my open mouth!
I lay there slowly lapping up her cum after the initial damn had burst until she lifted herself off my face. She then stood up, assisted me up to my feet and said, "I think someone else must be looking forward to some playtime with you by now."
"And this useless bit of nonsense is just getting in the way," I said, removing my halter top.
"Yes, it's just been hiding those perky white tits," Darya approved.
"I agree. It's a shame to hide those perky breasts," Myeong said.
"Around here, they're called tits," Darya corrected her.
"So sorry," Myeong apologized, giving Darya a slight bow. She bowed politely too in the Korean style (bending forward about 30º, but with her head up, so she could still look her in the eyes).
Darya smiled back at her, then turned to me and said, "Penelope is thrilled that you're replacing her as the Bottom Slut."
"Yes, she's told me that a few times already," I smiled.
"I bet she has," Darya smiled back.
"May I please have a turn with our bottom slut-sshi?" (In Korean, sshi is roughly equivalent to the Japanese san).
"You don't need my permission, she's the faculty slut, and you're a member of the faculty," Darya answered brusquely. She then slapped my ass (in a friendly, locker room sort of way), and sauntered off.
Myeong asked, ever so politely, as she slipped out of her robe, "You ready for have sex now?"
"I'm the faculty slut, and like Darya just said, your faculty," I responded. "I'm always ready for whatever you want."
"Thank you so much," she replied with her impeccable courtesy. But then to my astonishment, instead of the tender intimacy I was expecting, she roughly forced me to the tiles and onto my back, and demanded rudely, "Lick my asshole, slut-sshi!"
"Yes, Mistress," I replied.
She then lowered her tight ass onto my face, and I began licking the tight rosebud.
While I performed this humiliating, demeaning task, I was discovering that the kinky situations I'd often created and fantasized about were just as exhilarating in real life! At Chateau Johnson for Girls, I loved being the slut-sshi, the bottom bitch, the submissive slut, the mindless three-hole cum slut, and the pussy munching pet. In truth, I'd never felt so free. This was who I was! This was who I wanted to be! This was my bright new destiny!
Everyone I might encounter on this campus was fully committed to the Chateau Johnson culture, and that guaranteed me complete safety in this, my submissive utopia!
"Get that fucking tongue up my asshole, slut-sshi," she ordered, rudely barging into my reverie. But it was still all good!
I obeyed her the best I could, even though this wasn't the most comfortable or easy way to eat someone's asshole.
PIC 11: Myeong sits on my face and I enjoy her Asian delight.
I spent a few minutes eating her asshole, before she spun around, sat on my face, and used me roughly... way more aggressively than Darya had.
I just kept my tongue extended the best I could until she came on my face in just a couple minutes.
When she got off of me, she said, all politeness again, "I can tell you're going to be a very good slut-sshi."
"I'll do my very best," I assured her, still lying on my back.
"I know you will," she said before grabbing her robe and striding away.
I got up, stretched, and saw that Nicole had arrived. She was wearing an open robe similar to Myeong's, except hers didn't look Asian, and Myeong didn't have an erection that any porn star would be proud of sticking out.
She sauntered over to me with a bag in her hand, and asked, "How are you enjoying your servitude?"
"I've found my true purpose outside the classroom," I answered, feeling very comfortable to be telling her this.
"Being a cock and cunt slave?" she asked bluntly.
"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, looking down at her cock. "I can never get enough cock or cunt," I elaborated, loving to use that nasty word 'cunt'.
"Still craving my cock?"
"I'll always crave your cock," I assured her.
"Unfortunately for me, tonight is about your pussy submission," she said, "although I did bring a new outfit for you to wear." She handed me the bag.
"It's so skimpy, it seems rather irrelevant," I said as I examined the contents. I pulled out what I would soon discover was a nun's outfit, although it wasn't one an actual nun would ever wear, anywhere! The habit and cowl were mostly blood red instead of the traditional black, my tits would be totally bare, and I wouldn't be wearing anything at all below the waist except a pair of thigh high stockings, which were also blood red. And in addition to it being a very scandalous let-it-all-hang-out outfit, the symbolism was atrocious. Any self-respecting woman would never go near garb like this, let alone actually wear it. So needless to say, this new me, who was learning to embrace my love of being humiliated, absolutely loved this horrible outfit!
I put it on and joked, "It doesn't cover my pussy at all."
She missed my joking tone and asked, "Which part of easy access don't you get?"
"So now I'm a freeuse nun?"
"Exactly," she agreed. She pulled something else out of the bag, and stuck two sticky-tape black crosses onto my nipples.
"Ya know? I've sometimes been called a prude," I giggled. "If they could only see me now!"
PIC 12: Nicole with her hard dick out chats with me in my new kinky nun outfit. (PS: I didn't love this outfit that Tex made, but he did so I went with it).
"Yup, you're the farthest thing there is from a prude now," she giggled back, bringing her hand to my uncovered pussy.
"Oh! That's easy access, all right! I love being a bad girl," I moaned.
"You'll always be my good bad girl," she said, fingering me. "I'd fuck you right here and now, but it looks like someone else wants to have their way with you."
"Except when Alexis has given me conflicting orders, all my holes will always be available to you," I promised, as she pulled her fingers out of me.
"I know," she said, and added, "Now go worship, and sin some more."
"Yes, Mistress," I agreed. Normally the words worship and sin wouldn't ever be in the same sentence together, but in this situation, they were the perfect oxymoron.
She sauntered away, approached Myeong and bent her over, slid her dick right inside the Asian beauty, and began pounding her hard.
"Hey sister!" a woman's voice sang out, so I turned to face another... client? Or maybe Mistress? Or perhaps colleague?
"Hey yourself!" I smiled warmly, when I saw it was Josi. I hadn't really talked to her much since moving here, but I'd always felt a good vibe between us.
The way she was dressed... in a red mesh dress that more or less displayed everything she had, and with her tits totally exposed... she was certainly following the 'no respectable clothing permitted' rule!
"Are you ready to sin?" she proposed with a wicked grin.
"I was born to sin," I said, knowing it was a lame thing to say, but it kind of worked for this situation. I attempted a sexy pose, as did she.
"Grab a strap-on," she ordered, pointing to a pink pegboard hanging on a wall I was just now noticing for the first time. It had various sex toys hanging on it, including a few strap-ons.
"Oh my," I said, admiring the wide variety of sizes and colours.
"Grab the ten-inch pink one," Josi suggested.
"All right," I agreed, walking over and noticing one that had to be sixteen inches long! In what world would that behemoth fit inside anyone?
I grabbed the pink one as requested, strapped it on, and came back to her.
"Lie down," she said. "I'm going to go all Cowgirl on you."
"I love it!" I said, getting back onto my back.
I learned she had a quirky sense of humour when she straddled me and joked, "Try really hard not to get me pregnant. Think you can handle that?"
"I'll do my best," I chuckled back, and she dropped herself onto my cock and began riding me... grabbing my tits for balance.
PIC 13: I'm now wearing a big strap-on and Josie straddled me as I lay on the ground and rode that big fat cock.
"Oh yeah, ride my dick," I encouraged her, loving this shift from submissive to fucker, and after about a minute I began bucking my hips up to meet her downward bounces.
"Yeah, fuck me," Josi moaned, surprised at first by my participation, instead of just laying there while she fucked herself on me.
So then she leaned forward and allowed me to do the work, and I bucked my hips up and down, fucking her the best I could. I discovered this position presented quite a challenge, and maintaining my smooth strokes up and down was also exhausting.
As Josi's orgasm rose, she said, resting her hands on my tits again, "It's my turn to do the work again."
She then bounced on my body like I was a pleasure trampoline, making my body quake every time she bounced down.
"Oh, yes! Come on my cock," I urged her.
"Oh, fuck! Yes! Fuck yes! Yes! yeeeeees!!" she screamed, as she came on my dick and collapsed onto my face, tits first.
I took a hard nipple into my mouth and sucked it hard, while her body trembled against mine.
A couple minutes later, she got off of me and said, "That was fun!"
"It was also quite the workout," I added, rolling onto my side, since my back was a bit sore from lying on it so much against the hard tiles.
"Happy to help," she said cheerily.
And then a new voice interrupted our conversation. It was really gruff, even though it was feminine. "It's our turn with the slut," the voice said from behind me, and I got up.
It was a blonde freshman teacher named Vanessa, whose huge tits were already out, accompanied by her gal pal Meadow, who also taught freshmen, and although was almost a head taller than her bestie, she had much smaller tits, which were also out. Both of them were wielding strap-on cocks while they sauntered up to me oozing confidence, very much like Nicole always did.
"Yeah, we own you, bitch," Vanessa said, stroking her plastic cock.
"That you do. I'm your Bottom...." I began to respond, but the pretty blonde with an ugly expression on her face cut me off.
"Did I ask you to fucking speak?"
I began to say no, but held it back, realizing that apparently I wasn't supposed to say anything at all.
"You ready for some double dicking?" Meadow sneered, looking at me like I was a piece of meat... which perhaps I was.
"Um, I...." I responded, looking at Vanessa.
"She's not the brightest bitch," Vanessa said disparagingly, shaking her head.
"Yeah, she thinks she's hot stuff just because she's new," Meadow said, apparently more than a little annoyed at the extra attention I seemed to be getting. I'd heard that there was a time when Meadow had been the seniors' favourite pet, but since then she'd been here for twenty years, and while she was inexorably getting older, she'd been fucked by more than two hundred trans students, and nobody knew how many teachers.
"No, I don't think..." I began saying.
"Shut the fuck up, you dumb bitch!" Vanessa roared at me.
I was speechless! I'd literally been trying to agree that I'd love a double dicking, but they wouldn't let me say a word!
But then suddenly out of nowhere, the ultimate dominant voice barked out, "Back off, you two troublemakers! KNEES!"
Both women's eyes went wide, and they immediately dropped to their knees as if they'd been struck by lightning.
I froze, unsure whether I too was supposed to drop, but Headmistress Alexis's... because of course it was she... intimating tone had sent me instantly into obedience mode, and instead of dropping to my knees, I snapped to attention as if I were in the military! (Except my very unmilitary mouth was hanging wide open, which totally spoiled the effect. Oh well.)
The Headmistress was wearing a robe similar in style to the one Nicole had been wearing, with stockings of course, but nothing else. And there's no way anyone could fail to notice her huge hard-on. But even though she was dressed for playtime, she exuded an authority that nobody could resist. In fact she radiated an aura as powerful as any Mistress I'd ever created!
Alexis growled, "I fully realize that my favourite teacher is your Bottom Slut, and she'll remain in that lowly position until I hire another teacher, but you insufferable bitches aren't even allowing her to respond to your demands. Have I not trained you better?" (All I took out of that was she'd just called me her favourite teacher... making me blush. I tried not to blush, but no way.)
"Sorry, Mistress," both women said in unison. They were now on all fours and were looking up at Alexis with reverent awe and fear... an intriguing mixture.
"Seriously? I'm sure that poor Jasmine here was trying to tell you that she'd love to get some double dicking from you, and you wouldn't even give her a chance to say it," Alexis continued.
"I guess we got a little carried away, Headmistress," Meadow admitted, while I couldn't help admiring her beautiful body. While Vanessa was also very pretty, her constant scowl ruined it for her. Meadow, on the other hand, had always been as sweet as pie to me before this encounter.
"Vanessa? Say something," Alexis ordered tersely.
"I'm sorry, Mistress. I think we've been a little jealous of all the attention Jasmine keeps getting from you," Vanessa explained.
"You have?" I asked. I hadn't meant to speak, but it came flying out of my mouth anyway.
Alexis didn't give them time to add anything before she said, appearing satisfied with their apologetic responses, "Jasmine my pet, these two hooligans have rather broadly hinted that they want to double penetrate you."
"Yes they have, Headmistress," I agreed. "And since I'm their Bottom Slut, I'll be more than willing for them to double dick me."
Alexis nodded approvingly, then she turned her head and called out, "Oh, Harmony! Could you come over here please? I'd like your assistance with something."
With the talking over, I climbed out of my strap-on to give the 'hooligans' easy access to both of my lower holes, while Harmony approached Alexis and asked with a wicked smile, "How may I assist you, Mistress? As if I didn't know."
Harmony was a gorgeous black woman with tits just as humongous as Vanessa's, and I hoped I'd get a chance to play with her real soon.
"I want you to ride me," the Headmistress said, before turning her head and adding, "Ladies, you may go ahead and have your way with Jasmine."
"Thank you, Mistress," Vanessa and Meadow replied in unison, standing up from their submissive positions.
"You're welcome," she said. "There's nothing wrong with treating your Bottom Slut like your Bottom Slut but remember that was once you, and if I decide I need to make an example of you two, that could be you again."
"Understood," Meadow acknowledged, recalling when she'd been fisted by every member of the faculty during her lesbian debut.
"Yes, Mistress," Vanessa said humbly, recalling when she'd been on her back for more than two hours while all the teachers who were senior to her sat on her face until she got each and every one of them off... while the entire time, two vibrators were inside her pussy and her ass driving her absolutely wild!
"Come and double dick me," I invited them, tossing my own harness aside.
"I get her ass," Vanessa dibbed, her natural dominance returning after their brief scolding.
"You always get their asses," Meadow pointed out.
"What can I say? I like fucking asses," Vanessa shrugged, while I glanced over to see Headmistress Alexis lying on the deck, with the cute Harmony going all Cowgirl on her dick.
"Well, I like having my asshole and my cunt fucked," I said, good and ready to get this double dicking I'd been promised.
"You really are quite the slut," Vanessa admitted grudgingly, as she lifted me way up in the air and dropped my ass onto her lubed dick.
"Oh my fucking GAWD!" I screamed, shocked by my sudden impaling.
"Don't forget about me," Meadow complained mildly, and she stepped up in front of me and slid her dick into my pussy, while Vanessa's dick was buried in my burning asshole.
"Oh my fucking God!" I screamed again, with the angles of the two dicks filling me so deeply, it felt like they were shaking hands (or something) inside me!
PIC 14: I am double penetrated by Meadow and Vanessa while they hold me up in a real kinky position while Harmony rode the Headmistress.
This position was utterly exhilarating! I screamed my head off, while Vanessa just remained steady, lodged in my asshole, while Meadow hammered away inside my pussy.
It took less than a minute for me to come, and I screamed, "Fuck! I'm cumming!"
"Thank God," Vanessa sighed as I began quaking, "this position was so much better when it was still in my head!"
"I disagree... it was fucking amazing," I responded weakly, as Meadow pulled out and helped lower me down to the deck.
Vanessa discarded her strap-on, lay down, spread her legs, and ordered, "Now crawl to me and eat my pussy," snapping her fingers at me.
"Yes Mistress," I replied. I felt my cum leaking out of me while I crawled over to her.
Then the moment I was between Vanessa's legs, she began grinding her pussy against my face.
PIC 15: I am on my knees on the ground licking Vanessa's pussy. In teal like stockings and amazing tits.
It took just a couple minutes to get her off, and then Meadow claimed her turn.
I turned around and saw that she too had discarded her harness, and was lying down with her legs spread wide, and she'd pulled them up near her head for me.
I crawled over to her, pushed them even higher, and licked her too.
PIC 16: Meadow's legs in black thigh highs are high in the air as I dine on her dark chocolate.
It took a couple minutes of attacking her clit before I also got her off, and I swallowed her cum.
I wasn't even finished lapping up that tasty treat, before Harmony ordered, "Lie on your back, Jasmine. I've got a special cream pie for you." Alexis must have cum inside her pussy.
I quickly lay on my back, and I watched Harmony hurrying over to me, and then Alexis's cum started dripping onto my face before she even sat down on me. I hungrily retrieved as much of that cream pie as I could.
PIC 17: Perhaps a little impossible, but on my arms, I eat the cum leaking from Harmony's pussy.
I was then led back to the couch where this wild night had begun, and for quite a while, I licked pussy after pussy after pussy... all my fellow teachers I hadn't already pleasured. My final two meals were Pamela, a teacher from Costa Rica, and Ru Yi, who flaunted major Asian tattoos all over her body and green hair... which wouldn't work for just anybody, but on her I thought the combination was very attractive. By the end, I'd long since discarded my nun costume... eventually it had just been getting in the way, and the novelty had worn off.
PIC 18: We get more comfortable on the patio furniture as I lick Pamela and was entranced by her orange stockings.
I was finally led to a new area on the far side of the main rooms of the lounge where Alexis, now completely naked, told me to, "Get completely undressed."
"Yes, Mistress," I acknowledged, and I removed my stockings, which were all I was still wearing.
Once I was totally naked, and so were Nicole, Meyong and Harmony, Alexis said, "We had this new feature installed just for you, Jasmine."
"What is it?" I asked.
"It's a shower stall for golden showers," the Headmistress explained.



"Oh," I said. A golden shower wasn't something I'd ever seriously considered taking part in. Which is why you wouldn't find it in more than about a half dozen stories in my ten-plus-year career.
"It's your special initiation," Nicole said, as she led me into the center of the installation, and instructed me to assume a posture that by now felt very comfortable... on my knees before her.
Then I was surrounded by five women, and within a few seconds they were all spraying their urine onto me, right after Nicole instructed, "Open wide."
I obeyed her, and then I was being soaked in... yes, a literal shower of their golden liquid, which felt warmer than I'd imagined it would be... not that I'd ever put much thought into the temperature of urine.
I was also surprised by how much piss these women produced, especially Harmony for some reason.
Lastly, I was surprised by the taste... which wasn't disgusting as I'd assumed it would be, but rather a little bit sugary and bitter.
PIC 19: A real kinky scene where cock and pussy all piss on me at once.
Once they were all finished spraying me, Harmony smiled and said cordially, "Welcome to the club."
"Thank you," I replied, now dripping with urine from my head to my toes.
Then suddenly floods of water came cascading down all over me and rinsed off all the urine before Amanda, always there at the right time for me, washed me totally clean with soap.
She took my hand and led me to my room, where I requested, "Will you please fuck me? I'm still horny from all that public humiliation. It was soooo good, but..." I ran out of steam and couldn't finish my thought.
"For you, my sweetheart?" she asked rhetorically with a tender smile. "Anything... anytime... always." She led me to my bed, rolled me onto my side and fucked me from behind.
PIC 20: Back in my bedroom Amanda slides her cock in my needy pussy in a romantic scene.
I came.
She came in me.
Then we snuggled close to each other, and we both drifted off into slumber. As she slept and snored ever so softly, I looked at her and counted my blessings. Who would have thought in all this wild sex I could have found someone so special?
PIC 21: On my back, Amanda on her side as we enjoy the afterglow of sex and the intimacy of a growing romance.
End of Trans School: Colleague Worship
Up next: Trans School: Daughter's Arrival.
PIC 22: A teaser picture of my daughter posing dripping in cum naked except purple thigh high stockings, with the Headmistress hard cock aimed right at me while dressed in black garter-belt and stockings and lastly me dressed rather inappropriately as I walk in and discover not only is my daughter here... she has discovered the secret of the school.
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(The) Breast of Times
"Thanks again for doing this," Mom said as she gave me another farewell hug and kiss. "Your aunt really appreciates it and so do I."
"So, you've said it a dozen times," I laughed. "And I'll say it again, I'm happy to help out. Plus, spending six weeks at a house by the beach sounds a lot more inviting than six weeks in the sweltering kitchen at Bella Italia."
Truth be told, I'd been looking forward to returning to the kitchen of the Italian restaurant where I'd worked my last two years of high school. I thought it would be a great summer job following my first year away at college. But when my Aunt Karen's husband Jake had been tapped for a short-notice military deployment for the rest of the summer, my mother had quickly sold her younger sister on hiring me to stay with her and help out with her four-month-old baby, my new cousin, Amanda.
My main qualifications as an au pair were my years of experience in helping my mother take care of my little sister Kara, who was only five, fourteen years my junior. I had been deep into the diaper changing and bottle feeding and all-around care of my sweet little sister right from birth; never considering it a burden since I loved the little cutie to death.
I was also expected to put my restaurant experience to use by doing most of the cooking for me and my aunt, plus any handyman tasks that Uncle Jake would normally do. Otherwise, my time was my own and it was well expected for me to spend plenty of time at the beach or even just around my aunt's swimming pool with a jacuzzi. For this, Auntie was going to pay me almost as much as I would have earned at Bella Italia and Mom and Dad were going to boost my monthly allowance by $100 for the next school year. Good work when you can get it.
"And be sure to call regularly and let me know how things are going," Mom said, again repeating instructions she'd given me multiple times. Of course, these instructions went to the hidden but real reason my mom had pushed me to take a summer job as a nanny; to be her spy. She said Aunt Karen and Uncle Jake were having marital problems, in fact, she suspected that Jake had volunteered for his current temporary duty to get away from his wife and, perhaps even his baby, for a bit. Mom worried that that stress would add to her sister's risk of suffering post-partum depression, and she wanted me to be on the lookout for signs and report them back to her. Naturally, I was not to let Aunt Karen in on any of this part of my mission.
"I will, Mom," I said before finally breaking away and jumping into my car for the six-hour drive to the coast.
As I cruised along, I pictured hours in the sun taking in the vision of tons of girls in bikinis, telling myself I was going to overcome my usual shyness and talk to some of them. I had nothing to lose as nobody knew me and I could create a brand-new persona. One perhaps less boring than my real one.
Then I thought about the girl in a bikini I was really looking forward to. While my parents expected and even encouraged me to meet some 'beach bunnies' as Mom called them, they would be utterly shocked to learn that the one I'd really like to see dressed up as a Playboy Bunny was my Aunt Karen.
My aunt was just fucking hot. Not in a traditional fashion model way, she was too thick for that. Not fat, but thick like a choice, juicy steak. She had amazing curves, her ass in jeans was delicious and her full-figured body in a dress showcased the thick, strong legs, always in nylons, that supported that ass, and a pair of massive boobs above that had been a source of wet dreams for me for some time. If she would be hanging around her swimming pool in any kind of a bathing suit, I knew I'd be spending more time there than at the beach.
To be even more honest, when I thought about my aunt this way, usually while lying in bed, stroking my prick, we'd be spending even more time in her bed than in the pool and I would be exploring her acres of soft flesh with every tool at my disposal, from fingers to nose, from tongue to cock.
This may explain my fascination, or interest, in women with some meat on their bones. I didn't enjoy skinny girls. I enjoyed a bigger girl, not fat, just big-boned. They also were better in bed from my limited experience and tried harder. They were real women, who made real sounds in bed.
Anyways, with the wind at my back, no construction (a miracle in summer), and only stopping once, I arrived over an hour earlier than I anticipated and knocked on my aunt's door.
I stood there a long minute, starting to wonder if maybe she'd gone out on a last-minute errand since I wasn't expected so early when I finally heard a noise from the other side of the door. I smiled and waved at the doorbell camera.
Then the deadbolt turned and the door opened and I nearly lost my shit.
If the secret sick reason I had been so eager to take this job for the summer was to be around my hot aunt and feed my twisted incest fantasies, the reason behind the reason, the fetish within the fetish, now stood in front of me in luscious, living flesh.
Aunt Karen stood there with bare feet and wet hair, wearing a kimono-type robe that went to just below her knees. But what really rocked my world was her chest. The robe material was thin and completely inadequate to control the obviously braless watermelons it covered. As I said, Auntie had always been huge up top, but pregnancy and breastfeeding had only made things even more glorious.
"Joey!" she cheered, throwing her arms wide which nearly pulled the robe completely apart and exposed the Grand Canyon of cleavages. I immediately wanted to dive into the creamy white gorge but managed to simply step into her embrace. The press of her big hooters against my chest raised an instant boner in my pants. I had to make a conscious effort to not press my pelvis against hers and cause her to shut the door on the pervert on her doorstep.
"Come in, come in," she said, breaking off the hug much sooner than I would have liked, and pulling me inside by my arm before closing the door. "You're so early, you caught me just getting out of the shower," she said, pulling the robe closed again.
I was sorry to see the cleavage disappear, but it was replaced by something even better. Holding the robe that way stretched it tight across her chest, clearly outlining nipples that literally looked like thumb tips. And where they pressed, I registered ring-shaped stains where those big nipples had obviously been leaking breastmilk.
And here we come to the heart of it, the dark heart of my perversion. I had come here for those nipples, for those massive breasts and the milk they held. I wanted to nurse, and lacking that, I wanted fresh, personal memories of her mammaries to fuel my jerk-off fantasies.
I'd been thinking about this a lot recently, berating myself for such twisted desires, but I'd come to realize I'd been developing this fantasy a long time - probably starting with 13 months of watching my mother breastfeed my sister Kara. However, the really sexual nature of the fantasy had begun right here in this house, with this woman, some six months ago.
I had joined my family here for a few days out of my winter holiday break from college. Aunt Karen was eight months along and her already big tits were swelling more and periodically leaking in preparation for feeding her baby. For some reason I wanted nothing more than to tear open her blouse, rip off her bra, and engorge myself with what I just knew would taste like warm ambrosia.
Then I'd been back during my Spring Break. It was my first time seeing baby Amanda in person and I instantly fell in love with her, just as I had with Kara. But while my feelings for my new cousin were pure and protective, my feelings for her mother became dirtier and more perverse. I took every chance I could to watch her nurse the child, and visions of fat nipples leaking milk filled my mind and my dreams. I wanted to nurse on those melons. I wanted to nurse from them while I fucked my aunt. I wanted to fuck her big tits and blend our creams together when I came all over them.
Ever since then, my porn collection, which up till then had been dominated by women in nylons of some sort, began to accumulate a subset of mostly Japanese breastfeeding porn. For reasons I couldn't explain, watching a man lying back on a woman's legs, leaning up and nursing on a large, milk-filled breast through a swollen nipple had become the ultimate kink.
"Joey?" my aunt said, and I finally raised my eyes to her, wondering how long I'd been staring at her nipples pressing against the milk-stained robe.
"Yeah, well, I just made really great time on the road," I said. "Sorry to catch you at a bad time," I added, forcing my eyes to stay on hers.
"Well, I'm just a little embarrassed to be greeting you in my old, bumming-around-the-house robe," she said, pulling it closed even tighter.
"Sorry," I repeated, trying not to stare, but definitely distracted.
"No reason to be sorry," she said, "but why don't you go and unload your car while I go and get dressed."
"Sure," I nodded and went back out the front door while she headed toward her room. As I brought in my suitcases, guitar, gaming gear, and laptop, I kept telling myself to get my shit together and not fall into another trance staring at her incredible boobs, hypnotic though they were. I vowed I would limit myself to short, sideways glances. Oh, and very dark sunglasses when we were outdoors would probably be alright too.
As I was putting my clothes into drawers, Aunt Karen stepped through the open bedroom door, fully dressed and carrying little Amanda in her arms.
"There she is," I said, stepping over to see the little princess, feeling that mushy feeling inside that my mom says is a sign that I'll be a good dad myself one day. I sure hope so.
"Want to take her?" asked my aunt.
"Is she okay with strangers holding her?"
"Yeah, she's already a little social butterfly," laughed Karen. "Plus, you're no stranger; she's been talking about her handsome Cousin Joey ever since you were here in April."
"Is that so?" I said to the baby, taking her from her mother, happy to find all I had learned from handling Kara four years earlier was coming back to me. I also noticed Aunt Karen's calling me handsome, which sent a brief chill up my spine.
As I gently rocked and cooed at Amanda, I surreptitiously took in my aunt's impressive frame. She wore light, fairly loose clothes, appropriate for the summer heat, although, to my surprise and delight, she also wore pantyhose. I guess I'd expected being in her own home on maternity leave, that she would skip them, but there she was, walking around in her stocking-clad feet in suntan nylons and recently painted red toenails.
Karen was a high-powered corporate executive who always seemed to wear pantyhose with both her professional garb and her day-to-day dresses when I saw her in person or in photos or video calls... so I guess it was her habit even on maternity leave. Well, that was fine with me because pantyhose had always been a turn-on for me. My mom also wore them often, both as a teacher, and like Aunt Karen, when wearing a skirt or dress at home... a sign of good upbringing I thought (with my dirty mind). A few of my high school teachers had also worn them, nursing my fetish away from family. Unfortunately, at college, finding a girl who wore pantyhose was like finding a needle in a haystack, even very few female professors wore them these days.
Meanwhile, Amanda seemed to be taking to me just fine as she was snuggling against my chest and dropping off. The baby's reaction apparently relaxed her mother as well, because Aunt Karen's voice was soft and low when she spoke next.
"Thank you so much for taking this on, Joey. I suspect that a young college man could find more exciting ways to spend his summer."
"No problem," I said. "I'm really happy to be here. And if she's like this all the time, I guess it's going to be a nice, easy summer."
Auntie laughed and proceeded to fill me in on the true nature of the little devil in my arms and how she hoped I could help out as her au pair.
As she spoke, I continued to gently walk around the room, lulling the baby, while also continuing to assess my sexy aunt. She wore a blouse that didn't remotely try to hide her voluptuous breasts that looked to be DD or FF or GG cups (I planned to discover which size she was at some point during my stay). I realized that with a chest like that, all of her blouses had to be custom-tailored to fit like this one did. It was a fit that had me thinking very, very inappropriate thoughts. Yes, I knew it would be incest... but fuck, her tits were just so fucking big and her legs and feet in nylons so fucking tempting.
When she finished reciting my duties and thanked me once again for spending my summer with them, I replied, "You know there's nothing I wouldn't do for my favourite auntie." Or to her, I thought, which caused my already partially-swollen dick to pulse and threaten to give away my excitement by bulging into a full-blown crotch tent.
Her eyes squinted and I worried she might have caught the innuendo in my words, but then she smiled and said, "I'll take that as a compliment, even though I'm your only auntie," before crossing her arms in a way that enhanced rather than covered her voluptuous cleavage.
My eyes were once again drawn into the valley of forbidden flesh, the expanse of white skin looking so appealing. "Well, even if there were more, I'm sure you'd still be my favourite; who could match your beauty, brains and kindness?"
"Oh, wow, what have they been teaching you at that school of yours? You'd better save that level of bullshit, I mean charm, for the girls on the beach," Aunt Karen laughed, though I thought she looked pleased. "C'mon, follow me, you can put Amanda down in her playpen and then finish putting your stuff away while I start on supper."
I followed her out to the fully equipped chef's kitchen and gently laid the little angel down in a small travel playpen that was set up beside the breakfast nook. I expected Amanda and I would spend a lot of time here as part of my household duties and I was looking forward to trying out some of the neat gadgets.
A half-hour later, after finishing unpacking and setting up my laptop and PlayStation 5, I headed back to the kitchen, where Aunt Karen was well along in making supper.
I leaned back against the kitchen island to watch her work; her big body in motion enchanted me from tits to toes. We chatted about my role here which would include making breakfast and supper, and she told me about some of the special features in her fancy kitchen.
I jumped in to put the salad together and soon we were sitting down to our first dinner together as employer and employee, the new relationship developing into an inside joke while we talked during the meal prep.
"And you're sure you really want to take over the cooking already tomorrow?" she asked.
"Well, you know I'd be cooking at Bella Italia back home for my summer job if I hadn't come out here for you and Amanda, so yeah, I'm fine with getting started."
"I remember waitressing to make money for school my freshman year," said Aunt Karen. "I was so glad when they let me move into the office to do the books during my sophomore year."
"Yeah, I'm glad to be in the kitchen instead of having to schlep everything back and forth and put up with some of the customers."
"Tell me about it," she grimaced. "A big girl like me already had trouble squeezing between the close tables, but just because there was so much of me to touch, guys seemed to think a squeeze of my butt was included as part of the meal. Not that they showed any real appreciation for my fine behind in their tips."
I was stunned into silence for a moment, first because I couldn't believe Auntie had spoken so bluntly- although, it was actually classic Aunt Karen - but secondly and mostly, because I had been thinking so much myself about what it would feel like to squeeze her big butt, or stroke her pantyhose-covered leg, or, please God, squeeze and suck on those amazing breasts. I had found myself wondering how she kept from knocking her plate off the table with those things and realized she had developed a very careful way of eating, so she didn't end up dipping her mams into her food.
"That's messed up," I finally managed to say.
"Well, some men seem to have trouble telling the difference between appreciating and complimenting a woman, versus ogling and creeping her out." I noticed that squint I'd seen earlier, and heard a tone in her voice that made me think she might now be talking about me. I couldn't deny that I had addressed half of my conversation to her nipples instead of her eyes.
"Well, I can't claim sainthood," I said, going for an indirect mea culpa, "but I've never touched a girl against her desires and especially no random groping of strangers in clubs or crowds. As far as ogling, I hope I haven't creeped anyone out by staring when their beauty really hit me, but I'm certainly going to be more aware of it now that you've made me think about it."
She seemed to be appraising my response and apparently I passed, because she nodded and changed the subject.
"So, how was your first year of college?"
"Pretty good," I answered.
"Have you declared your major yet?"
"Actually, I'm following in your footsteps and going for a business degree."
"What field?"
"Economics I think," I said, bouncing back and forth between economics and marketing. I planned to take more classes in both fields and confirm my major after the second year.
"Hmm, not the most lucrative path, but interesting and important for working in the policy area."
"Yeah, I like the philosophy of economics," I said.
"Well, if you ever have any questions or need insight when you write papers or do research, I'm available," she offered.
"I appreciate that," I said, meaning it. Aunt Karen's insight and experience could be very useful down the road.
I made it through the rest of dinner okay, I thought, only talking to her tits twenty percent of the time instead of fifty. Although I don't think my cock ever went completely flaccid. I adroitly maneuvered my plate to cover my tumescence when I stood up, thanked her for dinner and said I would take care of the dishes.
She thanked me for that, scooped up Amanda and took her into the living room to feed her.
There was still a bit more to do in the kitchen after I got the dishwasher loaded and started, but my imagination wouldn't allow me to miss out on any more of what was going on in the living room. I made my way quietly to the edge of the room and my timing was perfect. Aunt Karen was getting ready to swap Amanda from one breast to the other.
While the baby continued suckling on the right, Aunt Karen pulled her blouse aside to uncover her left breast. She wore a nursing bra and deftly undid the drop-down cup to expose the nipple and areola on that side. That heavy-duty white cotton undergarment was suddenly the most erotic peekaboo bra I had ever seen. In the glow of a table lamp, I could see a globule of milk already forming at the tip.



Then she was prising Amanda off of her right tit, causing the girl to whine and threaten to cry, but that was quickly snuffed out when Karen introduced her left nipple to the seeking mouth. Hell, I'd be content too if only I could latch onto that warm flesh, feel the hard, swollen nub with my tongue, and then relish the flow of mother's milk into my hungry gullet.
I'd be more than content, I'd be hard as a rock, which was exactly how I was as I watched the transfer from one glistening nipple to the other. I silently backed away and headed back to the kitchen, where I rearranged my package, and then rushed through the last bits of cleanup.
When I headed back to the living room ten minutes or so later, I did it with plenty of noise, so Auntie would know I was coming. She was still in her very plush recliner, but the pumps had been covered up and she was holding Amanda against her shoulder, which was protected by a heavy cloth, gently tapping the baby's back to coax up the relieving burp.
"Hey, Aunt Karen," I said, "is it alright if I unload the dishwasher in the morning?"
"Sure," she said, "I do it all the time."
"Okay, then, I'm pretty tired from the drive, so if you don't need anything, I'm going to hit the sack."
"You do that," she said. "And Joey, thanks again, we're really glad to have you here."
"Thanks. I think it's going to be a great summer. Good night auntie, good night, Amanda."
"Good night, Joey."
"Buurrrpp."
Once inside my room, I immediately stripped off, took my jar of Palmer's Cocoa Butter Formula skin lotion out of my kit bag, lay down on the queen-sized bed and went to town on my cock which had already left a sizable wet spot in my Calvin Kleins. I imagined Aunt Karen removing the flaps from her nursing bra and walking around all day in just that and a pair of pantyhose and in only three minutes or so, I was shooting a truly massive load into the t-shirt I'd just removed.
.....
The next day, I was up and heading to the kitchen to make breakfast, when I heard the baby crying. Time to start my new job.
Since she was only four months old, Amanda's crib was still in Aunt Karen's room, so I knocked lightly on her door to see if she wanted any help.
"C'mon in," my aunt called.
"Good morning. I was just walking by when I heard the little princess. Would you like any help with her?"
"You know, I think I would. Will you please bring her to me?"
I picked up the crying baby and began rocking her, knowing it wouldn't help much since she was probably hungry. When I turned to the bed, I froze in place.
Aunt Karen had worked her way up to a sitting position with some pillows behind her and now was pulling one breast out of her nightdress.
My eyes went wide at seeing the humongous tit out in the open, the fat nipple swollen and leaking.
"Have you never seen a breast before?" she asked condescendingly.
"Uh, yeah, of course," I said, moving forward even as I kept staring at the heavy breast and imagined myself sucking on it.
"But never one this big, right?" she asked, not seeming at all fazed by her nephew being entranced by her big tit.
"Oh, jeez, I'm sorry," I said, handing her Amanda.
"It's alright, I get it. In fact, I get it all the time. But your mom assured me you were comfortable about breastfeeding, was she wrong?"
"No, no she wasn't," I assured, dragging my eyes up to hers. And it was true... or at least it used to be. Back from watching my mom with my baby sister up until I finally started getting to second base with girls, I'd always viewed breastfeeding as the most natural thing in the world... pure and innocent. But ever since I'd begun touching and sucking breasts in a sexual way and especially since seeing my aunt's extra-large breasts turning into milk jugs, that innocence had been tainted by my growing fetish, and I'd begun finding myself aroused any time I saw a woman nursing in public.
"So now that you're over the shock of seeing a breast this large in person, I don't have to worry about you perving over it every time I need to nurse, right?" she said, as Amanda began sucking on her nipple and I desperately wished to latch onto the free breast.
"Uh, yeah, right, of course," I said, giving my head a little shake and heading out of her room, happy she didn't see my rising erection.
I went to the kitchen and began making breakfast. I made a pretty darn good omelette and hoped that would make up for some of my tit-staring gaffes.
Karen walked out with Amanda in her arms fifteen minutes later and said, "Mmm, smells good."
"Coffee?" I asked as I went to the fresh pot I had brewed.
"Sure," she said.
I poured two cups as she put Amanda in the playpen. "What do you take in it?"
"Two sugars and one cream," she said
I fixed up her coffee and brought it to her as she took a seat at the kitchen table. She was wearing the tight-fitting, milk-stained robe from yesterday and I almost spilled her coffee as I set it down in front of her.
"Thanks," she said. Then, "You're staring again."
"Oh, Christ," I grunted as I straightened and took a step back. "I'm sorry, I... I'm really sorry."
"Listen, Joey, I know how this robe looks and I wasn't going to wear it out here, but I want to get some things straight with you right from the start, okay?"
"Sure, of course."
"You know from your mother that lactating mothers can have a lot of leakage. To deal with that I usually wear a nursing bra or put nursing pads in my other bras. But during those short times when I don't want to wear a bra, like between waking up and taking my shower, I usually wear this robe because it's already ruined. Get it?"
My eyes had naturally gone with her words to stare at the ruined robe and the expanse of braless breast flesh, but I snapped them up again when I said, "Yeah, makes sense."
"However, I realize that in any other situation, with any other man who wasn't related to me and here to work as my baby's au pair, it would be a very provocative outfit. The question for you is, is it too provocative? Should I wear something more conservative?"
Hell no! my mind screamed. I decided I needed to mix some honesty into my answer if I didn't want my aunt to decide I was a perv who couldn't be trusted. "I won't lie, Aunt Karen, I have never seen, um, breasts like yours and they're amaz-- I mean, they really caught my attention. But I'm sure I'll get over it quickly and I want you to be comfortable in your own home, so please wear whatever you like."
She tilted her head to the side and considered me through narrowed eyes. Then she straightened up and nodded. "Okay. But you should also be comfortable here, so if you feel awkward when I dress like this, you let me know, okay?"
"Deal," I said, then returned to the stove to finish the omelette, thinking very hard about the chopped vegetables I was sautéing in an effort to keep my willy from swelling any more than it already was from this surreal encounter.
Ten minutes later we were both seated at the table, half finished with our omelettes. Aunt Karen swallowed a bite and said, "If you can make a breakfast like this for me every morning you will definitely earn your keep."
"I do love to cook," I said, my first passion and dream job was to become a chef but it wasn't perhaps a realistic job for financial stability.
"You could make a good wife one day," she said, but in a teasing tone.
"I'd be a great fifties housewife," I joked.
"In your dress and pantyhose and pearls as you cooked and cleaned," she said, but it seemed to be more to herself than to me. "Like Jake would like," she added, confirming that she was thinking out loud... and apparently confirming Mom's fears about marital strife in Auntie's home.
"Well, I don't know about the dress and pearls," I chuckled, trying to restore the happy mood, "but I do like pantyhose." Oops, that was stupid. She was already worried about my breast-watching, and now I'm admitting to another fetish?
"That's obvious," she said, before taking another sip of coffee.
"It is?" I asked even though it didn't surprise me she'd noticed me admiring her nylon-clad feet yesterday.
"Well, staring and drooling are pretty clear signs," she said, and my eyes dropped to my plate.
"I'm really making a great first impression, aren't I?" I mumbled.
"About the same as most men," she said. Her tone was light, and it made me look up to see the corner of her mouth up in a teasing smile.
"Would it help if I said I'm sorry again and promise to try and keep my tongue in my head?" I said, hoping to ride the strand of humour I was picking up from her.
"Well, the question is the same as before but now expanded. Can you actually focus on a conversation with a woman without staring at her tits or legs?" she asked, before forking the last of her omelette into her mouth.
Beneath the table my prick twitched at her blunt language, but I kept my voice calm when I answered, "I think so."
"Do you?" she questioned, her tone implying she didn't think I could. Honestly, I'd also have to bet against me, but still, I didn't like her assumption that I couldn't.
"Sure," I said. "I like to think I'm self-aware enough to recognize my faults and be able to improve them."
"Hmmm," she pondered as she pulled her shoulders back, causing the incredibly erotic milk robe to spread at the top and show more of her breathtaking cleavage.
"Okay," I said, "now you're just teasing me. I am still just a man after all, and a teenager at that."
She laughed hard. So hard her tits shook, which, of course, drew my attention to them. How could it not?
"You're right," she said, chuckling as she pulled her robe closed again. "I'd probably be more upset if I couldn't get your attention with my girls. But let me ask you something. While almost everyone, man or woman, can't keep themselves from staring at my chest, not as many zero in on legs in hosiery the way you did yesterday and how I've seen you do every time I've worn them around you. Do you have a nylons fetish?" As she said this, she rotated slightly in her chair and stretched out her legs, putting her bare feet into my field of view.
There was the Aunt Karen we all knew and loved and sometimes feared, straight to the point and on the attack. I shrugged and said, "I just don't get to see many women in nylons anymore and I think it's a shame; I like the look."
"Yeah, the fashion is fading into oblivion," she acknowledged.
"I may have been born in the wrong decade," I joked.
"Actually, I also find nylons sexy, and that they have a certain allure," she said.
"I couldn't agree more," I nodded, again glancing down at her perfectly pedicured, painted toenails. So sexy, but how much better if elegantly framed in silky, sheer hosiery?
She pulled her legs in, stood up, closed her robe to hide her beautiful breasts, and said, "I'm going out this morning. Will you be okay watching Amanda? I do realize it's your first real day with us."
"Yeah, we'll do great," I said.
"You know I just fed her, but if she gets hungry before I get back there is breast milk in the fridge. I've posted instructions on the fridge door for heating it up."
"Okay," I said, instantly wondering if helping her pump her breast milk for occasions like this would be one of my duties. God, I hoped so.
"I'm going to shower," she said and left the kitchen.
Once she was out of sight down the hall I reached under the table and adjusted my dick. Then I got up, and cleared and washed the dishes. Washed them. As I put the milk and butter back in the fridge, I saw the breast milk and I couldn't deny wondering what it would taste like. Of course, I resisted the temptation and pushed the curiosity out of my head, See? I could control myself.
I was sweeping the floor when Aunt Karen returned to the kitchen and said, "I think I'm going to like having a live-in cook and maid."
"Oh, I'm a maid now?" I questioned, looking up and seeing she was in a black skirt, white blouse and black pantyhose in open-toed slingbacks. I, of course, glanced down to admire her legs and feet in the sexy hosiery.
She put her right foot slightly forward and wiggled her toes. I felt something begin to wiggle in my pants.
"Hey, Mr. Self-Aware," she said mockingly.
I felt myself blushing as I brought my eyes up. At least I managed not to pause at her breasts.
"I'll be back in a couple of hours. Call me if you need anything."
"Got it," I said, trying to look innocent and trustworthy.
She shook her head. "Maybe we need to get you a girlfriend," she said, before turning around and heading for the front door.
I couldn't come up with a snappy reply, so I just said, "See you later," as I watched her awe-inspiring ass moving under a skirt just tight enough to show off her ass-ets without crossing the bimbo line. After the door closed, I was once again adjusting my raging hard-on. I was going to have to start wearing a jock strap to keep things under control.
Amanda was waking up in her playpen, so I went over and picked her up. "Oh, ho, someone needs a new diaper," I laughed and carried her to the changing table in the nursery. As I cleaned her up and got her into a fresh onesie for the day, I promised myself that I was going to keep my focus on her, on my job here, and stop ogling her mother like a kid going through puberty instead of a grown-ass college man.
I wasn't going to fantasize about squeezing the round globes of her ass, or rubbing my cock up and down her pantyhose-covered thighs, and especially I wasn't going to look at those wondrous tits like I was going to push Amanda aside to get to them every time Auntie brought them out for nursing. I was going to be in control. Yeah, right.
Now that she was clean and comfortable again, Amanda looked ready to sleep, so I carried her into her mother's room and put her in her crib. The bedside clock told me Auntie had only been away a half hour, and she'd said she'd be gone a couple of hours.
While I had made myself a solemn vow not to be a drooling idiot around my aunt anymore, that didn't mean I still couldn't indulge in some harmless bits of my fetish. It was time to find out what actual-size bra Karen wore.
I looked at her dresser but decided it might be too easy for her to tell I'd been in her drawers, so I went to her laundry hamper in her walk-in closet instead. Near the top was the nursing bra I'd seen her in last night. This thing really was a wonder of engineering, but it had to be to support and contain Aunt Karen's massive boobs.
Then I spotted another bra strap and pulled out a very sexy, black lace brassiere. The tag said 34H, the same size as my favourite sexy OnlyFans babe, SultanaCurves. She is a hot Muslim with massive tits, a slim hourglass-like figure and thick legs. Perfection. Oddly, I found this revelation that they were the same cup size serendipitous. I mean what are the odds? 34H was not a very common size.
Standing there holding a bra in each hand by their big cups I was suddenly horny as fuck and needing to indulge. I brought the cup of the nursing bra to my face and inhaled deeply. The odour of milk, not yet sour, sent a charge through me and I mindlessly licked the damp spot. Suddenly I understood why children automatically take to drinking the leftover milk from their cereal bowls, they crave the creamy sweetness they lost when they were weaned. Then I buried my face in the black lace cup and got a different result. I didn't smell milk this time. I smelled a woman, that special musky scent of a woman's skin, a big woman's skin. Probing with my tongue I didn't really pick up anything. Then I remembered what Aunt Karen had said about using nursing pads in her regular bras.
As I pondered the unique wonder of each bra, I looked down into the hamper again and spotted a pair of blue panties. Without conscious thought, I traded the black bra for the panties and repeated my twisted testing. First I brought the gusset to my nose and inhaled. Heavenly. The tip of my nose also told me they were slightly damp, and I found myself sucking the crotch between my lips and licking. So good, so wrong.
My cock was straining against my pants, I had to let him out. I momentarily laid down my prizes and opened and lowered my pants and briefs to below my butt. My cock head seemed almost purple with its swelling and glistened with precum.
Showing the true depths of my perversion, I placed my aunt's dirty undies on my head so the appealing pussy scent was directly on my nose. Looking through the leg holes at my twisted image in the full-length mirror, I inhaled deeply like a glue sniffer, which made my dick throb.
The black lace bra looked so fucking sexy, but the milk-stained nursing bra would better hide the nasty deed I was about to commit. Holding the open cup in front of my mushroom head, I began pumping my dick.
I sniffed and licked the crotch of the panties I wore like a mask, and stroked my steel-hard cock until my balls were boiling. In just a couple of minutes I was ready to come.
I buried my cock head in the white bra cup and a few strokes later unloaded my large morning load directly into it.
"Take it all, slut," I grunted. While Aunt Karen had always shown herself to be a woman in control of things around her and was already establishing that dynamic in our new relationship, in my fantasies our sex was super nasty and verbal and I was in control. "Take your nephew's load all over those big, fat, milk-filled tits."
My morning load was always my biggest of the day, and once spent, I looked at the pool of cum I had deposited in the big cup. Oddly, I didn't feel as much guilt for what I'd done as for not filling up both cups evenly. One of my weird quirks was balance and I actually didn't like that I hadn't given both cups some of my jizz.
Well, I could take care of that imbalance next time. Because there was definitely going to be a next time. For now, I replaced the bras and panties back in the hamper as close as I could to how they had been, but making sure the nursing bra was exposed to air so my deposit would dry and blend in with the breastmilk.
.....
After Aunt Karen returned, I made my first visit of the summer to the local beach. It was only a three-minute walk from Auntie's place, the amazing location along with the luxe house making it obvious how successful she had been in her career.
There were indeed plenty of bikinis in place, displaying a wide variety of body types, and I surreptitiously enjoyed them all as I did a little body surfing and read one of the books on the summer reading list for my English Lit class.
A few hours later, I was doing my meal prep for dinner, when Aunt Karen called for me from her bedroom. Heading down, I found she was on a video call on her tablet, it was with her husband.
"Here he is," she said as she turned the screen to me and I saw my uncle Jake. "I was just telling Jake how you've slid right into place, taking care of Amanda so naturally and showing some of those cooking skills we've heard about."
"Hey, Uncle Jake," I said.
"Hey, yourself," he replied, with the wide grin that saved his handsome, strong-jawed face from looking too severe; Uncle Jake looked like the military badass he was. "I really appreciate you coming out and taking care of my girls," he said.
"Well, it's been a pleasure so far. Amanda is a little angel."
"She sure is," he agreed. "Hey, why don't you sit up next to them so I can see everyone?"
Auntie was up against the headboard in the breastfeeding position I remembered so vividly from that morning. This time, however, her boobs were covered and the baby was being held against them facing out, toward the tablet camera. Aunt Karen's legs were stretched out and her dress had hitched up to just above her knees, exposing a few inches more of her solid legs, encased so alluringly in sheer pantyhose.



Feeling more than a little awkward, I shimmied up until I was sitting beside her, legs extended alongside hers. I was wearing shorts, and it felt like I was fighting the pull of gravity to keep my bare legs from closing the three-inch gap and rubbing up against her nylons.
"Joey?" Once again, my aunt had to pull me out of my reverie of her body by calling my name. I just hoped her husband couldn't tell what was happening. She gestured for me to take the baby so she could better manage the iPad.
"Ha ha," laughed Uncle Jake, "you've definitely matured in the last year, Joey, and I can't decide if you look like a much older brother or a much younger husband and father."
"I don't know if I like that 'much younger' crack," said Aunt Karen. "How 'bout we stick with loving cousin and talented au pair?"
We chatted a couple more minutes about what he was up to and whether I'd found the female selection at the beach up to my new, higher college standards, and then I signed off, joking I had to get back to the kitchen if I wanted to keep my job.
"Joey? Will you please put Amanda in her crib on your way out?" asked my aunt.
I did as she asked and closed the door behind me as I left, giving Auntie privacy for her continuing conversation with her husband. Mom had been worried about problems in the marriage, but from what I'd seen so far, things seemed okay. Well, as okay as they could be when you have a new baby in the house and your man is in some faraway land, and not one of the nice ones.
.....
However, when she finally came out and joined me in the kitchen, her face looked more upset, almost angry, than a short-term separation would seem to warrant - such things being fairly standard in military families.
"Everything okay?" I asked.
She just sighed, then said, "Sometimes I wish I could still have a glass of wine even though I'm breastfeeding."
"Just one shouldn't hurt, should it?" I said. "I won't tell anyone."
She laughed at that and said, "Joey, you're supposed to be looking out for Amanda's interests, not tempting her hucow to contaminate her milk."
Holy shit! Did my aunt just call herself a HuCow? While I'd certainly come across that anime subgenre while researching lactation porn, the kink went beyond my own personal limits... although, the idea of a woman being able to lactate even when not nursing a baby was pretty hot.
I hoped my jaw hadn't dropped all the way to the ground, but my teeth did snap just a little when I made sure to shut it.
"Yep, you're right, I was just testing you," I blabbered in a lame attempt to cover my gaffe. "Well, dinner's ready, would you like to eat in the dining room?"
"If you don't mind, how about we keep things informal and just take our meals here in the kitchen so we can keep talking while you work?"
"Sounds good to me. Take a seat."
When I set her plate in front of her, Aunt Karen gushed, "Oh, Joey, this looks amazing."
Wanting to make up for some of the earlier awkwardness of breast staring and nylon drooling, I had decided to use the full range of skills I'd picked up at Bella Italia, which presented an image of family dining but with elegance. I'd taken the time to plate the food as enticingly as I could.
"Seriously," she continued, "this almost looks too good to eat... I feel like I should be taking a photo for my Instagram account."
"Well, presentation is important to give the customer an experience that's really worth their money," I said, quoting Marco Frangioni, part-owner and head chef of Bella Italia.
"Yes, it is," she nodded. "Clearly you've been learning some important lessons at that restaurant of yours."
"I've been learning from a great chef," I said.
"Well, get yours and sit down," she urged. "I said it looked almost too good to eat. But it also looks too delicious not to eat and I want to taste what other lessons you've learned from your chef."
I took a quick second to plate up my portion and sat across from her. "Buon appetito," I said.
She took a bite of the mustard pork chop I'd prepared and almost immediately let out that moan that chefs live for. It had taken sixteen months of learning and working at Bella Italia before I'd prepared a meal of my own that had drawn such a reaction, and it had meant almost as much to me as the first groan of pleasure I'd managed to pull out of a classmate with my tongue on her pussy.
She chewed the piece slowly and swallowed. "Wow, Joey, this is so good."
"Thanks," I said, always loving getting a compliment for something I made, but also loving seeing someone's face when they've discovered something that perfectly pleased their palette.
"I mean, I am not a huge fan of pork chops, but this, this is delicious," she said, as she took another bite.
"I'm happy you like," I said, as I began eating mine.
After a few minutes of quietly enjoying her dinner, Aunt Karen circled back to our earlier conversations about my future in business and my interest in nylons.
"The importance you put on the presentation of your food? It's also important in the business world," she said.
"It is?" I questioned, that not a topic I remembered from any of my first-year business courses. But I trusted Aunt Karen knew what she was talking about, having broken many glass ceilings on her journey to the top.
"Oh, yes. Just like the appearance of this food made me think it would be delicious, the appearance of a man or woman also makes a statement," she said.
"That makes sense," I nodded, thinking of the teachers and professors who dressed up as professionals and those who could be mistaken as students... I instinctively respected one group of educators a lot more than the other.
"And let me ask you, Joey, how does it make you feel to present a lovely dish like you did here, versus just slopping the food on a plate, even though it will taste the same?"
I considered a moment. "It makes me feel good, feel better about the food, more confident that the diner will like it."
"Exactly. A good presentation raises your confidence as well as the customer's or client's. Which is why, even though I'm home on maternity leave and some days I will not be seen by anyone other than Amanda and, well, now you. I dress in a way that always presents myself the way I want to be perceived, by myself as well as others."
"I did wonder about the pantyhose," I said.
"Well, doesn't your mom usually wear them too?" she asked, her legs under the table and currently out of my peripheral.
"Yeah, she does, but I have never asked her why," I said.
"A few reasons," she said. "We grew up with a mother who believed in both femininity and modesty, and pantyhose were always part of that attire. We were forbidden to wear jeans or dress pants, and she considered bare skin to be inappropriate once a girl was of a certain age."
"That explains a lot," I said, trying to keep my eyes locked on hers and not the mountains that were calling my name.
"How so?" she asked, as she placed a piece of baked potato in her mouth. Before I could answer, she let out another moan that I was going to use in my imagining of her the next time I defiled one of her nursing bras. "What did you do to these potatoes?" she asked.
"Butter, chives, garlic and cheese," I added. "Actually, there are a plethora of ways to make potatoes taste better. I often use sour cream, but I didn't see any in the fridge."
"Well, how about I turn over the grocery shopping to you and you buy whatever you need?" she said before she resumed eating.
"And these carrots, they are soft and savory," she said.
"Butter does magic," I said, as I glanced down to admire the area between her breasts thinking I'd love to place my carrot between them.
After another appreciative croon, she said, "What were we talking about? Oh, that's right, pantyhose. Well, despite our mother's best intentions in raising proper young ladies, we soon discovered that hosiery also served fewer noble purposes. For example, they are a great accessory to add variety, colour and style to a look for vanity's sake versus modesty's."
"I've noticed that," I said.
"I bet you have," she said, reminding me that she'd spotted me mooning over her own nylon-clad legs not only yesterday but many times in the past.
I didn't say anything... I just took another bite of pork. The mustard sauce had turned out pretty good if I did say so myself.
"And of course, they also can be a powerful piece of clothing to control men," she said, adding on to her theory of hosiery.
"Control men?" I asked.
She had a little smirk when she continued. "Yes. Didn't you say yesterday that a woman's beauty can make you stare? And what if she's accentuated the beauty of her legs with some silk stockings? You'd be putty, wouldn't you?"
I gave a half smile and shrugged.
"And of course, for some men, their love of pantyhose, whether in high heels or enhancing a bare foot, can help even a woman who isn't super beautiful use her hosiery to get what she wants."
Again, I stayed silent and nodded, it all making complete sense to me, considering my own weakness. I would do almost anything for a woman in a pair of nylons. I just feared that she was going to press me on it and expose that she wasn't safe around me. Well, at least not safe from my fantasies.
Then her smile broadened and she said, "Oh, Joey, you're blushing, I'm sorry, I'll stop teasing you. Sometimes I can't help myself, trying to tease and control men, but of course I shouldn't be doing that to my own nephew."
"No problem," I said, glad to be off the hook. The rest of the meal passed in more mundane chit-chat about my folks and little sister, who was jealous of me being out here by the beach for the summer and having a new baby to take care of on top of it.
I did the dishes while Aunt Karen responded to some messages on her phone... despite being on maternity leave, she was still keeping her finger remotely in a few work pies. Then we went and watched a little television, me cuddling Amanda against my chest in a corner of the sofa. Auntie had her feet which I slyly admired, at least I hoped slyly,
the curves of her calves and the well-shaped toes in nylon up in the recliner.
When Amanda began squirming and indicating she was ready to eat again, I brought her over to her mother who had her blouse unbuttoned and one drop-down cup opened, exposing the large nipple, already weeping milk in anticipation. There was no way I was going to be able to stay sly anymore, I could feel the drool building up in my mouth.
"Hey, if you're all set, I think I'm going to head for my room, maybe play a game and catch up with my buds from school."
"You bet, we're fine. Have fun and thanks again for such a delicious dinner."
Inside the guest room that was mine for the summer, I went into the ensuite and brushed my teeth and did my business. Tonight, I was determined to take my time, building fantasies about my aunt that would be filled with real memories of her pantyhose-clad legs, massive breasts, dripping nipples, and sensuous moans. Of course, after the intense teasing and tempting my auntie had inadvertently and unknowingly done, I had to stop stroking my thrumming cock every couple of minutes because I was so ready to come. Finally, I blew another big load into a washcloth, then drifted off to a sated sleep.
.....
The events of my first full day in my aunt's house became my basic routine as I settled in over the next week. I would get up and shower, rinsing out my cum rag, then dress and make breakfast. Depending on my aunt's activities for the day I would care for and play with Amanda for some hours throughout the day, do some grocery shopping, replace a light bulb or whatever, and hang out at the beach. During the day, any time Auntie was away for long enough, I would raid her laundry hamper for bras and panties and fantasize and stroke until I shot my load, being sure to paint the insides of both cups evenly. At night I made dinner, and during the making and eating thereof, Aunt Karen and I talked over the day, and she continued mentoring me on college and business, including more on the interactions between genders in both. After dinner I might watch TV with her or do some online gaming. And each night ended with another jerk-off session, sometimes while watching porn, other times just in my head, but always featuring a dirty-mouthed, plus-sized, incestuous slut who would come often and loudly while her nephew banged all of her holes and gorged himself on her breasts until he was drunk with her milk and firing off another heavy load.
Next day, rinse and repeat as they say, and by the fifth day I was having to buy another tub of moisturizer since I was using it for both my daytime and nighttime jerk sessions.
Now, the days were not entirely cookie-cutter, as each offered its own particular challenges and opportunities.
Of course, each one did call for me to try and live up to my promise to my aunt to control my ogling and drooling. This meant desperately trying to not stare at her huge tits, even while the idea that they were so filled with milk was driving me increasingly wild. Then there were the nylons, which, as promised, she wore every day for her own self-value. Yes, her reason was completely valid, but that didn't make them any less alluring to me. Especially when I noticed her changing them during the day for no apparent reason. I began to wonder if she was showing off her expansive collection of colours and textures... almost as if she was purposely trying to tempt me to stare if not actually touch. It was driving me to the brink.
Speaking of her nylon collection, I confirmed for myself that it was expansive by getting braver (or more foolish) in my alone-time behaviour. While I first stayed out of her dresser drawers to hide my snooping, I soon gave in to my curiosity. In her nightstand I found a couple of vibrators, some clearly meant for clitoral stimulation, others for penetration. Her dresser held a treasure trove of lingerie, including teddies, thongs and other wicked panties. For hosiery, there were pantyhose, thigh highs, and stockings meant to go with one of her garter belts.
I somehow managed to only look at those exotic items and limited my physical contact to the items I found in her hamper. Her dirty panties and bras provided me with fresh sources of her womanly scents and tastes, with her nursing bras continuing to provide the flavour at the heart of my greatest unfulfilled fantasy. Sometimes I blasted into the big cups, other times, when they were especially moist, I would hold the cup against my nose and mouth and finish in my trusty washcloth.
That, of course, was the behind-the-scenes nastiness. Out front I continued making breakfast and supper, mixing up the menu, but always something tasty and attractive. Aunt Karen actually asked me to restrain myself on the breakfasts, claiming I was going to put back on all the baby weight she'd managed to lose so far.
"Well, you don't want to take things too far," I said when she complained after being unable to resist the huevos rancheros I made for her one morning. "I mean, you are still eating for two with how voracious Amanda is."
"Well, some people seem to think I was pushing things even before the pregnancy, as far as being fat."
That made me wonder if her body was part of the problem between her and her husband. Had Uncle Jake's taste changed over time? I'd always thought he showed attraction to his large-framed wife.
"I only count fat people as those who stuff their faces with crap and are too lazy to keep their bodies healthy," I said. "You have a healthy appetite but there are no snacks in this kitchen that I've found. And I've seen you step up your workout visits to the gym since I arrived. I think you're looking great."
"Well thank you for noticing," she said, clearly feeling happier.
Her happiness, her overall mood, was another thing that changed from day to day and even sometimes during the day. I quickly figured out that she and Jake weren't calling every single day, but when they did, her mood usually took a dip into sadness or anger. I didn't tell my mother about my suppositions because I didn't really know what was going on and thought it would be better if she didn't try to meddle in her sister's relationship with her husband based on the sneaky observations of a kid.
These changes in mood would have a direct effect on our conversations over meals.
The day I told her she was looking great; she didn't have a call with Jake and that night's supper conversation added a lot to my fantasy toolbox.
I had made chicken parmesan, one of my best dishes and personal favourites, and Aunt Karen was again very complimentary.
"You are spoiling me with all this delicious food, nephew. What am I going to do when you're gone?"
"Well, I'm happy to leave you my recipe," I said. "After all, I stole the original from Mama Frangioni at Bella Italia and just made a few changes to make it my own."
"Maybe we can make it together again next week so I can pick up some of your techniques. If I promise to wear one of my shorter skirts and pantyhose, barefoot, would you be willing to give me a cooking lesson?" The corner of her mouth was up in a teasing smile, but damn me, she sounded serious.
I just gawked a moment, then said weakly, "Of course, I'll show you how I make it. No bribery needed."
"Not needed...but wanted?" she asked. "What colour would you want me to wear, Joey?'
"Colour?" I squeaked.
"You've seen I have lots of different colours of pantyhose," she said. "What's your favourite?" She shifted her chair over, then used her feet to push the empty chair at the side of the table out a bit, until she could put her feet up onto its seat, leaving her legs laid out horizontally. "This is my favourite colour right now. What do you think?"
Moving automatically, as at a hypnotist's suggestion, I shifted my chair to the left so I could see more of her legs. Her skirt had been pulled up close to the tops of her thighs and they lay there, thick, full, looking totally decadent in black-shaded hose with a definite sheen.
"Nice," I croaked.
"So, black? People say black makes you look thinner. But didn't you say this morning you thought I was thin enough? You don't think my legs look heavy, chunky?" She'd laid one foot on top of the other and was cupping the toes of the upper over the lower. My restraint crumbled even as my prick hardened.
"No, they look strong. Powerful. Juicy." Oh, shit, did I just say juicy?
"Oh, shit, did you just call my big thighs juicy?" Aunt Karen asked, pulling the words from my overwhelmed mind.
"Shit, I'm sorry," I groaned. "I didn't mean it."
"Oh, so you don't think my legs are juicy?" She scooted her chair further right, giving me an even better view. "You were lying when you said I didn't need to trim down?"
"No!" I exclaimed. "I mean, no, I wasn't lying, I think your legs are perfect the way they are."
"Perfect, but not juicy?"
I gave up, there was no way to win, so I just let the words out. "Very juicy. Although I'd wrap them in something closer to your natural tone, like beige or mocha. Don't change them, just make them more of what they already are. Natural and juicy."
Now it was my aunt's turn to be stunned into silence. She pulled her legs back and rearranged her chair in place, putting the table between us once again. Although, of course, that only went for her legs. Her huge bosom was still right there, and it seemed to be heaving with her suddenly deep breathing.
"Well, thank you for another delicious dinner," she finally said. Pushing back from the table she added, "I think I'll watch a little TV now." Then she stood and headed for the living room. She stopped at the kitchen doorway and over her shoulder said, "Beige or mocha, huh?"



"Yeah," I answered.
"Good to know," she said, then walked through the door, with what looked like an extra wiggle through her broad hips.
The next day when I was raiding her laundry hamper for my daily perversion, I also took her discarded pantyhose, slipped my arm all the way into one leg and used the silky sole to jerk myself to an even bigger orgasm than usual.
.....
When a call with Jake left her sour, however, things went a very different way.
The day after the pantyhose colour discussion started off good... a little bit of awkwardness in the air, but good. We didn't talk about it during breakfast, but I noticed she wore beige hose. The talk was fun, with just a touch of flirtiness.
Then there was the amazing hamper session with my hand in the foot of her nylons.
The rest of the day stayed in that groove, with good waves at the beach and Amanda being especially content and happy.
Then Karen went into her bedroom to do a video call with Jake.
I was just getting started on supper when she came into the kitchen and poured herself a glass of sparkling cider - her substitute for the wine she really wanted.
"How's Uncle Jake?" I asked.
"Oh, he's just fine. Having a grand old time playing soldier."
She was leaning back against the countertop by the fridge while I stood a few feet down from her, slicing carrots. "He's not doing anything really dangerous, is he?" I asked, glancing sideways at her tense profile.
"Probably not dangerous enough to suit him," she groused, putting her glass down and crossing her arms. She actually seemed to be hugging herself and the tight grip beneath her big tits squeezed those wonders up and together. I understood she was upset and I should think of something supportive to say, but I couldn't speak, mesmerized by the way her boobs jutted out from her chest.
"Are you staring at my baby feeders?" Aunt Karen asked, looking at me sharply.
"Jeez, I'm sorry," busted and apologizing yet again. But this time I spoke up in my own defense. "But you must understand it's hard not to notice them like that," I said, nodding at the two watermelon-sized tits sitting on the shelf of her arms.
She looked down at her chest, obviously just now realizing how she'd unintentionally put them on even more blatant display than usual. Her face flushed and she brought her arms down. Turning her face to me, I was expecting to hear an apology, but instead she blurted, "Are you fucking hard?"
I saw that her eyes had started off looking at the floor, but on their way up to my eyes they'd stopped at my crotch... I was wearing shorts that didn't really hide what was going on down there.
"I'm nineteen," I shrugged, going for humour to get me out of this. "I'm always hard."
"What's wrong with you?" she asked. "First, I'm your aunt. Second," she put a hand under each heavy breast and lifted them up, "these are filled with milk for your cousin."
"I know," I said, sheepish at the scolding, but only getting harder at the display.
"Well, try not to be a perv," she said.
"I'll try," I responded with a slight laugh. "Nineteen, remember?"
She turned her body to face me and took a step closer, but kept her hands under her tits, pointing them at me. Her face took on a smirk and her voice became playful. "So, you don't think your big, old auntie is a heifer? Does that lump in your pants mean you think I'm still hot?" I again found myself unable to decide if she was being serious or seriously bitchy.
"I've always thought you were pretty," I said.
"No, you've always thought I was hot," she corrected me. "Rember, Joey, I've seen you staring at my tits and nylons before now." For some reason, I was getting the feeling that remembering that was making her happier rather than angrier. Yet her words continued to scold. "But if this is going to work, you are going to have to be able to control yourself."
"Aunt Karen, I would never do anything inappropriate, you are my aunt," I said.
"Yeah, remember that," she said, lowering her tits and reaching for her glass of cider. I turned away a little to adjust my throbbing dick.
"Did you just adjust your penis?"
"I plead the fifth," I responded.
"Men," she sighed.
"I know, we're pigs," I said, still hoping to turn things around with jokes. Fortunately, Amanda came to my rescue, crying from her mother's room.
Aunt Karen took another look at my bulge, shook her head in disgust and turned to leave. "Nineteen," she muttered on her way out.
I wasn't sure what to expect when we sat down to supper an hour later, so I stayed quiet and served up as usual, waiting for Aunt Karen's lead. I was relieved when she didn't mention the earlier episode but instead returned to one of our recurring subjects, the important things they weren't teaching me in business class.
My relief was short-lived, however, when tonight's topic veered to gender relations at work.
"I bet you're getting plenty of talk about gender equality and sexual harassment and all that in your courses, aren't you?" she asked.
"Yeah, it does come up a lot," I agreed.
"That's because they're hoping they can somehow talk human nature out of you, but they can't."
"Well, isn't it worth the effort if you at least make people more aware of how their behaviour affects others and can negatively impact a business?" I asked.
"What they need to teach all of you is the naked truth. If a woman is going to be successful, they have to act like a man," she said, which I found believable but unsure how someone with her beauty could act like a man. Although her scowl, her glare, could be as cold as ice.
"You have to be a woman with balls," she added.
"A trans?" I smirked.
"Don't be a dumb ass," she said, shaking her head, as I desperately tried to not look at the jiggling that caused in her cleavage, which was quite exposed in tonight's blouse.
"Sorry," I apologized. "I was kidding."
"A little locker room banter, eh?" she sneered. Then she continued her lecture.
"Of course, the woman has to be careful not to let the men around her know that her balls are bigger than theirs; she has to be able to put them on and take them off as needed to keep from bruising his ego. Because if she dares to become more successful than him, she's really no longer a woman, but an emasculating bitch."
I think she suddenly realized how close to home her rant had veered because her mouth snapped shut and I thought she was going to break out in tears. My earlier attempts at humour had mostly fallen flat, but it was all I could come up with now to try and defuse the tension.
"So, it's pretty tough out there for women, eh?" I said, completely deadpan.
She snorted. "Yeah, you could say that."
"And what do men coming out of business school need to do to succeed? Wear cock rings so their balls look bigger?"
She really snorted this time and a smile overcame the lurking tears.
"For a man to succeed, a young man just starting out like you," she said with a smirk, "you have to learn to control the male's basic weakness until you're in a position of authority. You can't go full-out fucking pervert until you're a CEO."
"Well, shit, there goes my whole business plan," I said.
She laughed and speared a piece of her pan-seared trout. "This is delicious, by the way, Joey." She popped the fish into her mouth and closed her eyes as she chewed. "Fucking delicious."
"Thanks. I really love your pans and your range; the heat control is spot on."
"Maybe I really do need to hang out here and watch you cook, I think I'm not getting as much out of all this fancy stuff as I should be, considering the cost."
"Just remember, beige or mocha, and a skirt on the edge of indecent," I leered, reminding her of my cost for cooking lessons... a cost she had set herself. Then I shot my eyebrows up and down in a Groucho Marx, hoping I hadn't pushed the humour too far.
"Ah, there it is, man's basic weakness," she smirked. "It never changes."
"Man's basic weakness?" I questioned, pulling my eyes up after realizing they'd drifted to her breasts when the conversation had turned racy.
"Like you're doing now," she smiled wryly. "Men can't resist a set of tits, a tight ass, a teasing touch, a sexy smile and, for some, legs in nylons. Now, we've already established that you can't keep your eyes off my boobs and my 'juicy' legs, but do you also stare at my big ass when you're behind me?"
My eyes dropped to my plate.
"Of course, you do," she smirked, "you're a man." "And only nineteen," she added, tossing my earlier line of defense back at me. "But seriously, Joey. I really need you to try and control yourself around here."
"And out there," she added with a nod toward the kitchen window, "you need to control yourself or women are going to wrap you around their little fingers and use you as their bitch boy."
"A lot easier said than done, I'm afraid," I replied, having been trying so hard and failing equally as hard since arriving here.
"I suppose it is," she mused. A moment later she said, "Thanks for supper," before standing, retrieving the sleeping Amanda from the playpen, and heading off for the living room.
I left her alone there, cleaned up, then headed straight to my room, thinking about balls. How everyone had to grow and use them, show or hide them, and protect your own while looking for chances to kick or cut off someone else's.
.....
The next morning Aunt Karen came to the breakfast table in her milk robe, something she hadn't done since my first morning, when she'd worn it to teach me a lesson about limits. I immediately suspected I was being tested again.
"Good morning," she mouthed at me as she gently lay the still-slumbering Amanda in the playpen. After taking her seat at the table, she said, "Her Highness didn't feel like waking up this morning, I hope you don't mind that we came to the table dressed more casually than usual."
"Not at all. Like I said from the start, it's your house and you should be as comfortable as you can. My job is to help with that." I had decided last night that I would leave with grace if that's what she wanted, but if she wanted to play games with me, like a cat with a mouse, I was going to fight back, at least a little, before taking myself out of the game.
She smiled at my response, then said, "Well, doesn't this look healthy?"
"Greek yogurt with pureed strawberries, fresh melon cubes, soft-boiled eggs and English muffins. You were right, we shouldn't eat like lumberjacks every day. But I think you'll find it still provides the energy needed to start the day."
"Well, it sounds perfect for today. I'll need my energy but will want to stay light on my feet as well," she said before pouring herself a cup of Earl Grey tea from the jacketed teapot on the table.
"Going to the gym?" I asked.
"No, I'm going to work," she replied
"Work?" She often spent an hour or two in her home office, 'keeping her finger on the pulse', as she said, but this was the first time she'd be going to her real office since I'd been there.
"Well, just to take one meeting," she said. "I fought hard to get the firm to establish really good maternity and paternity benefits and I need to use them as designed as an example to everyone else. But there's a company we've been courting for a while now and it's time to close the deal, and I am the closer."
"I wish I could watch you in action, that would probably be worth a semester's worth of classes."
"A whole year's worth," she assured with a grin and a lift of her eyebrow.
She was nearly finished eating when Amanda woke and started crying.
She sighed. "Could you bring her to me?"
"Sure," I nodded and picked up the sleepy, grouchy little angel.
I turned back to Auntie, expecting her to be standing and ready to carry her daughter off to her bedroom, but Karen had merely scooted her chair back a bit from the table. She sat there with her robe pulled aside, one breast out and ready. She held out her arms and smiled and I swore the smile was for me, and decidedly wicked. But her words said otherwise. Or did they?
"Come to Mama, my sweet," she cooed.
"H-h-here," I stammered as I bent to place the babe in her arms, the massive breast and huge nipple right before me.
"Thanks, Cousin Joey," she said as she took Amanda and threw me a wink, again decidedly wicked... at least to my addled brain.
I quickly grabbed her plate and mine and began cleaning up.
Thankfully, she didn't say anything to me as she nursed, and I did a great job ignoring her.
Finally, I had to return to finish cleaning the table and saw that Amanda was detaching herself, apparently having had her fill. Both breasts were visible now, glistening with saliva and milk, nipples swollen and still showing beads of breast nectar at their tips. The huge mammary glands looked to still have plenty of milk left to feed a growing boy. Growing in his pants.
I quickly gathered up the remaining service items and held them in front of my crotch before spinning away from the table as Aunt Karen moved the sated baby to her shoulder for burping.
I dragged things out as long as I could, relishing the wash of cold air from the refrigerator as I slowly put away butter and jam. I took long, slow breaths and visualized my heartbeat slowing... and thank God, it did.
"Can you take her, please?" asked my aunt.
I stepped over and took my cousin from her arms, holding the baby against my shoulder in case there was more gas that needed to come out. Aunt Karen rose slowly, regally, directly in front of me, robe still draped along the outsides of those incredible breasts... it was a fucking Hentai wet dream come to life.
"I have to go get ready for my meeting," she said as she theatrically maneuvered her boobs under the cover of the stained robe.
"Yeah, sure, of course. I've got her, we're good," I babbled, somehow dragging my eyes up from her chest, only to find she'd been watching my eyes the whole time. I could feel the blush rise in my cheeks.
She just gave a small smile and left the kitchen.
"Oh, my God," I groaned softly. Then I held Amanda out a little bit from me and smiled at her bright eyes. "I think I made it through that one, kid. But your mom... oh boy, your mom."
But it turned out that Amanda's mom wasn't quite done with my morning test.
I walked around with the little girl a little longer until I coaxed one more good belch out of her, then played with her for twenty minutes or so on the living room carpet, encouraging her to lift her head and roll over, her newest skill.
Taking her back to the kitchen, I set her up in her battery-powered swing while I washed the kitchen table and took out the trash. I was at the island, working on my grocery list for the next few days when my aunt returned.
She wore a black skirt, and her nylons were also shaded black, though shinier than usual. Her fully-packed red blouse also had the shine of pure silk. Her heels were probably only three inches, but the open-toed, ankle-strapped design still made them look like fuck-me pumps to my young eye. Test on, I thought.
"What do you think of this outfit?" she asked.
It was like she gave me crap for being a perv and then asked questions where I was supposed to pay attention to her assets. I replied conservatively, "It looks nice."
"Nice? Is that really the first word that came to mind? I was hoping for a little bit more than nice."
I decided it was time to push back. "Sorry, I'm trying to remember what you said about controlling my inner perv. What do you want me to say? You look hot in that outfit?" I asked.
"Yes, that is exactly what I want you to say," she said. "If it's what you really think."
"Karen, I don't know if this is a test or a trap, but you got pissed at me the last time I... admired you," I pointed out. "Yet here you are, encouraging me to call you hot."
Her face told me she had registered me calling her just Karen, like an adult. "Well, for the record, I was asking about the outfit, not me. It is possible to complement the one without... admiring the other," she said.
"Not with the word hot, you can't," I argued.
"Hm, okay, fair point. So, what do you think of the outfit and me in it? No test, no trap, just truth."
"Truth? Hot and hot."
She smiled, then quickly stepped around the corner of the kitchen island and kissed my cheek. "Thanks, Joey."
Then her hand was in my crotch, squeezing the cock that had sprung to life upon seeing her in an outfit I thought more appropriate for a dance club than a boardroom.
The side of her face remained against mine as she spoke softly in my ear. "Now I know you were really telling the truth." She kissed my cheek again and gave my package another squeeze. "Nice dick, nephew."
She then walked away, out of the kitchen and out of the house.
Jesus Christ.
What just happened?
I saw that Amanda had fallen asleep in her swing, so I gently scooped her up and rushed to her mother's room. After laying her down in her crib, I had no patience for hamper-diving and just ripped off my clothes and lay naked on my aunt's big bed. I grabbed my throbbing dick, remembering the brief, but firm grip of her hand on it, and began stroking, imagining her jerking me off on those big, milk-filled tits.
I didn't last two minutes before firing my load all over my chest and belly the way I so desperately wanted to do to my cock-teasing aunt.
.....
I showered and dressed, then tried to do some school reading, though that was pretty useless since my mind was so absorbed with Aunt Karen.
When Amanda woke up, I fed her from a bottle of her mother's milk, still restraining myself from drinking it. It was as if that was a line I couldn't cross, despite all of the other twisted things I was doing with Auntie's dirty underthings.
I took my little cousin with me to the supermarket, setting her up in the cart in a special basket my aunt had bought. It allowed Amanda to sit up a bit so she could see around while supporting her still weak neck. Having her with me brought me all kinds of attention from ladies shopping, including more than a few who seemed to be giving me an appraising eye. Aunt Karen had joked once about finding me a girlfriend and I began to wonder if maybe that was just what I needed. Maybe not an actual girlfriend, considering I only had five weeks left here, but maybe one of these MILFs would like a little distraction from their day-to-day life. And relieving my constant horniness with something other than my hand might break this growing incestuous spell I was under regarding my mother's sister.
Back at home, I did a load of laundry, changed a diaper, fixed a leaky faucet, and then pulled out my guitar to play for Amanda. I'd quickly discovered she was fascinated in watching and listening and now played for her regularly. I was in the midst of playing a couple songs I liked when Aunt Karen returned.
She smiled over at us, left her shoes and her purse in the entry hall, walked into the living room and curled up in a corner of the big sofa.
When I finished the current song, she asked, "What's that you were playing?"
"It's a new song called 'People Watching' by Sam Fender," I said.
"Has a Springsteen feel to it," she said.
"Yeah, that's what I thought too," I said, trying not to get lost again in the amazing image of her curled up with all her attractions.
Her black skirt had hiked up a bit, but still hugged the curves of her big hips, while showing me so much more of her thigh that I realized that what I had assumed this morning were pantyhose, were actually stockings. The flash of pale, naked skin above the lacy black stocking top made my dick flinch in my pants. Thank God for the guitar.
Especially when I wondered if she was wearing matching panties... or no panties. Was I about to get flashed like in that classic erotic scene with Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct?



And then, of course, there were those 34H wonders. The shiny red silk caressed her curves and created light and shadows that made her chest look high-def. Even if you weren't a tit guy, you couldn't resist their pull. And if you knew, like I did, that they were full of sweet, warm milk, ready to come spraying out of those big nipples at the slightest touch?
Oh, hell, did the guitar just rise two inches from my lap?
"It's a pretty catchy tune," she said.
"Yeah, I love it," I said.
"Well, I usually only play eighties music for Amanda since musical ability apparently died the moment the eighties ended," she said.
I liked the eighties too. My dad had been in a band when he was my age and still kept his hand in the game now by playing in an eighties cover band. I even played guitar with them when I was around. "Yeah, that music was great."
"Agreed."
"What songs do you play for Amanda?" I asked, enjoying the conversation.
"Well, Boston's 'Amanda', of course," Aunt Karen smiled, as she walked over to baby Amanda, picked her up and sang the chorus to the classic Boston ballad. I joined in and for a good minute we, in rather good harmony, sang to the happily burbling baby.
"You have a good voice," she said.
"Thanks, you too."
"Yeah, I was once an arts nerd and in every high school musical," she revealed.
"Really?"
"What? That surprises you?"
"Yeah, a little," I said.
"Why is that?"
"I don't know, just never thought of you that way," I said.
"Believe it or not your mother was the popular cheerleader and I was the fat nerd," she said.
"You are not fat," I stressed.
"I know that now," she said, "but it took a long time to learn it." She gave me a look and quietly added, "Thanks for helping me remember." I gave a tiny nod. "Anyway, I've embraced my body type and even found ways to use it to my advantage, but when I was younger, I was very insecure."
"Only knowing you now, I find that hard to believe," I said.
She put Amanda back in her chair and turned to face me, hands on hips. "When I was younger, I could never wear an outfit like this, but now I use them to help me get what I want."
"That I can believe," I laughed.
"About this morning," she started, then paused. "I apologize. I shouldn't have said or done those things to you. It was like that old insecurity had crept back in and I was both taking it out on you and using you to overcome it so I could feel confident again before my meeting."
While I certainly wasn't going to complain about her squeezing my dick, the rest of the encounter had been pretty awkward, and I was happy to find that it was hopefully going to be left in the past. "I'll let it go if you forget some of my teenage-hormone blunders," I said.
"Deal," she said with a smile that showed she was more than just hot, she was beautiful.
.....
At our vegetable lasagna supper that night, a, Aunt Karen wore a fairly demure summer dress of green, with tan pantyhose. She also wore a look on her face that told me her earlier phone call with Uncle Jake hadn't gone much better than the others.
I decided to act as if I didn't know about the call and not ask anything about Jake. Instead, I asked about her business meeting from this morning. She'd certainly seemed pleased when she'd returned from that, although we'd never got around to talking about it, what with the singing and then mutual apologizing for behaviour neither one of us ever wanted my mother, her sister, to learn about.
"So, how did your meeting go, did you close the deal, Ms. Closer?"
"It went exactly as I expected, as I planned, so of course I closed the deal," she grinned.
"Well, give me details, how did you bend them to your will, how much money are you going to make from buying low or selling high or whatever you did?"
Her face went thoughtful, and she took a bite of lasagna and chewed slowly.
"You know, it just struck me that you probably think I'm some kind of a bimbo," she said after swallowing.
"What? No, why would I think that?"
"Because you saw me go off to a business meeting in a very unprofessional outfit and I told you I use my body to get what I want. Isn't that what a bimbo, or a whore, does?"
"Hey, Aunt Karen, sure, I said I think you're hot, but I've never thought of you that way. I mean, you're too smart, too focused, too successful in business to just be riding on your looks."
She smiled. "Good, I'm glad you see it. Maybe there's hope for you after all, you little pervert."
Oh, man, if she only knew how truly perverted I was, she wouldn't be laughing about it.
"When I said a woman has to act like a man to get ahead, that's not entirely accurate. Sometimes she needs to think like a man but act very much like a woman."
I just kept my eyes on hers, letting her know she had my real attention.
"I've never fucked my way into a deal," she said bluntly. Then she grinned. "At least not physically, but I can't deny having mind-fucked some guys. What I have done is use my body and certain outfits like you saw this morning, to get my foot in the door, to get some sexist pig to have a meeting with me and allow me to pitch my ideas."
"The smart ones actually listened to what I had to say and ended up making a lot of money from some of those ideas. The ones who couldn't stop thinking only with their little head, I left to fade away to failure or even helped them get there if they pushed me too hard."
Okay, I'd heard Mom and Dad discussing Aunt Karen's business success, of which they were proud, but there had been mention of her being a merciless bitch if someone played dirty or disrespected her.
"And the guy this morning?" I asked, reaching for a piece of homemade garlic bread.
"A whiz kid entrepreneur with a tech-related idea that I think could be the next big thing. He, meanwhile, thought he could be the next big thing with me and kept screwing around in our talks, trying to 'establish a connection before getting into bed together... business-wise, ha ha'."
"He really said that?"
"He really did," she laughed. "He would have messed about so long that his idea would have been overtaken before ever getting established. So, I finally brought out the big guns," here she sat back and thrust her chest forward to make her point, "and promised him the private meeting he'd been pressing for if he agreed to let me start with a five-minute pitch. 'So I can justify it to my board,' I told him."
"And?" I pressed. She'd said she'd never fucked her way to a deal, but would she unveil those dream knockers and let a guy fondle and suckle them to get him to sign a contract? I knew I'd probably sign anything she put in front of me for the chance to fulfill my fantasy of nursing from her big guns.
"And in those five minutes I showed him the research we'd compiled that showed how competitors were closer on his heels than he realized and closing off the platforms where he thought his products and services would reach customers. Then I showed him the steps I'd taken to secure some of that real estate, but that I'd gladly partner up with the company with the lesser product if he couldn't act like the next Bill Gates instead of the eternal teenagers who were writing code for him."
"Wow," I said... truly impressed. "And obviously he was one of the ones who listened."
"Lucky for him. Lucky for me too," she laughed, "we're going to make a lot of money off of this one. Some men just need a strong woman to lead them where they need to go. Even if they're too stubborn and prideful to admit it."
She said the last part with a more sour tone and I knew she was talking about Uncle Jake again.
"Well, congratulations," I said and raised my water glass. "Here's to my aunt, the closer, she's still got it."
She smiled at that and we clinked glasses. The rest of the meal we talked about eighties music and whether my dad was cool or lame for still playing in a weekend cover band.
After cleaning up, I went to join Aunt Karen in the living room. She was stretched out on the sofa with her upper back propped against an arm. Amanda lay sleeping in a bassinette on the floor beside her. She was facing the TV where a young adult rom-com from the previous century played. But the sound was almost too low to hear and I didn't think it was because of the sleeping baby, I thought she just didn't care as she had bigger things on her mind.
"Okay if I sit here?" I asked as I stepped to the other end of the sofa.
"Sure."
I sat down, making sure not to touch her extended feet.
"Hey, Aunt Karen?"
"Yeah?"
"I suppose it's not really my business, but we're family and I'm going to be here another month. I know you're missing Uncle Jake and maybe also feeling upset with him? I obviously can't bring him home for you, but if there's anything else I can do to help you deal with it, I really hope you'll let me."
"Thanks, Joey."
"I mean, I'm no fount of wisdom, hell, I don't even have enough life experience to advise anyone over fourteen, but if you just want to talk out loud instead of only in your head, I'm willing to listen."
"Oh, and I promise not a word to Mom... no matter how much she nags me."
She laughed at that. "I figured you'd been told to report back on me."
"She's just worried about you being alone with a new baby. Postpartum is a real thing, and she wants to help if you need it."
"Hmm, I wonder if postpartum depression can explain me flashing you and grabbing you. Will you be reporting those things back to my sister?"
I started coughing, while she started laughing. She only stopped when Amanda began to whimper.
"No, no," I sputtered, "that's going to the grave with me."
"Good to know," she said. "Listen, I really am sorry about that, I'm afraid I lost my mind for a minute. It won't happen again."
Well, that wasn't what I wanted to hear, I thought. What I said was, "Like I said before, no problem. If you need to let off steam, I'm here."
"In fact, let me do something to help you relax right now," I added. "My foot rubs are famous."
"Famous with who?"
"Your sister. From about age seven to eleven I had to rub her feet after her tennis matches."
"And what happened at age eleven?"
"Dad caught her having an affair with the club pro and made her quit playing."
"What the fuck?!" Karen sputtered.
Now it was my turn to laugh. "No, I got into soccer and just wasn't available. Dad had to take over." In a whisper I added, "Don't say anything to him, but she says I was better."
She lifted her feet up into the air and said, "Let's see if you still have the touch." I slid over and she lowered them into my lap.
Of course, I'd never rubbed my mother's feet in nylons, so I wasn't prepared for the thrill that ran through my fingers at the first sensuous touch. My aunt's hose were stunningly soft, substantially softer than the pair my last girlfriend, Janie, reluctantly agreed to wear on a couple of occasions. And I'd only stroked her legs, not given her a deep, probing foot rub.
And for the next twenty minutes, that's what I did to Aunt Karen. She was a bit stiff at first, but minute by minute her feet began to melt in my hands, and I really could see the relaxation affect her entire body. Eventually, the only motion she made was to wiggle each foot from time to time when she wanted me to switch.
My body, on the other hand, was going the opposite direction, with my cock aching to be free so it could feel the wonder of her nylon-covered skin directly against its swelling heat. I tried to keep her balanced on my thighs, but her heels took turns resting on my dick and as I became completely obsessed and focused on massaging my aunt's nylon-clad feet, I stopped trying to keep my erection from making contact with them and giving away my continuing perversion.
Then her feet were twisting, bringing her sole into contact with the throbbing lump in my pants. Rubbing it in small circles.
"Aunt Karen," I moaned. "Karen? "Please, I'm going tooooo--" I began but didn't even get the sentence out before I spewed my load in my underwear.
As I sat there trembling, Aunt Karen slowly pulled back her feet, rotated on her butt and put them down on the floor. She reached down for the handle to the bassinette, then stood up with it. Without looking at me she said, "Good night, Joey." Then she walked off to her room.
When I heard the click of her door closing, I stood and shuffled my way to my own room, feeling the squish of my jizzed briefs with every step, feeling both humiliated and exhilarated in a way I would never have believed possible.
I grabbed a dry bath towel from my ensuite and laid it out on the bed after pulling the bedspread back. After stripping down to my briefs, I laid down and then peeled off my Calvin Kleins. Wiping the inside of the crotch against my palm, I collected as much of the sinful emission as I could. I combined it with the jizz already in my pubes and on my cock and began massaging it like I had my aunt's feet. I quickly became hard enough to really stroke, and in another ten or fifteen minutes I was adding a second load to the mess in my crotch.
.....
I got up an hour early the next morning and after showering, shaving (though I didn't really need it much yet), brushing my teeth, and getting dressed, I began packing my other clothes. After last night I figured I'd be on my way home pretty soon.
In the kitchen I went with a relatively new recipe for me, but one that I hoped Aunt Karen would like for the last breakfast from her disgraced chef, eggs pipérade from the Basque region of France. She came in just as I was cracking eggs on top of the simmering tomato stew with its strips of red and yellow bell peppers and onion. She brought Amanda over for a good morning kiss and looking over my shoulder, immediately oohed over the colorful concoction. Taking a deep sniff, she said, "Mmm, that smells good. And it has a little kick to it too, doesn't it? What is that?"
"This is eggs pipérade, and that spice you're smelling is piment d'espelette. Not as hot as cayenne, but a bit spicier than paprika."
"I can hardly wait," she said, almost seductively it seemed to me as she stood close enough behind me for me to feel her warm breath on my cheek. This was certainly not the frosty encounter I'd been expecting. Then she was stepping away to get Amanda situated.
I snuck a sideways look at her and was once again rewarded with a mind-blowing, dick-expanding sight. She clearly meant to go to a Mommy-and-Me yoga class this morning because she wore a pair of skin-tight yoga pants. When she bent over to place her daughter into her swinging chair, I thought I might bust a nut right then. You know how some women can wear those things; proudly showing how much they're packing but leaving you without a doubt that every ounce counts. Fuck me!
I immediately twisted back to face the stove, and just in the nick of time, I'd almost let the eggs cook too long. I slid the large pan over to a cool burner and took stock of both the dish and my dick. Both were ready to eat, but I couldn't let Auntie know that. Hell, I wanted to leave here with at least a little class after last night's embarrassment.
"Coffee?" I heard from over my shoulder, surprised by the friendliness in the voice.
"Yes, please." Then I picked up the pan and held it at waist level to block my crotch tent (I was getting pretty good at that particular maneuver), stepped over to the breakfast table and laid it down on a large trivet while sitting at the same time to get my traitorous penis below table level.
"Don't suppose I have to warn you that the pan's hot," I said.
"No," she chuckled as she stirred sugar and cream into her coffee.
"Bon appetit," I said as I dished up a portion into the large, shallow bowl in front of her.
"Not buen provecho?" she asked. "I thought this might be Mexican or Spanish."
"No, but close. It's French but from the northern Basque region along the Spanish border."
"I really do appreciate the effort you put into making breakfast and supper," she said. "And you keep surprising me with beautiful, delicious dishes I've never had before."
"I've really liked doing it," I said. "It's been a lot of fun and I don't get to practice much at school, I'm going to miss it."
"Well, I look forward to having you practice on me for five more weeks," she said with a big smile before digging in."
She'd certainly seen my jaw drop and eyes go wide when looking at her before, but apparently realized it was a different kind of surprise on my face right then, because she quickly chewed and swallowed, then set her fork down.
"Joey? Is something wrong?"
"Um, I kind of expected this would be the last meal I made for you. After last night."
"Oh, yeah, I see." She looked suddenly so sad; I was really getting confused. "You're probably right. If you think it's for the best to leave, well then..."
"Wait," I said. "I was expecting you to be kicking my ass to the curb this morning after what I did. Are you saying I can still stay?"
"After what you did? All you did was give me a fantastic foot rub, while I... while I gave you a very wrong one. I was kind of hoping we might just forget about it."
Forget about it? Not bloody likely, I thought. Ever. But again, I spoke sanely.
"Yeah, but I was the one who got... hard... again."
"You do seem to do that a lot," she said softly.
"Around you, I'm afraid I can't help myself," I admitted.
"Why is that?"
"Oh, jeez," I moaned.
"Joey. Last night you said you wanted to be there to listen when I needed it, that I should be open and feel free to let off steam, even when it crossed lines that shouldn't be crossed. Especially with family members," she added in a sadder tone.
"Well, if I'm going to take you up on that offer it has to go both ways. And the talk has to be able to be open and honest if it's really going to mean anything. So, tell me. Please."
"It doesn't sound nice," I pleaded.
Suddenly I felt something in my crotch and looked down in shock. She'd been wearing a pair of canvas Tom's with her yoga outfit but now her foot was bare, and it was pressing against the bulge which had reduced some when we started eating but hadn't gone all the way down. Of course, I don't think it had gone all the way down since the moment Auntie opened the door when I arrived.
"Joey, how about I confess something first?"
I nodded dumbly, still staring down at the bare foot, watching the pretty, painted toes flexing as if trying to define the outline of my cock.
"I've been very lonely here for a lot longer than you know. And what happened last night? I liked it, it made me feel good about myself like I haven't in a long time."
Now I raised my eyes to look at her, eager to hear more.
But just then the lullaby music that played while Amanda's swing was swinging stopped, the chair was on a timer. The baby had fallen asleep and her head was lolling a bit.
"Oh. Would you please put her in the playpen?" my aunt asked.
I looked at her with what I knew were blushing cheeks; I was in no condition to stand up from the table.
"I want to see it," she said, back to her usual direct manner. "I liked feeling it grow under my foot and now I want to see it."
I stood up and faced her directly for a moment. I was wearing lightweight cargo pants for the anticipated long drive, and they didn't do much to restrain the mound she had raised. "Nice," she sighed.
Amanda whimpered in her snooze and I went to the chair and took her out. I held her in my arms but held them much higher than usual so that Karen had a clear view of my crotch as I transferred the baby to the playpen.
Standing up after laying her down, I stood there, uncertain what I should do next.
"Oh, crap," my aunt suddenly said. "I promised someone especially that Amanda and I would be in class today and now time's running out. I hate to be a cock tease, but is it okay if we eat this delicious breakfast you've made and pick up this conversation later?"



Then she got a smirk on her face and said, "You can adjust if you need to."
I did and made a little production of rearranging my package to both relieve my discomfort and make the size and outline of my cock clearer to Auntie's steady gaze. "Mmm," she purred.
Then she was laughing and shoveling in a big forkful of the eggs pipérade. "The bite of spice is just right," she said after swallowing. "You really have the touch."
"I was actually thinking of being a chef originally."
"Originally?" she asked, as she took another bite.
"Yeah, but I've seen how tough the business can be and I'm not sure there is money in it," I said, taking a bite myself, glad to find it was still warm enough, though just.
"Is being a chef your dream and what you really want to do?"
"Yeah, it was," I answered.
"Was?" she questioned. "You're nineteen. It's way too early to give up on dreams."
"Dad said it was a nice hobby, like his being in a band, but I needed a real career," I explained. "So, I enrolled in business classes. Although, I did take Home Economics as an elective in my last two years of high school. I think it made Dad question my sexuality," I added with a laugh, "but I just wanted to cook."
"Well, first, fuck your dad. Second, there is huge money in the restaurant world and a desperate need for great chefs," she said.
"Really?" I asked.
"Really. And you need to learn to never let anyone tell you what you can and can't do," she said.
"You tell me what to do all the time," I pointed out.
"Besides me, of course," she said with a regal toss of her head. "But I'm serious, if you want to be a chef, go to school to be a chef."
"I don't think it's that easy," I said.
"Nothing is going to be handed to you," she said, "If you want something, go for it."
"Yeah, I guess," I nodded, her logic making sense. I really didn't want to be in business, I really wanted to be a chef.
"In fact, I know some people who could probably help you get started," she said.
"You do?"
"I have connections everywhere," she said.
"Well, I'd love your help," I said. "And even more so in talking with my parents."
"I can do that," she said. "First, let's see if I can get you into Le Cordon Bleu."
"Le Cordon Bleu?" I coughed on my food. Le Cordon Bleu was the top-ranked culinary school in the world.
"Like I said, I know people."
"I'd be eternally grateful," I said.
"Oh, you will owe me," she said, her tone ever so slightly foreboding.
We'd been eating all along, talking with food in our mouths much more than we ever did... I'm sure my grandmother would not be impressed. Then Aunt Karen was pushing away from the table and moving to get Amanda from the playpen.
"I really have to run now," she said. "If that can be saved and warmed up for lunch, I'd love to have some more later."
"Sure, I'll just fry up some fresh eggs and I'm sure it will make good leftovers."
She came over with the baby in one arm and just like the morning before, gave me a kiss on the cheek and a squeeze of my crotch. "Very nice, Nephew." Then she was gone.
Clearing up was going to have to wait because my cock couldn't.
I peeked through the front window until I saw Auntie's car driving away, then I hustled to her room and opened her hamper. There at the top was a lacy bra in lavender. I'd caught a flash of it inside the blouse she wore to supper last night. This was the bra she wore while masturbating me to come in my pants... with her stockinged feet.
I shoved my pants and underwear down to my ankles and buried my face in a big cup, breathing in the intoxicating scents of my aunt's perfume, soap, and skin, with just a hint of breast milk. It felt like I might come even without stroking, but of course I did stroke and soon the 34H cup was moving from my face to my crotch as I blasted off a massive load. My knees were so trembly that I was leaning against the closet wall and couldn't manage to change cups and spread my jizz evenly in my usual OCD method.
Trusting that my deposit, which had felt so large and yet looked so small in the cavern of the brassiere cup, would go unnoticed, I replaced the lavender undergarment and headed back to the kitchen.
.....
I drained off the liquid from the leftover dish so the remaining vegetables wouldn't get too soggy before lunch. I would warm and recombine the elements and then add fresh-fried eggs on top. Or perhaps I'd scramble the eggs this time and serve them alongside.
After completing the regular post-meal clean-up, I went to my room and began unpacking, putting clothes back into drawers and reconnecting my PS5 gear. All the while my mind was awhirl with all that was happening. There was the very fact that I was able to unpack, that I wasn't being booted out for all my perving over my aunt. Then the embarrassing thrill of coming in my own pants under the manipulations of Karen's feet, augmented by her mind-blowing confession that she had done it on purpose. Followed this morning by the interrupted foot play under the table, which created the idea that she might do it again. All of these and more filled my hormone-addled brain until I heard the front door opening, signalling Auntie's return.
I went to the living room to greet them.
"So, how was class?" I asked, my heart leaping both at the sight of Aunt Karen in her tight yoga outfit and at little Amanda holding her arms out to me with a big smile. I took her from her mother's arms and gave her a noisy raspberry kiss on her cheek, which she rewarded with that wonderful infant's laughter.
"Very good," said Aunt Karen. "She had a great time rolling around with her new playmates, and I got in some very needed stretching and talked with my own girlfriends. In fact, one of them commented on how much happier I seemed today than I have recently. I wonder why that is?" she said teasingly before pecking my cheek and spinning away.
"Do you have her? I want to take a shower."
"Of course. I'll have her tell me all about the downward dogs and sun salutations she did in yoga class today. Maybe even show me?" I said to Amanda. She burbled. I took it for a yes.
While her mother showered, I rolled around on the floor with my little cousin.She especially loved when I lay on my back and pressed her above me up into the air.
"Joey," I heard from down the hall. "Please come to my bedroom."
"Well, what do you think she wants me down there for?" I asked Amanda as I got to my feet and began carrying her back to the bedrooms. "Something that you shouldn't see, I hope," I whispered conspiratorially. She gurgled.
I walked into Karen's bedroom and before I could even say anything she ordered, "Put her in her crib. Then come here."
She was standing at the door to her walk-in and my images of another round of mutual foot massages quickly faded as I took in the look on her face and finally registered her tone of voice.
I got Amanda settled in, seeing that she was pretty pooped from her outing and would soon fall asleep now that she was back in the comfort of her bed. Then I got ready to pay the price for my carelessness with this morning's bra fucking.
She stood there sternly, in her impressive, intimidating Valkyrie persona in a full-length, heavy terrycloth robe that mostly hid her voluptuousness. Although, I could see that her feet were already encased in pantyhose. I envisioned her half-dressed, wearing panties and pantyhose and bra, when she came across the cum-stained evidence in her laundry hamper.
"Can you explain this?" she asked, tossing me the lavender bra I had soiled only some 90 minutes before.
"It's a bra," I said stupidly, trying to act not guilty even though it was obvious she knew what I'd done.
"Don't be a shit," she said. "Can you explain what is inside my bra?"
"Um, well, I...." I began, my cheeks going red at being caught doing what I did.
"You came in my bra," she accused.
"Yes," I admitted sheepishly.
"Why?"
"Truth?" I asked.
"No, lie to me," she said sarcastically. "Yes, the fucking truth."
"Well, after you left this morning, I was so worked up that I wasn't thinking straight and I just had to do something."
She paused and her face seemed to soften a bit as she considered my answer. "And you're nineteen and horny."
"Always," I admitted. "But Aunt Karen? If we're still speaking openly like you said at breakfast, nineteen or ninety, I still had to do something after, well, you know." I looked down at her nylon-clad feet.
"Yeah, I do know," she sighed. "But in my bra?"
"More truth?" I asked.
"Oh, God, what monster have I unleashed? Yes. More truth."
"It's where I fire off my first load of the day every morning."
That stunned her and she tottered over and sat hard on the edge of her bed.
"Every morning?"
"Well, I might have missed twice when you were home all morning, but yeah."
She looked at the lavender bra in my hands. "I haven't noticed anything."
"Um, that's probably because this is the first time I've done it in one of your lace bras."
Her head tilted to the side and her brow furrowed. I carried on with my own damnation.
"I usually do it in your nursing bras."
"Because it blends in with the milk stains," she said blankly, more statement than question.
"Yes, and..." Fuck it, go big or go home, right? "And the smell and taste of the milk makes it more exciting."
"Because you love your aunt's huge, milk-filled tits and her strong, sexy legs in nylons," she said bluntly, clearly remembering my week's worth of ogling and drooling.
"Yes. Like I said, nineteen or ninety, you are so gorgeous, of course you drive me wild."
"You like big girls, eh?" she said with a self-mocking tone that I didn't like much.
"I like 'em voluptuous, yes," I replied. "Full bodied, Rubenesque, whatever... I like real women with so much to give a man. Especially if they're as beautiful and smart and openly sexy as you."
"I see," she said, her voice mellower. "So, you think I'm voluptuous and beautiful... and openly sexy?" The last part seemingly a real question.
"Look how you dressed for your business meeting and what you told me about taking advantage of your amazing body type. You are sex on two legs, Aunt Karen," I said, taking a gamble that boldness was the right play, right now.
"I am, aren't I?" she said with a straightening of her back. "Thank you again for reminding me of things I'd begun forgetting about myself."
"But while I understand the feeling of nylons and how that led to last night, you're not jacking off into my bras every morning just because they're huge and you're imagining these big tits in them." Here she spread her heavy robe open at the top enough to show that wondrous cleavage... I'd been wrong about her having put on a bra yet. "You're doing it because I've leaked breast milk into them. Tell me more about that, you little pervert."
I paused, wondering how much is too much. This was turning into a living wet dream, and I didn't want either of us to wake up from it. But she had asked the question and showed me her cleavage; she seemed as invested in this conversation as I was. She'd hinted a few times about being sexually frustrated for a long time and seemed to be getting turned on by the attention I was giving her.
"Tell me, dirty boy," she repeated and cupped her breasts through the terrycloth.
Fuck it, I was going all in. "While I love your legs and feet, especially in all the sexy hosiery you wear, my strongest fantasies are of sucking on your big, milk-filled breasts. Of fucking those big tits and creaming all over them. Of fucking you and watching your leaking breasts bounce all over the place."
I swore I could see the quickening pulse in her neck, I certainly heard the sharp intake of breath.
"And the fact that I'm your aunt, that doesn't stop you from thinking such dirty things? The idea of involving your mother's sister in nasty incest doesn't bother you?"
"I've been struggling with that," I admitted. "And I think that if you weren't my aunt, I would have tried to do something with you by now, so, in that case, the idea of incest has held me back. But in my fantasies? Doing it with my aunt just makes everything more exciting.
"But hey, fantasy isn't reality, right?" I argued. "And I'm certainly not the only one. I mean, online there is a plethora of incest sex stories and faux incest porn videos. I think it's a big fantasy for many people."
"Many guys," she corrected.
"No, I think many women have inappropriate fantasies about family members too," I said, as I glanced down at my crotch. Just like earlier today at the breakfast table, there was an unmistakable bulge. And just like this morning, my aunt's eyes were locked on it.
"Are you saying you think I have incest fantasies?" she asked tersely. "Maybe I'm just intrigued by what you've got in there, nephew or not."
"Well, you did call it nice, no, wait, very nice. And not once, but twice," I pointed out while watching her eyes trying to see through my thin pants.
She looked up and laughed. "Of course, you remember that, Dr. Seuss."
"Who wouldn't?" I asked.
"Using words of flattery about a man's manhood always gets me what I want," she explained.
"And what exactly did you want when you rubbed my dick?" I asked.
"I don't know," she hesitated, as her eyes returned south. "It seems I am having my own issues with self-control. It was like my feet had minds of their own last night when they began rubbing you."
I stayed silent, but made my cock pulse, hoping to keep her mesmerized and talking.
"After you...finished, I had to get back to my room and finish too."
"Tell me about it," I urged.
"It was the best orgasm I've had in months, and I didn't even use a toy, just my fingers and my memory of your hard cock under my feet and the look on your face when I made you explode in your pants."
Then she seemed to get a grip on herself, shook her head and brought her intense stare up to my eyes. "No, let's get back to the real subject here," she said, shifting the conversation off of her and back onto me. "Your obsession with me."
"Well, as I already stated, you are beautiful and fulfill pretty much every one of my fantasies," I said, my confidence growing as even though she was briefly angry, she had calmed down, but I wasn't out of the woods. But I still felt that bullying my way through these woods was my best chance and brazenly added, "You're so hot that I've had to relieve myself every night after spending the day with you."
Her gaze softened. "Well, I probably have teased you a little more than I should," she admitted, "but it turns out, having you drool over me was just what I needed after being alone so long. Last night: it was so thrilling to see, and feel, how excited you were."
I pointed out, "In all fairness, Aunt Karen, you make it hard not to get excited."
"So, this is my fault?" she questioned, but with a slightly coy tone.
"I'm not blaming you," I clarified. "I'm answering your question." Standing up in front of her seated form, I could see that her robe had drifted further open and even looking down into her eyes gave me a direct view of her expanding cleavage. "I mean, right now I can see your voluptuous valley of flesh."
"My voluptuous valley of flesh," she laughed, "that's a new one."
"I'm just saying," I shrugged. "Plus, I'm pretty sure you enjoy the attention."
"You are, are you?" she asked, her tone unreadable. Then she looked down and realized just how much upper boob she was showing. She did nothing to cover up. "So, what exactly do you like about my tits?"
"I thought you told me this was wrong?" I asked.
"As you pointed out, it's just fantasy. So, tell me, what do you like about them?"
"Where do I start?" I asked.
"Just tell me," she said, as she leaned back on her hands, thrusting her chest out even more.
"Well, first, I hate to state the obvious, but they are huge," I said.
"You can do better than that," she said, raising one leg and pressing the sole of her nylon-clad foot against the lump in my pants. I stepped into it.
"I have fantasized about your voluptuous tits forever. Cupping them, sucking on them, fucking them."
"Go on," she said, curling her toes.
"I mean, they scream, 'look at us,' 'hold us,' 'suck us,' 'fuck us!'."
"Funny, I've never heard them say a word," she smirked.
"Then after you had the baby, they became even bigger and they just look so delicious," I said.
"Amanda thinks so," she said, reminding me of the purpose of the milk inside them.
"She is a lucky girl," I perversely said.
"You are one sick, twisted man," she said, bringing her foot down to the floor, although her voice sounded more pleased and teasing than disgusted.
"Yeah, men," I sarcastically said.
She laughed, causing a minor earthquake in her voluptuous valley of flesh.
I decided to continue since she hadn't slapped my face or kicked me out. "They also just look so heavy and full."
"That's because they are," she said. "I mean, they leak all fucking day."
I thought to myself, 'Well, I could help with that,' but that seemed too presumptuous and forward and could end this surreally honest conversation. So instead, I added, "Yeah, I know it's perverse and sick, but the idea of just how full of milk they are is a major turn-on."
"So, you get hard imagining sucking milk out of my breasts?" she asked.
"Do you really want to hear the answer to that question?" I asked.
"I do," she nodded. "Tell me. Tell me exactly what you fantasize about doing."
"Well, my most frequent dream is just laying on my back with my head in your lap, both of us naked, of course."
"Of course," she smirked.
"And you lean forward and hold a beautiful breast to my mouth, and I suck and drink, relieving the pressure in your heavy tits while you stroke my cock and relieve the pressure in my balls."
"So, I really would be your HuCow," she said, her cheeks a little red. "You really are a bad boy." But the huskiness in her voice made me think this was turning her on.
"If you were not married and not my aunt, I would love to be the man in your life, to nurse on those tits, massage those stocking-clad feet and worship your entire perfect body."
"What do you think my husband would say to that?" she asked, her foot rising again, rubbing up and down my left thigh.
"I don't care about that," I shrugged and continued my brazenness. "What do you think of it?"
"What do I think of my nineteen-year-old, live-in au pair staring at my body all day and then fantasizing about nursing on me while he jerks off in the room down the hall?" she asked.
"In the room right down the hall," I said. Shifting to my left so her foot was back on my hard prick, I added, "Jerking off to you every night."
"Well..." she said and hesitated for what seemed like an eternity, but was likely only ten seconds, as her toes flexed against my crotch. Then, "Take off your pants." Her foot dropped back to the floor and she sat up straight.
"What?" I asked, hearing her words, but not immediately understanding and believing them.
"You heard me, take off your pants, before I change my mind," she said. "And underwear."
"Um, okay," I said. I tossed her soiled lavender bra onto the bed next to her and tore through my buttons and zip, quickly leaving pants and underpants lying on the floor behind me, revealing my very erect seven-inch dick, looking harder and thicker than I could ever remember.
"You do have a fat one," she said, as she looked at it, but didn't touch it.
"Thanks," I said, unsure what to do next, trepidation coursing through me.
"Step closer," she said.
I began to inch forward. She flipped the skirts of her robe over her legs, exposing nude-shade pantyhose. Then she spread her legs, inviting me to step closer. She wore white panties underneath the hose. I stood between her knees.



"Jerk off for me," she ordered.
"Really?" I asked.
"Yes. We can't do anything intimate, but I can watch you... after all, you're doing it for me, right?"
She was staring at my cock like I stared at her legs, tits and ass... I found I enjoyed being the one objectified for a moment. "All for you," I confirmed.
I don't think she realized her tongue ran around her sensuous lips, but I sure as hell did.
I gripped my throbbing rod and wagged it at her. "You sure this is what you want?" I asked.
"Oh, yes." She untied her robe and pulled it open before shrugging it off her shoulders so it slid to the bed behind her.
My eyes went wide as I took in the glorious breasts jutting out from her strong chest.
"You like?" she asked, as they were now right in front of me.
"They are beautiful," I said.
"They're always leaking," she sighed, wiping off a little milk from one. "But you like that, don't you?"
I didn't say anything, completely transfixed by her massive tits.
"So, are you still willing to listen to your evil, twisted aunt bitch and moan?" she asked.
"My lonely, frustrated aunt? Absolutely." I began moving my hand up and down my rod as a show of good faith.
"Stroke it for me nice and slow and I'll make another confession," she husked.
I reached down with my left hand and cupped my balls, pulling them slightly outwards and gently squeezing. My right hand held my shaft more vertically so she could clearly see my balls and my stroking action. Slowly, deliberately, I rolled the loose skin up to my cockhead and back down.
Her tongue made another slow circuit around her full lips. Real DSLs as my college roommate J.D. called them, dick-sucking lips. Then the tongue pulled back and the DSLs parted to speak, even as her eyes remained locked on my crotch.
"I've always enjoyed sex," she said, "and when I'm really horny, I like my sex nasty." She hefted her bulging udders in her hands and gently massaged them like I was with my balls.
"But something happened after I got pregnant," she continued. "I had heard that for some women, their desire goes down and their discomfort goes up, but for me, my already high libido went into overdrive... the hormones, I guess."
Her breast play was causing milk drops to form and fall to her pantyhose-covered thighs. It was my turn to run my tongue around my lips.
"But as my desires increased, I was losing my access to a hard cock to fulfill them with. So, I turned to my toys. But it's not the same; they don't talk dirty to me; they don't squeeze and lick and suck."
I cut my eyes to her nightstand drawer, where I knew those toys were. I hadn't gone back in there since my first trespass, but I remembered thinking how loose they looked in there, not stored away, but readily available for use.
"So, you're not twisted," I reasoned, "there are other factors, other causes at play here. But they're natural causes and they're not changing you, just amplifying you, so I don't see anything wrong with it. Why fight it? Why not enjoy it?"
She looked up at me now with a bit of a smirk. "You were on your high school debate team, weren't you?" Before I could admit that nerdy truth, she continued. "So, do you want to help me rationalize the rest of our bad behaviour?" Now her smile looked real, although sneaky, and there was a glint in her eye.
I smiled back. "It's all completely reasonable and justified," I offered. "I'm nineteen and always horny and you're hormonal and always horny. Neither of us has a lover to exercise our passions with, so we're frustrated."
She picked up my thread of bull. "So, we're just two family members helping each other out; helping heighten each other's efforts at self-pleasure so that the frustration is better relieved, and our emotional health is improved."
"Which means it's not even incest," I said, "any more than my massaging your feet is incest."
"And we haven't even touched skin to skin, so it isn't sex either," she said.
"Nope," I agreed, "just good therapy between loving family members."
"So, you can keep on stroking that big, fat cock for your dirty, sexy aunt." The animal growl in her voice sent a delicious tremble down my spine.
I stroked myself more slowly ... I wanted this to last for as long as possible. Yet simultaneously I hoped perhaps she would move her hand to help or bend down and take it in her mouth or offer me her tits... regardless of all the bullshit we'd just laid down.
Reading my mind, or perhaps just the clear desire on my face, she said, "Imagine sliding that big dick between these huge fucking jugs." She smiled wickedly as she cupped them together and put them just inches from the tip of my cock, where a large bead of pre-cum had formed.
God, I wanted to thrust between them or bend over and kiss and lick them, but I wasn't going to do anything to stop this wild encounter.
"Would you fuck them if I let you?" she asked.
"God, yeah," I groaned, still just slowly stroking my dick.
"Shoot a big wad of sticky cum between your mom's sister's tits?" She continued the nasty talk.
"Oh, fuck," I moaned, the mentioning of my mom adding to the sin.
"Wanna know something?" she asked; I thought I could hear the saliva building in her mouth.
"Tell me."
"You know your Uncle Jake is a serious stud, right? He's got a hard body and when he doesn't have his head up his ass, he fucks me so good. But he doesn't have what you have."
"What's that?" I asked.
"He doesn't have a cock this big and this thick," she said in a hungry voice. "So fucking fat."
"Yeah, you like my fat, young cock?" I asked, loving how she seemed as enamoured with my cock as I was with her tits.
"Yeah, if you were not my nephew, I would deep throat that cock until you shot your big load in my mouth or came all over my face," she added.
"I'd give you so much cum," I assured.
"Mmmmmmm, where would you want to nut?" she asked. "All over my face?"
"That would be hot," I agreed.
"On my tits?" she continued.
"Oh yeah."
"Yeah, you would like to spew your load all over your aunt's breast-feeding tits?"
"Fuck yeah," I agreed, beginning to stroke my dick faster.
"Maybe I should straddle your cock, ride you and have my tits bounce all over your face," she added, her sensual tone implying she was seriously considering this.
"Oh fuck," I groaned, my balls close to erupting from her wicked words, her ravenous gaze, and her big, beautiful tits dripping milk so fucking close to my cock.
She continued her nasty verbal assault. "Want to know something else about your mother's little sister? I love hot cum shot on my face, in my mouth, on my tits, in my pussy or on my ass."
"I'd do every one of them if I could," I promised.
"Yeah? You want to use your auntie as your MILF cum dump slut?" she asked, one hand going to her side to retrieve her bra.
"Oh yeah, I'd love to suck on your tits, eat your pussy and fuck you hard like you so desperately need," I said, trying to match her wickedness with my own.
"You think I need to get fucked by your big prick, nephew?" she said, squeezing her tit hard enough to spray milk on my cock. I had to stop stroking before I lost it.
"Yeah, I think you'd love this big, fat cock spreading those neglected pussy lips," I wickedly said, wagging my thick stick at her.
"You nasty fucking boy," she said, as she moved the bra to my dick. "Come for me, nephew. Fill my bra up with that big creamy load."
"I'm close," I warned, starting back stroking.
"Yeah, I want to see that big load erupt out of your cock," she purred. "Give me that load. Give me that cum. Fucking show me how badly you want to fuck your mom's sister."
"Oh fuuuuuuuck," I grunted, shooting a half dozen cum blasts into her stained lavender bra.
"Oh yeah, fill it right up," she purred. As I kept coming, she added, "So much creamy cum."
Once I was spent, she pulled the bra back and looked into the deep cup. "God, you really shoot a big load," she marveled.
"Yeah, and I reload quickly," I said, wanting her to know there was more where that came from.
"Good to know," she smiled, as she rested the cups on her thighs and dipped a finger into the cum. Then she asked, "Have you ever fantasized about me eating your load?"
"If imagining fucking your face and coming down your throat counts," I answered.
"Is that any way to talk to a married woman?" she asked.
"It is after she tells me how much she loves having cum sprayed on her face and tits. Her beautiful face and her amazing tits."
"Such a sweet talker. You'll make some girl very happy some day."
"If I was your man, no way would I leave you alone for even a day," I said.
"No?" she questioned, stirring her finger in the cum.
"No, I'd make sure all your needs were looked after," I said.
"And what would that entail?" she asked.
"It would start with you never feeling neglected and horny," I assured.
"So, you would make sure I got all the dick and cum I needed?" she asked, adding a second finger and scooping up a big amount of cum.
"Unlimited dick and cum," I promised.
"Should I eat some of your cum?" she asked.
"You should eat all my cum."
"But you're not my husband," she pointed out.
"But right now, I am the man of the house," I said.
"Yes," she nodded pondering this, "I guess you are."
"So, eat that cum, eat it all," I said. "You wouldn't be touching me, so it's still within the rules."
"What would your mom think?" she asked, clearly turned on by the incestuous talk and the husband talk.
"I don't care," I shrugged, "I just know what you want and need."
"What I want and need?" she questioned.
"Yeah, you want this load, you need this load," I said confidently, trying to be the man she needed.
She dipped again, scooping more cum onto her two fingers, then held them up in the air and I watched as my cum began to dangle down. "What do you think your uncle would do if he knew you were blowing your load in his wife's bra, huh?"
"He would likely beat the shit out of me," I said, "but I would take that beating if I got to play with your tits, have you eat my cum, massage your feet, and maybe even eat your pussy and fuck you."
"You really want to fuck your married aunt, your mother's sister?" she asked. Although repetitive, it was obvious this was turning her on immensely, the cum dripping off her fingers and landing on her tits.
"I know it is wrong, but all I want to do is make you happy and make you come," I said.
"You think you could make me come?" she asked.
"I would do whatever it takes," I assured.
"Mmmmmmm," she purred. "So, you really want to see me eat this cum?"
"So badly."
"Tell me, tell me what you want," she said. "Be nasty."
"I want to watch you scoop up your nephew's cum that just erupted out of his taboo cock and eat it all, enjoying the sweet, salty seed," I said.
"Mmmmmmm, and if I let you, you would willingly commit incest and fuck your mom's sister?" she asked, so sensual, as more cum dropped onto her tits and more milk oozed from her nipples and ran along the bottoms of her tits.
"Yes, I'd make you come over and over with my mouth and my dick," I said.
"You know, if you weren't my sister's son, I would be making you do just that right now," she said, then sighed. The willingness to cheat was apparently right there, but to do it by committing real incest was a line she didn't seem willing to cross.
"I haven't been fucked since months before Amanda was born," she added, instantly explaining why she was willing to cheat when I thought she loved Uncle Jake.
"No way," I gasped.
"Yeah, Jake seems to have lost interest in me," she said. "Remember how I told you the pregnancy increased my libido? Well, for Jake it did the opposite. At first, he seemed to think I wouldn't want it anymore and when I did, he worried about hurting the baby. I gave him literature that proved it was safe, and then it just seemed to be that he was turned off by my changing body. The bigger my belly got the less he'd touch me intimately, let alone fuck me, and it hasn't changed even after the baby came."
"Wow, that's so fucked up... for him as well as for you. I mean, who could lose interest in you?" I asked. "You are absolutely beautiful."
"Well, in his mind I appear to have gone from big-boned beauty to fat cow."
"Fat? Jesus-fucking-Christ," I said, even as she moved her fingers back to the bra and scooped up more cum. "You have a perfect full figure. You are a real woman. Not some waif that gets blown over by the wind."
"It is nice to hear those things," she smiled, seemingly needing this approval.
"Can I tell you something else?" I asked.
"No reason to stop now," she smiled, still playing with my cum.
"When I first saw you pregnant, I instantly got hard and was ready to bust a nut," I said.
"Yeah, I thought I noticed you sneaking looks at me with your tongue hanging out," she teased.
"I'd plead the fifth," I laughed, "but I guess I already confessed, didn't I?"
"My big, pregnant belly didn't turn you off, did it, Joey?" she asked but in a sexy as fuck way.
"Of course not, you were still just as beautiful as ever," I said, and of course, meant it.
"I wish my husband would have thought that way," she sighed.
"Well, I can't speak for him," I said, "but I found you then and find you now absolutely sexy as fuck."
"Sexy enough to fuck?" she questioned, her teasing killing me.
"Now I will plead the fifth," I smiled.
"Did you know my tits were already leaking by then?" she said. "I think that is actually one of the issues for my husband, it's like it's icky or something."
"Icky? It's just fucking nature; there's no reason to be bothered by it. I mean I understand why some may not find it as sexy as I do, but to be turned off by such a beautiful, natural thing I don't understand."
"You really are sweet behind your twisted, kinky perversion."
"You say the kindest things," I retorted.
She asked, "Have you been thinking of nursing on me since then?"
"Almost every day," I admitted.
"Even when I had my big belly?"
"Do you really want me to answer that question?"
"Yes, I see it in your eyes, Nephew, tell me what was in your perverted mind when you saw me in all my 8th-month glory."
"You leaked one time so it showed through your blouse, and I wanted to open it and suck," I admitted. Then I continued with deeper depravity. "Then I wanted to get you completely topless so I could see that beautiful belly along with those magnificent udders and fill my belly nursing on the ultimate expression of motherhood."
"Jesus," she gasped.
"You told me to be honest," I pointed out, knowing that answer was about as fucked up as they come.
"I did," she nodded. "And I can't lie, part of me is flattered."
"Which part?" I queried.
"It's my turn to plead the fifth," she retorted with a sly smirk.
"Well, for what it's worth, I thought you radiated when you were pregnant," I said, wanting to make up as much as I could for the neglect and apparent insecurity her husband had given her.
"That's sweet," she smiled, clearly enjoying the compliments.
"Not as sweet as the milk I've licked from your nursing bras," I said.
She ran her slimy finger around the bottom of her bra cup. "You really want me to eat this, don't you?"
"Yeah, I really do."
"Maybe I should just rub it all over my tits," she said, and then moved her cum-coated fingers and indeed rubbed my jizz all over the areolae and nipples... a little milk leaking out. "Oh, God, all this nasty show and tell is making my milk drip."
"I can help you with that," I assured, my earlier worries about such words being a step too far completely forgotten in the thrill of her pleading for me to talk nasty to her.
"I bet you could," she smiled, scooping more cum from her bra... this time playing with it with her fingers. "You know, he wouldn't even let me suck him off... and I've missed my man-cream."
"Then eat it," I said, she was really driving me nuts with this teasing. At times she seemed to be in control and at times she seemed tempted.
"We'd just be helping each other out the way we agreed earlier, wouldn't we? If you got a little taste of what you've been dreaming of, and I got a little taste of what I've been missing?"
"Absolutely," I agreed, trying to remember the bullshit rationale we'd concocted in the midst of our shared passion.
"All right, bend down and suck on my left tit, it feels so damned heavy." She hefted the swollen mammary up to meet me while bringing the bra cup of cum to her mouth.
Oh, my God, she wasn't kidding, I was really going to experience my hottest fantasy, all wrapped up in incest. I took a deep breath and paused, wanting this moment to be perfect. I took a really good look at the fat nipple. I could see the milk leaking from the many tiny holes at its tip and I took in the bumps on the wide areola that I knew from my kinky fetish research also played a role in successful breastfeeding.
Then she almost begged, "Please, Joey, please nurse from your mother's sister."
I opened my mouth wide and latched on like the hungry boy I was and was almost immediately rewarded with a gush of warm milk. It was so surreal to actually be doing this, but I was, I was nursing on a massive tit. Of a married woman. Of a blood relation. While she ate my cum out of her defiled brassiere.
She purred, "Your cum is so good."
"Your milk is so good," I mumbled around my mouthful of breast flesh, not wanting to miss a drop of the cream that was flowing steadily now. It was so good, so incredibly good.
"Other tit," she ordered, after another thirty seconds or so of heavy suckling.
I moved to the other tit, hefting the large breast in both hands and then squeezing firmly, causing milk to spray crazily, jetting all over my face.
"Yeah, get that milk out," she moaned lasciviously. "Wear it like I like to wear cum."
I teased her nipple with the tip of my tongue and again milked her udder, receiving an even greater spray of warm milk on my face. Then I latched on and really began nursing. Just as delicious as the other side.
After about sixty seconds, she suddenly pushed me away, her tone sounding a little like regret. "That's enough."
Not really, but okay, I thought, glancing down at my dick which was again rock hard.
"Jesus, that thing really doesn't go down," she said, as she reached to grab it.
"It has a mind of its own," I said, just as her phone rang, breaking the spell.
"Shit, shit, shit, it's Jake," she said, as she got off the bed and went to the phone. "Hi, honey," she greeted, as she stood there in just her panties and pantyhose.
She looked at me regretfully and held an arm across her chest. Then she nodded at her robe on the bed.
I saw that she was still leaking that delicious milk, so I went to her closet instead and grabbed the stained milk robe I'd seen hanging there and brought it to her.
She quickly put it on and then surprised me by moving her hand to my dick. As she listened to her husband, she dropped to her knees and took my cock in her mouth and bobbed three quick times, before standing back up, winking at me and leading me out of her bedroom before closing the door behind me.
I looked at the closed door.
I heard her voice talking to her husband.
I sighed.
The most wicked tease in the history of teasing.
I stood there hard and in a daze.
What just happened?
Yes, some lines were crossed.
Yes, there was a lot of teasing.
Yes, some might call it incest despite our rationalizations.
My clothes were lying on Karen's bedroom floor, so I went to my own room to get new gear. I considered jerking off to relieve my confused mind, but since I had come not long before I decided to stay ready in case Auntie wanted more of me after her phone call with my idiot uncle.



Then I headed to the kitchen to start making supper, all the while hoping we'd pick up where we'd left off.
But for the rest of the night, instead of my aunt taking out her frustrations with her husband on me, there was simply no mention of what had happened between us.
We ate dinner.
She raved about my meal.
In fact, she went so far as to take photos of the plate I put in front of her and sent them to a couple of her contacts in the restaurant industry. After she ate, she followed up with phone calls and by the time she was finished she told me she was fairly certain she could get me meetings for three different culinary schools.
I was gobsmacked, and objectively speaking, it was a lot more important than getting another chance to nurse from her magical tits, but that still remained my top hope for the night. But it seemed it was not to be.
She didn't ask for me to massage her feet.
She didn't say a thing about earlier in her bedroom.
So, I didn't either.
I ended up gaming with buddies until Aunt Karen walked into my room and tossed a bra onto the desk by my keyboard. "In case you need to drop a load," she said.
Even though I was startled, I didn't miss a beat. "Hey, guys," I said into my headset mic, "something's up with my cousin, I need to bail, catch you tomorrow," and logged off. Then to my aunt I said, "What about your panties?"
"My panties?" She seemed surprised that I could surprise her any more than I already had, but I was going to prove her wrong.
"You know that I sniff and then come in your milky bras every morning," I said. "But you don't know that I also sniff your panties. While I'm stroking my thick cock into your massive bra cup, I'm holding your last-worn panties against my face, smelling and tasting your flower."
"Oh, fuck," she breathed, putting a hand on the corner of the desk to steady herself.
"You smell and taste so good and it makes me come so hard."
Her hand moved between the flaps of her heavy bathrobe; she was clearly rubbing her crotch. "And now you want your auntie's panties she has worn all day and came in earlier?" she asked coyly.
"You came already?" I asked.
"Well, I closed the door for a reason," she smiled coyly.
"So... you had phone sex with Uncle Jake?" I don't suppose I sounded any happier about that than I felt.
"Actually," she smirked, "I had mind sex with you, while Jake had a distracted phone call with me."
"I would have liked to see that," I said, feeling decidedly better.
"I bet you would," she continued in her playful tone. "But you didn't answer my question. Do you want your auntie's panties that she came in earlier? They are quite wet."
"Yes, I want my mom's married sister's panties to see how wet she got eating her nephew's big load," I replied.
"Speaking of big loads, I could use a bedtime snack," she said, as she opened her robe and pulled her panties down and off and tossed them to me.
"I have a fresh load ready," I said, as I caught her panties and moved them to my nose. Warm and wet, right from her body? Fucking heaven!
"Take off your underwear," she ordered.
"You smell so good," I said, as I stood up and quickly got undressed.
"We can't fuck, I can't suck you," she said, even as she knelt before me, apparently forgetting her ever so brief three quick bobs earlier today, "but you can jerk off and come in my mouth."
"You want your sister's son's load, don't you?" I asked, as I instantly moved one hand to my dick and the other to my face to inhale her sweet nectar.
"Yeah, after that little teaser taste I had before, I've been craving it so bad," she admitted, as she stared at my dick. "I almost asked you to come back in and cum on my face while I talked to my husband."
"Shit, you're as bad as I am," I said, looking down at her, as she took off her robe and was suddenly completely naked before me.
"This has to stay between us," she said, as she leaned back and cupped her tits for me to admire.
"Who would believe me?" I countered.
"True enough," she said, as I stared at her tits while pumping my dick furiously... this time wanting to come as soon as I could.
"Fuck, you are so hot, "I groaned.
"Yeah, you want to nut on your aunt?" she asked.
"Fuck yeah, I'm going to cover you in cum," I assured.
"You know, I came in my bedroom imagining you pounding my pussy while I was on my back and my huge knockers bounced all over the place," she wickedly said to egg me on.
"I've had that fantasy many times," I admitted with a groan.
"Filling my unprotected, married pussy with your load," she added, as she leaned forward and reached her hand to my dick. "Let me help you with that."
"Ooooookay," I agreed, as I moved my hand away and she jerked me off.
"Do you want me to suck this sweet, young cock?" she asked, as she stroked my dick, her fingers rolling over the top of my cock head, increasing the pleasure intensely.
"Yes, I'd love to see those married cock sucker lips wrapped around my fat dick," I groaned.
"Oh yeah, and so you know, I am an amazing cock sucker," she said, looking up at me as she stroked my cock while her free hand went to her pussy.
"And from my limited experience, I'm told I am an amazing pussy pleaser," I said. "I love eating a juicy, wet pussy."
"Mmmmmmm, that is so hot," she said, as she rubbed herself. "When I was your age, most boys didn't have a clue."
"Yeah, a man should be able to give and receive," I said.
"You got that right," she said, frantically rubbing herself as she impressively multi-tasked, working over my dick and her pussy.
"God, I'm going to nut soon," I warned about ninety seconds later as I sniffed her panties and watched her stroke me.
"I want you to come all over my face, Joey, I want you to completely drench me with your nut," she begged.
"Get ready," I moaned a few seconds later.
"Yeah, give it to me, give me that load, give me that cum," she encouraged with a loud moan as she furiously pumped my dick.
"Fuuuuuck," I grunted, as the first big cannonball of cum landed right on her face.
"Oh yeah, give it to me, nephew," she purred as I continued unloading on her face, including into her open mouth.
She then released me and came up higher on her knees to offer me her tits to come on.
A couple more gobs of cum splattered her tits before I was spent, and she rolled backwards onto her back on the floor and began to really rub herself.
I stared in awe as her moans got louder and in about thirty seconds she came. "Shiiiiiit!" she screamed.
I watched her body quake... her tits shake... and wetness gush out of her surprisingly shaved pussy.
"That is so hot," I said.
"Sooooo wrong," she weakly moaned.
After another minute of simply lying there enjoying the afterglow of her orgasm, she weakly got up, grabbed her robe and walked out without a word.
I stood there with her panties in my hand, her bra on my desk and my deflating dick.
Shit, that just happened.
.....
I was making breakfast when Aunt Karen came in with baby Amanda, in her milk robe,
sat down and started nursing, casual like she had before yesterday's mischievous playtime. That gave me a good feeling for the day ahead and relieved the anxiety I was feeling for something crazy I had just done. Two minutes earlier, I had dropped my morning load in her coffee cup, replacing her regular cream with my homemade cream.
I greeted her warmly, unsure but hopeful about what today would bring after yesterday's strangeness. "Good morning, Auntie."
"Good morning," she said, although she didn't sound like herself, as I poured fresh coffee on top of my spunk. I added sugar and stirred so she wouldn't think to add regular cream. "Thanks, I need this," she said, as I placed her cum coffee before her.
I went back and flipped the blueberry pancakes over and pulled the bacon out of the air fryer. The air fryer still making the bacon crispy but a little healthier. I added it and slices of fresh melon and strawberries to the sides of our plates. I waited another minute for the pancakes and flipped them off one by one.
When I turned to the table, I saw that she was sipping her coffee. She put it down as I came over and when I laid her plate in front of her, I saw that she'd already drunk at least a quarter of the cup.
She said, looking at the breakfast spread, "This looks amazing."
"I hope you like it," I said, going back to the counter and bringing over the syrup and jam.
"I'm sure it will be delicious," she said, as she handed me Amanda and I got a perfect view of her huge left jug and hard nipple with a little milk leaking from it.
"I'm sure it was, wasn't it Amanda?" I cooed at the baby. Aunt Karen gave me a sardonic look at my weak wordplay but smiled as she put her breast away.
After putting Amanda in her playpen, I returned to the table and began buttering my pancakes.
As I did, Karen said, "Joey, we can't do this anymore."
"Do what?" I asked innocently.
"You know exactly what," she said, her tone slightly embarrassed.
Boldness had worked yesterday, so I decided to stick with it. "Well, I hope you don't mean me staring at those milk-filled tits or your legs and feet when you wear pantyhose, because I'm afraid I won't be able to stop doing that."
"Actually, I usually wear a garter-belt and stockings or thigh high stockings," she revealed. I pondered why she thought to tell this to me but wasn't going to question my luck.
"That isn't going to help the cause of not doing anything," I pointed out.
"I have always dressed professionally with a slight allure," she explained.
"I don't know about slight," I joked playfully.
"Yeah, these tits are hard not to make the centre of attention," she said, looking down at them bulging under the thin material of her milk robe.
"Yeah, they are literally impossible to hide," I said, then added, "especially in that robe."
"Not much I can do about that," she shrugged.
"True enough," I nodded, as she took another sip from her coffee. This time she seemed to hold the coffee in her mouth longer before swallowing and made a slightly perplexed face.
"This coffee tastes slightly different," she said.
"Oh, does it?" I asked. "I did use a different cream."
"Oh, well it definitely gives it a different, maybe even exotic, taste," she said, after taking a long sip and pondering the taste. "What kind of cream is it?"
"Um, actually it's homemade," I said, a little worried now after what she had said about stopping, but there was no going back now.
"You make your own homemade..." she began and realized mid-sentence what I had done. "You fucking came in my coffee, didn't you?"
"Yeah," I nodded, "although I did that before you told me we couldn't do whatever it is we are doing."
"You could have stopped me before I drank it," she pointed out, but she didn't put the cup down; instead, she stared into it.
"You'd already drunk nearly half of it before I knew things had changed," I shrugged. "Then I just hoped you wouldn't notice."
"But I did," she mused, then brought the cup to her lips... this time knowing she was drinking my cum.
I sat transfixed as she drank more of her cum-flavoured coffee.
"Fuck!" she cursed.
"What?" I asked.
"This is actually the best coffee I've ever had," she sighed, before drinking more.
"So, you like cum in your coffee?" I asked.
"Don't you start," she threatened, clearly annoyed... although I wasn't sure if it was from the fact I had come in her coffee or that she had enjoyed the cum addition so much.
"Sorry," I apologized.
"No, you're not," she said.
"Well, I'm sorry that you've changed your mind about us kind of playing around," I admitted.
"You loved me stroking that big fat cock of yours, didn't you?" she wickedly asked.
"Yeah, and watching you beg for my load was so fucking hot," I added.
"I didn't beg for your load," she said.
"If I recall correctly and I'm pretty sure I do, your exact words when you were naked and on your knees was, 'give it to me, give me that load, give me that cum.'"
"Meh, semantics," she shrugged.
"Either way, you looked sexy as hell with my load dripping all over you," I said.
"You are such a perv," she said.
"You loved it," I said.
"You loved it more," she countered.
"I'll give you that," I shrugged, deciding to keep it real and nasty in hopes of her changing her mind. "I've never been more excited than watching you eat my cum, playing with your tits, nursing on your nipples, having you jerk me off and spewing my load in your bra and all over your pretty face and perfect body."
"Do you even hear yourself?" she asked.
"Is anything I said not true?" I asked back.
"Regardless," she said, as she finished her cup of coffee, "it can't happen again. I'm not just some horny MILF from your teenage fantasies; I'm your mom's sister."
"And you are married," I added.
"Exactly," she nodded and headed out to shower.
I finished my breakfast, cleaned up and sat playing with Amanda on the living room carpet when Aunt Karen came down in a colourful sundress and mocha-colored nylons. On her feet were open-toe sandals that showed her well-pedicured toes. I asked, "Stockings?"
"That is for me to know and you to never find out," she said, with just the slightest smile on her face.
"I'll take that as a yes," I smiled, admiring her feet in this perfect colour.
"You would," she said.
"And you are even wearing my favourite colour," I said, not even pretending I wasn't staring at her feet.
"Beige is your favourite colour?"
"Those are mocha," I corrected her, "they are darker than beige."
"Oh, you do know your hosiery," she said, as she walked over and picked up Amanda... her sexy toes now just inches from me.
"I try," I said, as I moved my hand and caressed her leg.
"I thought I said we were done?"
"This is harmless," I said, sliding my hand down her ankle to the top of her foot. "Your feet still get sore, right?"
"Yeah, I guess I can still let you massage my feet," she said.
"I will massage your feet any time you want me to," I said.
"Oh, I know you will, you pervert," she said.
"But I want to be your pervert," I weirdly said.
She stepped back, reluctantly it felt to me, though I wasn't really a neutral judge. "Amanda and I will be gone for a few hours," she said.
"Okay," I nodded.
"Try not to jerk off in my bra," she teased, walking away.
"Should I jerk off in a cup for your coffee later?" I asked.
"Actually." She stopped and slowly turned to face the kitchen.
"Yes?" I asked.
"I should take a coffee to go."
"With regular cream or homemade?" I asked, standing up.
"I'd kind of like to see how you make that homemade cream," she said, and headed to the kitchen.
I followed her in, a few steps behind to admire her curvaceous bottom. When she turned toward Amanda's playpen, I turned the other way to the kitchen counter.
I pulled a small travel mug from the cabinet and put it under the spout of her Keurig machine, then popped in a pod.
When I turned around, Amanda was in her playpen and her sexy mother was sitting back on the corner of the kitchen table. Her sandals were off and sitting on the floor by the playpen.
"Get that dick out," she said, as she rubbed the sole of one foot along the top of the other.
"Yes, ma'am," I said. I got my pants and underwear around my ankles and when I straightened up, my prick was pointing directly at my aunt. I heard her sigh.
"Make that cream for me, boy," she ordered.
"I may need a little help if I am going to finish quickly since I already nutted once for your first coffee," I pointed out.
"I thought you said you could reload quickly?"
"I can, my balls are already bubbling, but it takes longer on my own," I said.
"Well, maybe we can still go with my original plan and do some show and tell to help each other out. Just not that extra stuff." She stripped the straps of her sundress over her shoulders and pulled her arms through, showing a light-yellow bra with spaghetti straps doing its best to contain her bounties. I could see the nursing nipple pads in place.
"These are what you love, don't you?" she purred as she hefted the melons. "You can always come for these, can't you?"
"Always," I agreed. "But if you're in a hurry, I'm afraid I'm going to need even more help; help like last night."
She stared down where I was calmly wagging my fat erection at her. "Well, I am in a hurry," she said. "But just this one more time." She stepped toward me, the bodice of her dress still hanging down.
"Okay," I said, thrilled that her resistance hadn't even lasted an entire hour.
"Fuck, I can't believe you want a married woman to jerk you off."
"Actually, last night while you jerked me, you talked about sucking me off. What I really want to see are those sexy lips wrapped around my dick this time," I said, trying to push her further into the wicked world of taboo incest.
"You want your mommy's sister to suck this juicy young cock?" she asked wickedly, as she reached out and began to stroke it.
"Oh yeah, I want my mom's hot sister to suck my cock until I am ready to nut."
"If I do this, we are really done," she said even as she dropped slowly to her knees.
"Sure," I said, not meaning it any more than I thought she really did.
"I just need that homemade cream for my coffee," she said, her eyes looking quite lustful as she opened her mouth and took my dick between her lips.
"Oh yeah, you sexy married slut," I moaned, "suck your nephew's big, fat cock."
I'd been a little worried that using the word slut would offend her, but her, "Mmmmmmm," that followed my words told me all was good.
"Oh, yeah," I sighed. "You know, Aunt Karen, I don't think this will be the last time. I think you're going to find your creamed coffee even more delicious when you think about how you had to commit incest, suck your nephew's cock to get it, and that's how you'll always want to get it from now on."
She didn't say a word, but her mouth and her right hand held my cock tighter, and her left hand went under her dress and I learned as she did, she was not wearing pantyhose... although I couldn't tell for sure if it was stockings or thigh highs.
"Yeah, you're a good auntie cock sucker," I moaned about a minute later as she smoothly deep throated my dick... which no girl had ever done... although she would only be the fourth to suck me.
When she finally came up for air, a string of saliva connected her lips and my cockhead. "Mmmmm, you like your auntie sucking this nasty cock?" she asked, looking up at me with hunger as she stroked my slobbery dick and rubbed her pussy.
"Yeah, I love having my own sexy auntie as my slut," I said, looking down at her.
"If you ever call me that when I'm not horny you may get these balls ripped off," she said, before resuming sucking me.
"Then I better make sure you are constantly horny for nephew dick," I groaned, as she really went to town on my dick... grunting hungrily as she did.
"Oh yeah, you want this big load?" I asked.
"Mmmmmm," she moaned, taking my entire dick with smooth perfection. God, she wasn't lying, she really knows how to suck dick.
"Don't stop, Auntie; don't stop, Mommy's sister; don't stop, my married, cum-craving slut," I chanted before I pulled out at the very last second and erupted all over her face.
"Oh yes, give me that cum, you nasty fucking bastard," she moaned, still rubbing herself while taking my massive load all over her face.
"You look so hot with my load all over your face," I groaned before I slid my dick back in her mouth and she resumed bobbing and extracting any last remnants of my salty seed.
About a minute later, she stood up and cursed, "Fuck, now I need to come," and she went to the fridge, pulled out a cucumber, and tossed it to me. "No fingers, no dick, but I need you to fuck me with this."



"Okay," I said, pulling up my underwear and pants and going to the counter as she lifted her dress up to her waist to reveal she wore thigh high stockings but wasn't wearing panties.
"Ooh, no panties. Naughty auntie," I teased.
"Just shut up and fuck me," she demanded.
But I took another moment to open a cabinet and bring out a bottle of liquid coconut oil I'd bought for sautéing.
"Wow, am I going to get the gourmet treatment with this too?" she asked with a wiggle of her broad hips.
"Always," I grinned, as I poured oil along the cucumber. It was long, though thinner than me, and I stroked it like my cock, both lubricating it and taking away the worst of the refrigerator chill. "Your dish is ready, madam," I said, moving the slick vegetable to her pussy. She was also very ready, and the green vegetable slid inside her easily.
"Oh yes, feed me that thing, fuck me," she moaned.
"You like this, slut?" I asked.
"Shut up, and just fuck me," she demanded, and I obeyed, pumping the vegetable in her pussy quickly.
After about thirty seconds, she asked, "Oh, my God, are you already hard again?" I guess she figured out what that hard thing bumping against her big, soft ass cheek was.
"Aunt Karen, you are so fucking hot that I never got soft."
That got a look from her, a look filled with utter lust and desperation. "I need to feel it. But just one stroke. Fill your aunt's pussy once, no more," she demanded.
I pulled the cucumber out, moved behind her, pulled my pants and underwear back down again and slid my cock into her pussy without hesitation, feeling the amazing wet warmth. Against all my body craving, I made myself respect her instructions and pulled back out.
"Ooooh fuck, yes, shit, damn it, one more time, shove it in my married pussy one more time," she said urgently.
"Okay," I said and did it one more time in awe of her inferno-like heat.
"One more time, one more time, but this time, just stay in me," she instructed with a bit of desperation after I pulled out again.
"Okay," I repeated, so happy I had already just come, or this would have been a very short-lived situation.
Then she began impaling herself on my dick, her hands on the counter as she moved her hips back to fuck me or better described, to fuck herself with her living dildo. "Don't move. You're not fucking me. We are not fucking. I'm just getting off," she rationalized.
"Okay," I moaned, as I watched her move back and forth on my dick and just enjoyed the surreal incestuous act I was suddenly a part of. I wasn't going to argue with her rationale if it meant my dick got to stay in her warm, wet pussy.
"Fuck, your cock is so fat and feels so fucking good in my pussy," she moaned.
"Come for me, auntie, come on your sister's son's dick, come thinking of another man in your married pussy," I wickedly said after about thirty seconds of her moving her beautiful big body back and forth with such smoothness.
"More, you nasty boy, fucking more, keep talking nasty, you fucking auntie-fucking perv," she said.
"This is my married pussy, slut," I said, claiming my bitch. "I own this married pussy, I own my mom's sister's pussy, I am the real man in this house, now come, my incestuous auntie fuck toy."
"Oooooh fuuuuck, you baaaaastard!" she screamed, as my nasty words seemed to make her finally erupt and come and she collapsed forward and shook uncontrollably on the counter as my dick slipped out of her.
I went to the coffee maker, grabbed her cup and a spoon and walked back to her and began to scoop my cum off her face and into her coffee even as she was still trembling. She opened her eyes and said, "You are one nasty nephew."
"And you're one insatiable aunt," I smiled, as I held the cup where she could see it and allowed a big wad of cum to drop into her café a la Joey.
"When it's homemade cream I want a lot more than two scoops," she said.
"I can make sure that always happens," I said, as I retrieved more cum off of her face as she continued to enjoy the afterglow of her orgasm.
"So, this doesn't count," she said.
"Of course not," I smiled, as I got most of my cum off of her face and into the cup. I assumed she meant that collecting cream for her coffee fell outside of her earlier decision that we wouldn't do any more family fun. Or perhaps she meant using my cock as a dildo to help her come. Either way, I was happy to help her rationalize as much as she wanted since I knew her words about stopping would never be backed by actions.
"But damn it, I needed that," she said, finally standing up. "I have not had a real dick in over eleven months."
I couldn't begin to fathom how that was possible when she was so damned sexy and had already told me her libido had only gone up since falling pregnant, but I simply replied, "I'm happy I could help you rectify that," I said.
Amanda started making noise. "Shit, I'm super late. Shit, shit, shit," Aunt Karen muttered as she wiped her wet pussy with a paper towel, then pulled her dress skirt down and pulled the bodice back up and got them straightened out. Then she headed to the playpen and put her sandals back on before picking up the baby.
By the time she was ready, I'd pulled up my drawers and pants, stirred my jizz into her coffee and put the lid on her travel cup. As I handed it to her, I asked, "Steak or fish tonight?"
"Steak, I find myself with a serious craving for hot meat. Although you may be getting some fish," she said wickedly, the sexual innuendo as blunt as could be. She took a sip of her coffee and then ran her tongue theatrically around her lips as she, "Mmmmm"ed. "See you this afternoon," she smiled, before blowing me a kiss and heading out.
My mouth watered with the implied idea that I may be able to eat that pussy that had felt so warm and juicy wrapped around my cock. Also, I realized I hadn't put any sugar in her cup. Oh well, I suspected she would still thoroughly enjoy her creamed coffee.
I put another coffee pod into the machine and as it brewed, I just leaned back against the counter, amazed at what had just transpired.
Wow.
Wow.
Fucking wow.
.....
I mixed up a marinade for the steaks and put them in the fridge, then I headed out and did some shopping. I bought a couple new pairs of underwear, a couple t-shirts and new swimming trunks which were perhaps just a smidge too tight. I got into them when I got home and went to the beach. I was intrigued to notice a few more looks than usual from some of the beach babes. I wondered what Aunt Karen thought about threesomes.
I rinsed off under the beach shower and was dry by the time I'd walked home, so I decided to keep the swim trunks on, hoping they'd also get a good reaction from Auntie. I saw her car was back, but when I called out hello, she answered from her home office, so I figured she was doing some work. She had another crib in there for Amanda, and I supposed the baby was sleeping.
It was around four, so I pulled out the steaks so they could sit for at least fifteen minutes to get to room temperature before I put them on the barbecue. I was just putting the potatoes into the oven to bake when Aunt Karen walked in, naked except for thigh high stockings.
"Oh my," I said, my eyes going wide like in a Looney Tunes cartoon, staring at her amazing, voluptuous body.
"Did you know today is Nude Day?" she asked casually like she wasn't standing in her kitchen completely exposed to her horny nephew's voracious gaze. "If I hadn't heard it on the car radio I probably would have forgotten."
"That is an actual thing?" I asked, as my dick instantly hardened in my very non-concealing trunks.
"Yes, it is," she said, putting her hands on her hips. The pose showcased every curve of her perfect, voluptuously thick body, and the shine of the nylons only enhanced things more... I assumed the generous decision to keep them on was for my benefit. "Every year I say I'm going to do it in the office, but of course I always chicken out. But in the privacy of my own home...?"
"Well, I can't say I hate the idea."
"But now I need your help," she said, walking towards me... her tits swaying entrancingly like a hypnotist's watch.
"Oh?" I responded, unsure where to look. Her huge tits with their hard nipples showing pearls of breastmilk, her amazing nylon-clad legs from her sexy toes to her womanly hips, or right in the middle, at the fat-lipped pussy that I so hoped to fuck again for real and suck for the first time. I imagine I looked like a broken bobblehead doll.
"Amanda is staying at her grandmother's house tonight," she informed me.
"Okay," I said.
"And my fucking tits are over full of milk," she said, squeezing a nipple and milk spraying out.
"I see," I said, amazed at how blasé she seemed about milk spraying onto the floor and some onto me.
"Do you think you can help with that?" she asked. "Be an au pair to the mother as well as the baby?"
I gulped. "It's what I'm here for, to take care of both mother and child... however each one needs."
"Let's go into the living room," she said, before turning and walking away.
I turned the oven down by 100 degrees, then followed, mesmerized by her big, bare ass that just screamed, 'Come and squeeze me'.
She sat down at one end of the couch, legs spread enough that I could see her flower; she appeared to be leaking there as well as from her breasts.
"I've been thinking about the fantasy you described to me," she said. "Do you remember telling me how you wanted to nurse on your mother's sister?"
"Oh, yeah," I half-whimpered, in a bit of visual overload and stunned by the idea that my greatest unfulfilled fantasy seemed about to come true.
"My tits are so full and heavy today, Joey," she said, "I need someone to milk them for me. Can you do that, Joey? Can you milk your aunt's huge, heavy udders?"
As if in a dream, I climbed onto the sofa, lying on my back and then resting my head across her thick thighs. "Yes, Auntie, I can help you with that," I replied with excitement.
"Such a good nephew," she said as she offered me her huge left breast, with its very hard, leaking nipple.
I opened wide so I covered both her nipple and areola and pressed my lips tightly against her hot flesh. My good latching was rewarded by a pulsing, but steady flow of mother's milk into my hungry mouth. The flavour was even better than I remembered from my short, surprise tasting the night before. I sucked gently, yet firmly.
"You've been watching your cousin, haven't you?" she groaned in a way I'd never heard from her when feeding Amanda.
"And I see you're hard," she said, her free hand reaching over to squeeze my dick which made her fat tit flesh push against my face. I shifted so my head was farther down her legs, damn her tits were big. Big and milky; I sucked a little harder.
"I thought you just wanted to help out your suffering aunt, but this tells me that for you, nursing is sexual, you little degenerate." I confirmed her condemnation by thrusting against her hand.
"Mmmmmm, your dick is so big, so hard, so fat," she said, as she rubbed it through my trunks. "Is that from sucking on my big breastfeeding jugs?"
I whimpered in lust around her tit, pausing my hard sucking flor a moment to diddle her nipple with my tongue tip.
"To be clear," she continued, clearly enjoying teasing me and I think turning herself on, "You are willingly nursing on a woman's milk-filled, overflowing, heavy tits because you're a sick pervert."
I oinked around my mouthful of tit like the disgusting pig I was. Auntie laughed.
Then she gave my package a tighter squeeze and asked, "Is it more exciting because they're a married woman's tits, you teenaged bull?"
"Mmmmm," I agreed; being a bull was so much nicer than being a pig.
"And does the milk taste sweeter because it's coming from your mother's sister, you incestuous libertine?"
"Mm hm, mm hm, mm hmmmm."
"God, that feels so good," she moaned, releasing my prick to hold her big boobs as she enjoyed my feasting on her. Then she placed her palm against my forehead. "Time to switch," she breathed.
I released my suction, and she pulled her big jug out and twisted the tiny bit needed to offer me the other. I latched on immediately.
Once the milk was flowing, she returned her hand to my crotch and resumed slowly rubbing on my dick. Her touch was more petting than jerking, but still, I thought she might soon have me creaming in my pants again.
Especially because, the entire time, she talked. "Oh yeah, you nasty boy, suck Momma's nipples." "You like that baby milk, boy?" "God, your cock keeps twitching from being a baby milk sucker." "Fuck yes, nephew, get all that milk out of my heavy, married tit."
God, her nastiness was so hot.
Then she moved her hand inside my trunks and said, "I fucking love this fat dick."
"Mmmmmmm," I responded, as I sucked on the nipple, while she rolled her fingers over my cock head.
"Ooh, pre-cum," she said, "someone is excited."
I didn't respond as I focused on getting as much of her sweet milk as I could.
"I bet this dick would look so good pumping between my big, milky breasts," she purred, rolling her finger over my sensitive cock head as I moaned at that possibility.
For a couple of minutes, I nursed deeply on my aunt's heavy breast while she slowly stroked my dick and continued her dirty talk. "Suck my cheating married tits." "Get all that baby milk out of my fat boobs." "Oh, my big boy, your cock is so hard sucking Mommy's baby feeders." "I feel your orgasm building in this fat cock." "I bet you want to nut in or on me, don't you, my nasty tit sucker?"
"Mmm hmmm," I moaned in response.
"Time for an appetizer before you make dinner," she said. "Get that dick out for Auntie."
I moved my hands down to my trunks as she moved back and her delicious tits left my lips. I got them down enough to free my dick from its clothing captivity. After some repositioning of our bodies, she leaned down and took it in her mouth.
"Oooooooh," I moaned, the moment she wrapped her lips around my cock.
She devoured my dick, sucking me aggressively and I just closed my eyes and enjoyed the amazing blow job.
I doubt it was a minute before I knew I was going to nut and being a gentleman, I warned, "I'm about to come."
She kept bobbing hungrily and in perhaps fifteen more seconds I grunted and exploded my load in my aunt's velvet mouth. She smoothly swallowed it all.
Once she had extracted every drop of my creamy cum, she sat back up and said, "Delicious."
"Well, we both got great appetizers," I said, as I stood up. She had pushed my trunks further down while sucking me, so now they lay around my ankles. I bent over to pull them up.
"Stop!" my aunt declared. "Nude Day, remember? I expect you to be naked the rest of the day." Then she leaned forward and slapped my ass.
"Okay," I yelped, stepping out of my trunks and shucking my t-shirt.
"Oh, yeah, that's what I want to see," she said as her eyes fixed on my heavily drooping penis. "Although, feel free to protect your family jewels when you're making dinner," she laughed, as I helped her up.
"Family jewels," I smiled.
"Yeah, family jewels," she grinned, suddenly reaching under and giving them a gentle squeeze. Then just as suddenly her hand was gone and she was walking away from me. "I'm going to take a shower."
"Oh, okay," I muttered as I watched her big ass roll out of the room. "I'll just finish up making supper," I added after a bit, though I was speaking to myself by then.
I shook my head with a sense of surreal shock before I headed to the kitchen.
.....
I didn't see her for forty minutes. In fact, I was beginning to worry that she was having remorse yet again for the lines we had undoubtedly crossed.
After she'd gone off to shower, I had turned the heat back up on the potatoes and worked on the other side dishes. Then I'd put the steaks on her built-in barbecue on the back patio. They were now off and resting, and I put everything else on the table.
I should note I was back in my trunks as I had to go in and out of the house to the barbecue and thought a couple of neighboring houses might get a view of my dangling snake. Not to mention grease spattering from the sizzling steaks.
Worried and not wanting the food to get cold, I went to her bedroom. The door was closed, so I knocked and called out, "Supper is ready, Aunt Karen."
"Okay, I'll be there in a couple of minutes," she called back.
"Okay," I said and returned to the kitchen.
I moved the steaks to the table and placed one on each plate just as my phone rang. It was my mom.
"Hi, Mom," I greeted, as I realized I hadn't put cutlery out. I went and grabbed two forks, two butter knives and two steak knives.
"How is it going?" she asked.
"It's been good," I said, unsure that I wanted to say great and make it sound suspicious.
"She hasn't been too rough on you, has she?" Mom asked.
"No, no," I said. "A bit moody though."
"Well, that would be my sister," she said, as I placed the cutlery on the table.
"Actually, she has been giving me some life advice," I said, thinking of my aunt's words on relationships, my possible career, and the many interesting things one could do with cum.
"She has, has she?"
"Yeah, actually she thinks I am a great chef."
"You are a great chef," Mom said.
"She thinks it could be an actual career," I said.
"Now, we've had this conversation about careers before," Mom said, not listening to anything I said, as usual. Then I stopped listening to her as Aunt Karen walked into the kitchen and my eyes went wide and my head went, 'Bazinga!' She wore some kind of lacy red lingerie top that was open and draped along the outsides of those beautiful, bare milk bags. Down below were red, thigh-high stockings attached by suspenders to a red lace garter belt... sans panties. Oh. My. God!
I suddenly realized my mother's droning had stopped, apparently expecting a response, or better yet, another acquiescence to my parents' wisdom. A heavy drop of breast milk fell just then from Auntie's left breast, and it was her words I heard in my head about standing up for myself.
Then she turned around and wiggled her big, beautiful ass at me and I suspect my mother could hear me drooling. Finally, I said, "I know we've talked about 'realistic' careers, but Aunt Karen has already contacted some of the top culinary schools in the world," I argued, "and she thinks she can help me gain entry."
"She does, does she?" Mom asked in a tone that couldn't hide her annoyance.
"Yes, she does," I said, countering her annoyance with absolute lust as Aunt Karen turned back around and sauntered to me. As she did, she pointed to my trunks with a frown, apparently wondering why I'd given up on Nude Day. Of course, she technically had too, but the flimsy things she had on only served to enhance the most important bits that were still gloriously naked. I shrugged and pointed toward the back deck and barbecue; she had said I should protect the family jewels from splattering grease.
"Well, you know your father and I want what is best for you," Mom said, as Aunt Karen went theatrically to her knees, put her hands on my trunks, and yanked them down. My cock sprang out and she licked the full length of my hard shaft.
"Then I need you to actually listen to me," I stressed, as Aunt Karen moved her mouth to my balls.
"I understand," Mom said, although she gave out a little sigh.
"Mom, you doooon't," I responded, as Aunt Karen sucked on my ball which I had never experienced before, and it felt quite good.
"You okay?" Mom asked.
"Yeah, just getting dinner ready and got touched by something hot," I said, as Aunt Karen found my other big ball.
"Is your aunt there?"
"Yeah, she just came in," I said.



"Can I talk to her?"
"Sure. Aunt Karen, it's my mom," I said, handing her my cell.
Karen took it, even as she licked my ball sac. "Hi, Sis."
I couldn't hear Mom's question, but I could guess it had to do with how it was having me there.
"It's been a ball," Aunt Karen answered ironically, as she sucked a ball back into her mouth to let me know her word choice was on purpose.
She slithered her tongue up my shaft while listening, then said, "Just enjoying appetizers before the main course," before she took my cock in her mouth and back out. She then stood up and pointed to her naughtily framed pussy.
I knelt down, moving my hands from her naked upper thighs to her silky sheer hose and back, loving the changes in texture, as she said, "Well, I am not trying to get in the middle of a family discussion, but he is an amazing chef."
I moved my face to her pussy and worked my tongue through the plump labia ... yet another fantasy coming true.
"You do know I have some pretty powerful connections in the culinary world?" Aunt Karen asked, sounding a little annoyed herself.
I listened as I moved my hands around to squeeze the big globes of her ass while I licked between her hot, wet pussy lips... just enjoying the kinky moment as we committed taboo incest while talking to my mom.
"He's already nineteen and an adult," she said. "I mean, he already wasted a year of college doing something he doesn't want to do."
It was nice to have an adult stand up for me. I mean, Mom had too originally, although eventually she'd sided with Dad.
"Hey, I'm just the auntie, my job is to spoil him," she said, as she pulled me up, placed a hand under her left tit and I wordlessly sucked on her big, hard nipple... milk immediately going into my mouth. God, she was indeed spoiling me.
"I just think you have to let him make his own decisions," she continued. "He is an adult. He is a man." As she added that last line, her hand went back to my cock and she slowly stroked it.
As I nursed her tit, she said, "Look, dinner is ready and I'm starving. We can continue this talk later."
"Okay, bye," Aunt Karen said, then handed me the phone, rearranged her lingerie where I had gotten it askew, and went to sit down at the table.
"Hey, Mom," I said.
"We can chat about this later," Mom said.
"Sure," I agreed, "but if Aunt Karen can get me into one of the prestigious culinary schools, I am going. My mind is made up, cooking is really what I want to do."
There was a pause. Then she said, "Okay, your aunt is right. You need to be able to make these decisions without our influence."
"Thanks, Mom, do you mean it?" I asked, as I sat down across from Aunt Karen, who was putting homemade garlic-infused butter in between the steaming halves of her baked potato.
"I do, honey," she said. "I'll talk to your dad."
"Please do," I said, as I felt a foot suddenly resting on my dick.
"Well, you go eat," she said.
"Yeah, I'm quite hungry," I said, looking right at Aunt Karen.
"I love you," she said.
"I love you, too, Mom," I said and hung up.
"Did that just happen?" I asked.
"What? Getting your balls sucked while talking to your mom, or me convincing your mom in a couple of minutes that you should change careers?"
"Well, both," I said, "not to mention licking your garterbelt-framed pussy, caressing those silky stockings and your big, soft ass, sucking your nipple and trying not to come just from looking at you in this lingerie. If this is what we get on Nude Day, I think we should move it from yearly to monthly."
"Yeah, this has been fun," she said. "You, however, also need to keep the naughty bits properly undressed when not in danger. Maybe a cock ring, but no more."
"Crazy," I laughed, as she moved her foot up and down ever so slowly.
"This spread is amazing," she said, shifting the conversation.
"Your spread is amazing," I said, returning it back to perversion.
"Get your mind out of the gutter," she said.
"With you dressed like that and your foot on my dick?" I pointed out.
"Fair enough," she smiled, as she cut her steak.
Then for the next twenty minutes we ate. Her foot never left my dick, other than to switch feet once, as we chatted mostly about places she had travelled and places I wanted to travel to.
Once done, she said, "Now time for dessert."
"I didn't make any," I said.
She got up and said, "Let's go to my bedroom."
"Okay," I said and stood, hell I nearly came up like a jack-in-the-box, straight up like my poor cock had been for the past thirty minutes.
Auntie took me by the hand and as she led me to her bedroom she said, "You're probably wondering what happened to holding back." I wasn't and said nothing, but she was continuing anyway. "When I was reminded that it was Nude Day, I just knew I wanted you naked. But I also knew there'd be no restraint possible if that happened, so I let my horniness and your big cock choose. Nude Day won." I was liking this holiday more and more.
Once in the bedroom, she led me to her king-sized bed, pushed me onto it and said, as she crawled between my legs, "I know this is wrong. I know I am married, even if things are somewhat rocky. I know you are my sister's kid. I know this is incest and so fucking wrong, but I have to have this cock."
"This big, fat cock," I corrected, as she took it in her hand.
"Yes, this big, fat, aunt-fucking cock," she said, as she cupped my balls. "Jesus! Your fucking balls are huge. I bet you have a gallon of young man cum in here, don't you?"
"I have enough cum to coat that pretty face, splash those milk-filled tits or fill that neglected pussy of yours," I wickedly said.
"You want to what!?" she asked, looking up from between my legs as she rubbed my balls with one hand and stroked my dick with the other. "You want to blow your wad in my fat pussy? God, you're such a fucking pervert. My own sister's son is such a fucking pervert he wants to cum in my married MILF pussy."
Her words were nasty, but playful in tone, and I followed suit. "Yeah, I'd love to nut in you," I said.
"You could knock me up with that big load bubbling in this ball sac," she said, although she sounded turned on by the idea.
"Would you like that, Auntie, would you like to carry my child?" I wickedly asked, this not remotely a kinky idea I'd ever considered until it left my lips.
"You are one bad boy," she said, not responding any further before she changed the topic, "I need to get my dessert."
"I want some dessert too," I said.
"You want to eat your aunt's pussy?" she asked, taking my cock out of her mouth.
"Fuck yeah, I want to munch on that married pussy," I added.
"Well, you should get dessert too," she said, as she knelt up and slid her hands up her silky sheer legs, across the gap of naked thigh flesh, and pulled open her swollen labia, showing me her hot, pink interior.
"Oh, what a dream, "I said.
"I know you like pantyhose too, but tonight you need quick access to your mom's sister's cunt," she wickedly said, the 'c' word so nasty coming out of her mouth.
"I can't argue with that logic," I smiled, as she pushed me completely onto my back.
"I'm going to sit on your face and then devour your big fat cock," she said, standing up on the bed and shucking her lingerie top before turning around and lowering her big ass and wet pussy onto my face.
"God, I've wanted to eat this pussy forever," I said, as she lowered herself on me... the brief sample I'd had in the kitchen was just a tantalizing tease.
"The lesbians love this pussy," she said, which made my cock twitch against her approaching lips. "Oh, you like that idea, do you? So does your uncle, he loves to hear about the lady lovers I take to fill the times when he's away on exercises or whatever."
The idea she had lesbian encounters added to her wicked aura as I leaned up and licked between her very wet pussy lips.
Then, we both pleasured each other... slowly. She swirled her tongue around my cock head teasingly, likely knowing that if she bobbed like the cock sucker she could be, I would nut in just a couple of minutes and that may have been a generous assessment. Meanwhile, I slowly explored in-between her pussy lips.
I had eaten a few pussies, more than girls had sucked me, and I had always made them cum, but I had never eaten a pussy in this position. It was a little awkward, made my neck a little sore and I wasn't sure how good a job I was doing. The distraction of also getting my dick sucked at the same time may also have hindered my pussy licking ability.
Just as I was wondering if I was doing a good enough job, she took a breath and said, "Oh yeah, eat my pussy, get that tongue right fucking in there."
She then returned to sucking my dick.
Her encouragement made me eager to do exactly as I was told, and I doubled down on my efforts, probing her pussy with my tongue like a flexible dick.
Aunt Karen began sucking my cock faster as I licked and probed and instantly I felt my balls bubbling.
I moaned into her box about a minute later, "Gonna come, Auntie," and like last time she didn't lose a beat as she continued her hungry, cock sucking extraction.
"Mmmmmm," she purred and was soon rewarded with my nut, which she swallowed completely.
About a minute later, "Time for your dessert," and then she put her hands on my legs and sat up... suddenly completely sitting on my face.
I became instantly a bit claustrophobic, but I focused on what I was doing, closing my eyes and licking.
"I'm going to ride your face and come all over it," she said, although her voice was muffled a little as each of her legs was up against an ear.
As she began moving her hips, I just lay there, stuck out my tongue and allowed myself to get face fucked.
It was exhilarating and strange, just being used for someone else's pleasure. I heard her say, "Oh yeah, I love riding this face." "Maybe I'll ride your big fat cock next." "Oh yeah, I'm going to nut all over your face, nephew." "Fuck yeah, keep that tongue extended, keep that tongue extended."
She was really grinding on my face now, her wetness coating me before I felt a massive gush all over my face and she stopped grinding and trembled uncontrollably, making me shake uncontrollably.
I instinctively resumed lapping, getting as much of her pussy juice into my mouth as I could.
"Oh fuck," she said, as she rolled off me about a minute later."
"You taste delicious," I said.
"I do, don't I?" she said, not egotistically, just matter-of-factly.
"I'll eat your pussy any time you want," I said, my face soaked in her wetness.
"Oh yeah, you will, you are the man of the house," she smiled.
"Yeah, I am," I nodded, sitting up.
"So, these udders need some milk extracted from them," she said, as she sat back against her leather headboard. "Think you can assist with that?"
"Absolutely," I nodded. Duh, does a kid want ice cream?
"Come lay down, baby," she said, although I wasn't sure if she meant baby as a term of endearment or baby as in a baby. Regardless, I didn't give a fuck... I just wanted to suck.
As I did, she asked, "And why, Nephew, do you want to suck on my tits?"
"Your titties are just so fucking huge, so heavy and so full," I said, nestling myself under her heaving jugs.
"Yeah, you really love your aunt's milk-leaking titties, don't you?" she asked, actually slapping my face with both her heavy pillows.
"Yes, I love them so much," I admitted, opening my mouth in anticipation.
"What will you do to get these milk-filled jugs in your hungry mouth?" she asked, again slapping my face with them.
"Anything you want, Mommy," I said, remembering how she had called herself Mommy during an earlier session and deciding to turn the taboo factor up even higher.
"Do you want to suck on Mommy's tits?" she asked. "They are so fucking full."
"Please Mommy, I need to suck all that creamy milk," I whined, as the hard nipples kept eluding my hungry lips.
"Okay, baby boy," she said, "suck on Momma's nipple and get that milk out."
As she offered me her big, hard nipple, I opened my mouth and started nursing.
"Oh yes, you hungry boy, get all that milk," she purred in a soft, motherly voice.
I sucked on it, making swallowing sounds as I felt my cheeks inflate and deflate.
"Yes, once you've got my tits not aching from the excessive milk, I am going to suck that juicy young cock back to hardness and then you are going to pound my neglected pussy in my marital bed," she announced, making my dick twitch even in its semi-soft state.
"Oh yeah, you are going to fuck my tits, pound me from behind and I'm going to ride you like a fucking trampoline," she added, as my head spun with the promise of fucking my voluptuous aunt.
After about thirty more seconds, she pulled her still leaking feeding nipple from my mouth and asked, "Do you really want to fuck your aunt, Joey?"
"Yes," I admitted, as she moved her other milk-filled tit towards me.
"You can do better than that, baby," she purred. "Tell me what you want to do to your mommy's sister."
"I want to suck this tit dry, then watch you slobber on my big, fat cock with the wettest blow job ever, before I fuck these fat jugs and then slam your pussy in your marital bed until I unload inside you," I wickedly listed off everything I wanted to do to her.
Apparently satisfied with that response, she offered me her other tit and I latched on as she asked, "You really want to dump a load of your semen in my unprotected womb? You really want these huge fucking titties to be filled with milk forever?"
"Mmmmmmm," I replied, sucking that milk out.
"Oh yeah, only a real nasty auntie fucker would want to cum a big, massive load in her fertile cunt," she wickedly said, as her hand went to my again growing dick... after an ever so short resting reprieve.
Then for a couple of minutes she just ever-so-slowly stroked my cock and teased my cock head while I savoured her homemade milk.
"I need this cock," she said, as she gently pushed me off her and got off the bed.
"Come here, I want to be on my knees while I worship your youthful cock," she said.
I didn't need to be told twice as her jugs dangling down hid almost the entire red lingerie. "Fuck, I love your fucking jugs," I said, getting off the bed.
"And I love that big fat cock, now give it to me," she demanded with lustful urgency.
"This cock?" I asked, as I moved my dick and traced her pretty red lips.
"Yes, this cock," she said, grabbing it. "And while you are here this is my cock, is that understood?"
"Y-y-yeah," I stammered as she tugged a little hard.
"And these are my balls," she added, cupping my boys.
"All yours and everything inside," I smiled.
She spit on my cock. "Let's get this family fucker nice and wet."
"Yeah, get that cock all wet, Aunt Karen," I ordered, as she devoured it whole and then backed off.
"You want me to spit all over your cock? You want your big-titty aunt to do that?" she questioned wickedly.
As she stroked and spit on her new play toy again, I answered, "Oh yeah, drench that shit."
"Look, Joey, your mom's sister is slobbering over your fat cock," she said, as she devoured it and then spit on it again.
"Yeah, show me how much of an incestuous slut you are for your nephew's dick," I confidently said.
"You like using me as your slut, don't you?" she asked, as she pumped my hard, wet cock.
"Yeah, and you love being your nephew's cum dump, don't you?" I countered.
"Oh, you nasty boy," she purred, stroking my cock and spitting on it more, "calling your mom's married sister a cum dump."
"Well, you love my cum," I pointed out.
"I love how fucking big your cock feels in my hand," she said, stroking it with her wet saliva as lube.
"Yeah, that is something we have in common," I said, looking down at her. "We both like big things."
"Big things that have creamy treats inside," she added.
"Yeah, creamy," I said, as she gave me a very wet hand job. I was actually worried I might come again as this was a very sensual feeling... so much better than jerking myself off.
"What turns you on more?" she asked, spitting on my dick again. "That I'm your mom's sister, or that I'm married?"
"Shit," I groaned, her hand and fingers like magic. "While both are hot, I can't deny the fact that you are my mom's sister is absolutely hot as fuck."
"Yes, it is," she purred. "But I'd love for Jake to see what he's driven me to, to realize what a sexy slut his wife can be for another man if he won't do his duty."
"I don't imagine he'd be any too happy with me," I said, knowing full well the soldier could break me in two.
"Especially when he realized how much longer and fatter your cock is than his," she said, spitting on my cock again. "Plus, you reload so quick."
"And I shoot buckets," I added.
"Oh yeah, you do," she said, taking my cock back in and out of her mouth a few, fast times. "And you love watching me eat your fucking cum, don't you?" she gasped at a pause.
"Oh yeah, you also look so good drenched in my cum," I added.
"So, do you want to shoot your sperm all over me?" she asked. "Is that what you want?"
"No, this next load is going so deep in your fucking twat that you will be knocked up before the night ends," I said perversely.
"You really want to knock up your mom's married sister?" she questioned.
"Oh yeah, fuck, you need this load in your pussy," I said, even as she moved closer on her knees and put my cock between her big tits.
"But first, let's make another fantasy of yours come true," she said. "Come fuck my tits."
She then spit between her globes of flesh as she squeezed my cock between them. My dick all wet, I just began pumping my cock between my aunt's huge jugs.
"Oh yeah, Joey, fuck my tits, fuck my milk-filled baby feeders, pump that fat cock between my married jugs," she nastily rambled off with such utter perversion she made porn stars sound innocent.
"Shit, Auntie, I'm going to give you so much cum these next few weeks," I promised.
"Oh yeah, every load you fucking shoot from now on goes in or on me," she said.
"Or in your coffee," I added, as she held her breasts together so I could smoothly fuck them.
"Oh yeah, every morning that first load is my coffee creamer," she said.
"Of course," I agreed, enjoying watching myself fuck these perfect 34H tits.
After about a minute, she asked, "So are you going to fuck me or what?"
"Oh, I'm going to fuck you," I said, pulling her up, wrapping my arms around her and kissing her.
I think this surprised her more than all the kinky shit we'd done, but after a moment she started kissing me back and slowly pushed me back to the bed.
She then pushed me onto the bed. "How do you want to fuck your auntie first?" she asked.
"Get on all fours, I want to give you deep, hard back shots," I said.
"Mmmmmm, I like a man who knows what he wants," she said, as she got into position, moving a pillow to rest under her arms.
"And I want you," I said, sounding corny.
"Slam that big, fat cock in your auntie's pussy, Joey," she pleaded as I moved behind her and squeezed her big ass cheeks.
"Such a great ass," I complimented.
"Don't tease me, Joey, I need that fat cock pounding my pussy right fucking now," she demanded, looking back at me.
"Anything for you," I smiled, bringing that promise back as I slid my dick into her excessive wetness.
"Oooooh, yes, give me all that cock," she moaned loudly.
"Fuck, you're so wet and tight," I groaned, as my entire shaft disappeared between her ass cheeks.
"Other than your dick briefly earlier, nothing other than fingers and toys have been in me in over eleven months," she said.
"That is a shame and a waste," I said, as I began to slowly pump my dick back and forth. "If I was your man there wouldn't go a day without you getting dicked good."



"I plan to work this dick over so hard the rest of this summer," she said, as she seemed to somehow tighten her pussy around my cock.
"Oooooh, you will be getting half a dozen loads a day," I promised.
"Only six?" she asked.
"Well, we have to set a minimum," I smiled, as I continued smooth strokes in her pussy.
"Harder, Joey, slam that dick and body into me," she demanded, after about a minute of slow, smooth, methodical strokes. "Own this married pussy."
"Oh yeah, this is my married pussy now," I said, as I moved my hands to her hips and began slamming into her... my body colliding into hers with each hard, deep thrust.
"Oh, that's it, baby, hammer my hole, pound my married pussy, give me all that fucking incestuous cock my sister made," she said with about as much nastiness as a sentence could ever have.
"Fuck, this is a dream come true," I groaned, as I really reamed her from behind.
"Not until you come in me," she moaned, as I could see the sides of her tits swaying as I fucked her... yet I suddenly realized I wanted to see those jugs sway and bounce.
"Ride me," I ordered, pulling out.
"Oh yeah, I'm going to give you the ride of your life," she said, as I lay down and she straddled my rock-hard missile.
She grabbed my dick and lowered her big caboose on it and then leaned forward, her massive tits swaying before me.
Soon she was sitting on my dick and she read my mind and said, "Yeah, they are huge. You probably want me to make 'em bounce around while you watch your Momma's sister ride you."
"Oh yeah, I do," I said, as she began riding me and her juggernaut tits began bouncing all over the place.
"Just sit there and watch your auntie's tits so full of milk bounce and jiggle while I ride your big, fat, auntie-fucking cock," she said, looking right at me.
"Yes, fuck yourself on my dick, Auntie, show me how much your married cunt wants to be bred by your young nephew," I said, countering her nastiness with a bit of my own.
"Oh yeah, you nasty boy, is this what you fucking want, Joey? A horny auntie who will do anything for her sister's son's big fat cock and his big loads?" she responded, upping the ante of inappropriateness.
"Yes, my sexy slut," I nodded, as I squeezed her tits and milk leaked out. "I want you to be my freeuse fuck toy."
"Freeuse?" she moaned, as she rode me.
"Yeah, I can freely use you as my fuck toy anytime, anywhere," I explained.
"So, you could just walk up and shove your dick in my mouth while I'm watching television?" she asked.
"Exactly," I nodded.
"Or you can walk into the shower while I'm all soaped up, bend me against the wall and slide your big pecker in me?" she continued with a moan, as her tits were really bouncing wildly.
"Now you're getting the picture."
"Or even spread my legs and eat out my pussy while I'm on Zoom with your mom or grandmother?" she added, as she cupped her tits and squeezed, spraying milk on me.
"Oh fuck, that is so nasty," I moaned, my grandmother not yet mentioned in this kinkfest.
"Yeah, I bet Nana would love your big cock," she said, "maybe your mother too."
"Oh, fuck yeah," I moaned, her wickedness impossible to compete with.
She leaned down and said, "Suck on my nipples, fuck boy."
I took her nipple back in my mouth while moving to be the one doing the fucking by pumping my ass up to slam her.
"Oh yeah, incest lover, fuck your aunt, fuck me while sucking my milk-filled titties," she encouraged.
"Mmmmmm, you love being my incestuous slut, don't you?" I asked as I went from one tit to the other.
"Oh yeah, Joey, I want to be your cock sucker, your fuck toy, your cum dump," she listed off, moaning as I cupped her tits, sucked her nipples and fucked her all at the same time... some pretty impressive multi-tasking for a young guy if I do say so myself.
"Shit, you nasty nephew fucker," I moaned after swallowing my mouthful of sweet milk.
"Actually, you're an auntie fucker," she corrected. "I'm just a nephew fuck toy."
"Then let me really fuck you," I said, this position quite tiring. "Get on your back, I'm going to fucking pound you and watch those tits flop."
"Okay," she said, rolling off of me and spreading those thick legs, "but get that cock back in my pussy right fucking now."
"What pussy?" I asked, moving between her legs and pausing to run my hands up and down her silky sheer legs.
"My married pussy, fuck my married pussy, fill it up with your cum," she said with lust as I slapped her clit with my cock head.
"That's better," I said, loving seeing her so horny, so desperate for my dick.
"Fucking shove that snake in my tight cunt now," she demanded.
I did and she wrapped her legs around me as I began pumping her pussy.
"Later, I'll let you fuck my stocking-clad feet and come all over them," she said.
"Mmmmmm, that is a hot fucking idea," I said, as I watched her tits sway all over the place as I fucked her.
"Yes, fuck this married cunt, pound your mom's sister's pussy, and hammer your grandmother's daughter's twat," she wickedly said, her moans getting louder.
"Shit, you look so hot with my big, fat cock in your pussy," I moaned, in awe of my current reality.
"Yeah, you have fantasized about this forever, haven't you?' she asked.
"Forever," I responded.
"Then fucking show me," she demanded, "don't make love to me, fuck me, fuck your aunt."
"Yeah, you want it rough?" I asked.
"Fucking pound me, give me that dick, hate fuck me," she wickedly said.
And I began pounding her as hard as I could, each deep thrust making her entire body shake and making her moan wildly.
"Yeah, like that, just like that," she said, looking up at me with a lustful daze.
"So good," I moaned, reveling in the incestuous debauchery.
"Oh yeah, give it to me, baby, give your auntie all that taboo dick," she moaned, as I pounded her as hard as I could.
"You want this load in your unprotected pussy?" I asked, as I backed out completely and spread her legs wide.
"Put that dick back in my pussy, right fucking now," she demanded "and breed your auntie's twat. Come inside her on your marital bed."
"Yeah, who owns this pussy?" I asked, slapping her clit three times with my dick.
"You do, you do, now slam that cock back in my fucking pussy, right fucking now!" she demanded with desperation.
"You mean, My! ...Fucking! ...Pussy!" I said, slamming into her with each word, as I held her spread open by the ankles so I could admire her entire body as I literally staked my claim of ownership over all the succulent acreage laid out in front of me.
"Oh fuck, you nasty bastard, harder, fuck me harder, give me all that fucking cock," she moaned, even as I did exactly what she demanded. A couple of dozen more deep, hard strokes, her tits bouncing all over the place, milk leaking, her moans getting wilder and her talk nastier before she was about to come. "Oh yes, auntie fucker, hammer my hole." "Shit, I love big, hard, fat nephew cock." "Breed your auntie in her marital bed and impregnate your cock-hungry slut."
"Yeah, you want my baby juice?" I asked, knowing she was about to come and I wasn't far behind her.
"Yes, fill me up with your cum, knock me up, give me all that incestuous fucking baby juice," she demanded with absolute urgency.
"Come for me, slut, come right fucking now," I demanded, looking into her eyes and her desperate lustful look.
"Oh fuck, fuck, you nasty auntie fuuuuuucker!" she screamed as her orgasm hit.
Fuck, it was beautiful. She looked so radiant as she let go and came.
"Jesus Christ," she mumbled, her body quaking, her tits shaking, as my load was about to erupt inside her.
"Oh, fuck," I barked a few seconds later and without warning began to pump my seed inside her.
"Yes, impregnate me, you nasty aunt fucker!" she screamed, my load filling her up seeming to enhance the orgasm currently going through her.
"Oh yeah, take it all, my incestuous cum dump," I grunted, as I pumped every drop of my load in her.
"Yes, don't stop, give me every drop of that baby juice," she said.
I didn't stop for another minute before I pulled out and then rolled onto my back beside her.
"Oh, fuck," I gasped.
"Oh fuck, is right," she said.
About two minutes later, her phone rang. "Oh, fuck," we both groaned, then laughed.
"We are not done yet," she said, as she rolled off the bed. After two steps she stopped and turned to face me with legs spread wide. "Ooh, your cum is oozing out of me." I couldn't believe how raunchy she looked, leaking like a well-used whore.
Then she walked to the dresser where she must have put her phone at some point. "Hey, Mom," she greeted, as she walked back to me and scooped some of the cum that was leaking out of her and put it in her mouth. "Just spending time with your grandson."
I smiled at her words as she got back on the bed and moved her nylon-clad foot up and down my leg as she rested against me. "Yeah, we just had supper. It was the best sausage I have ever had."
My eyes went wide at her naughty innuendo.
"He is an amazing cock," she added, garbling the last word a bit, as her hand went to my slowly shrinking dick, and I wondered if my grandma heard cook or cock. Well, so far, both seemed to be amazing as far as my aunt was concerned and what more could a horny chef hope for?
"Sure, here he is," Aunt Karen said, as she handed me her phone and bent down and took my dick back in her mouth... fuck this woman was insatiable.
"Hi, Nana," I greeted with a barely disguised moan and had a ten-minute conversation with her while Auntie sucked on my balls and cock, then spun around onto her ass and rubbed her nylon-clad feet up and down my slowly recovering shaft.
"Dessert is ready," Auntie called out, before spreading her legs wide. I said goodnight to Nana then handed my libidinous aunt the phone before eagerly crawling between her thick thighs.
"Yes, he is having homemade pie for dessert," Aunt Karen said. "He's been feeding me so well that I had to show him his aunt could also cook up something delicious." She continued to chat for a good fifteen minutes, while I slowly feasted on the most delicious, most decadent peach pie I'd ever tasted.
Once she hung up, she grabbed my head and ordered, "Oh, God, enough of that slow tease, you have me so fucking hot - eat that cunt for real now, baby!"
I dove in and found the long buildup really did have her on the edge because as soon as I shoved three fingers up inside that hot cunt and began nursing on her fat clit the way I loved doing on her fat nipples, she was bucking underneath me and rewarding me with more of her bodily fluids. Certainly not as warm and sweet as her abundant milk, but just as fucking good in its own way and I sucked up as much of her gushing pussy juice as I could.
Her cum also had the same effect on me as her breastmilk, bringing my cock back to full force and full need and for the next hour I fucked her in a half dozen positions, with bouts of pussy eating and tit sucking in between. We finished spooning on our sides, my cock deep inside her and my arm reaching over to milk her udders, switching between pinching and pulling on her sensitive nipples and squeezing so that milk sprayed on the sheet in front of her until she was once again rocking in climax and I could finally let go of my own long-delayed orgasm, firing another load of baby batter deep inside her incestuous cunt.
Finally spent, we lay there, my dick in her for a good five minutes before she said, "So, you enjoyed celebrating Nude Day?"
"The way you practice it?" I gave a gentle snap of one of her garter suspenders against her upper thigh. "Hell, yes."
"So, starting now, every day is Nude Day."
"With your special touches?" I asked, caressing back and forth over the lacy edge of her stocking top between the soft naked skin of her upper thigh and the silky smoothness of her covered leg.
"Of course," she said, as she rolled over and kissed me.
I kissed her back and for the next couple of minutes we made out like real lovers.
"Sorry, I really need to go pee," I said.
"When you get back, do you think you have enough in you to fuck me one more time before I give in to sleep?"
"Well," I hemmed, "you've drained me pretty good; I may need some extra encouragement. And if I do, I'm not going to want to have to go to my own bed after. In fact, either way, I think I'll be sleeping in here from now on."
"I wouldn't have it any other way," she smiled, kissing me again.
"Good," I said with a smile, as I stood up to go to the washroom.
"And Nephew," Auntie said from behind me, "as far as 'extra encouragement'..."
I turned back to the bed to find she had rolled back over onto her other side, facing away from me, though she was up on her elbow so she could look at me over her shoulder. She reached her other arm back over her hip and worked her hand between her meaty ass cheeks, lifting the upper to expose her pussy, the lips clearly swollen and shiny with her juices and my leaking jizz. She extended her middle finger and ran its tip around and in between her labia, then brought it up to her butthole and began rubbing our combined juices all over the wrinkled barrier, finally pressing through into her anus.
"See anything encouraging?" she leered, making my flaccid member pulse with new signs of life.
Shit, this was going to be a wild summer.
THE END
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Families that Play Together...
Friday June 27 TH
It was the twin grandchildren's college graduation day. It was a beautiful day and the entire family was at the graduation. One of the grandfathers, Bill Landers, had been one of the last to arrive, flying in late the previous night from Boston, where he'd been working on a major business merger. It was a big-money deal, but family always came first, and while his partners and the other side weren't thrilled with him leaving when the deal seemed close... he wasn't missing his grandchildren's graduation.
While Bill was extremely happy to be part of a family that loved and supported each other so much, he was completely unaware of the growing changes in the family structure that had led to even greater love and support and would remain so for a few more weeks. His family members had been trying to drop subtle hints to bring him around, but they hadn't worked and now the signs were getting both more clear and more confusing, but still not enough to remotely alert him to the shocking revelations he would discover in the near future on a day he didn't yet know existed: Nude Day.
His granddaughter Melina, standing at the edge of the stage as she was soon to speak, rubbed her leg as if she had an itch and brought her dress up enough to allow him a surprising peek of a lace-top stocking rather than pantyhose (hose being a family expectation of the Landers family ever since Bill and Paula first met. It was part of their Christian conservative family values to be modest, but classy, which they had kept going since they got married and through two more generations of Landers).
Bill whispered to his bride of fourty-six years, "Are you seeing this?"
"What?" Paula whispered back. Of course she had seen the shameless Melina flashing but wanted to keep her overly prudish husband off that topic as she was excited to see her granddaughter give the Valedictorian speech. One she had listened to likely fifty times over the past couple of days.
"I can see the top of Melina's stocking," Bill hissed, wanting to point, but refraining.
"What?" Paula repeated, annoyed that Bill's tight-ass morals could distract him from his pride in their granddaughter's accomplishments. Although, to be fair, she had also been surprised when she only recently learned herself that Melina had switched from pantyhose to either thigh high stockings or a garter-belt and stockings. "To give everyone quick, easy access to my pussy," her astoundingly naughty granddaughter had bluntly told her paternal grandmother back over a long weekend in late March. The twins had been staying with their Nana Paula to keep her company while their paternal grandfather, Papa Bill, had been away on one of his frequent business trips. That was the weekend when Melina had boldly modeled her newest stockings, sans panties, and then proceeded to seduce her grandmother.
The incredibly dirty words had naturally shocked Paula after sixty-plus years of trying to live a clean, God-pleasing, conservative Christian life, but now, after some three months of hearing even more wicked things coming out of Mel, she absolutely loved the nasty mouth of her sexy, bisexual granddaughter.
Some of the most amazing things she'd heard had been that Melina and her twin brother Lenny had been lovers all four of their years in college and that while she hadn't been fucking any other men there, she had been taking female lovers as an additional outlet for her very high libido.
But after three years of what she considered restraint; Melina had found herself wondering about enjoying extra cocks. However, she'd always had an admittedly hypocritical jealousy of Lenny enjoying other women, even though many of their college classmates had made it clear they'd love to spread their legs for the handsome young man, whom they didn't realize was Melina's brother, them having kept that relationship secret. Melina had ultimately come up with a unique solution to this conundrum of how they could both take extra lovers without threatening their own personal relationship. They would fuck their family members.
On that crazy weekend in March, Melina had gone on to explain to a gobsmacked Nana how she and Lenny had begun their family seductions slowly over the previous autumn months, finally culminating in each seducing a maternal grandparent, her, Grandpa Jamal, and him, Grandma Jazmine, when home the previous Christmas. That had led to grandparent-grandchild threesomes and foursomes and quickly spread to include the in-between generation, the kids' parents Kayla and Kenneth, a couple of months later. So, most of that quick pussy access over her stockings with no panties was being enjoyed by her brother and her other family members every chance they got.
By the time Melina had got to this kinky admission, that she was now regularly fucking her mother and father in addition to her mother's parents, not to mention her brother, and that since then, all six had been working on building up Paula's sense of excitement, it was as if Nana's legs opened of their own accord to ask for admission to the family sinners' group. Her granddaughter had quickly initiated her nana into the group by giving Paula her first-ever lesbian orgasms. Those had been followed quickly by equally strong orgasms resulting from keeping her legs spread for Lenny; her grandson's big, beautiful cock only the second penis to ever penetrate her, let alone fill her with hot cum... since she was post-menopausal and had no fear of contraception.
Paula had naturally awakened the next day mortified at what she had done, but that guilt had been quickly overwhelmed by the grandchildren taking her again, followed immediately by her best friend, Jazmine, and her husband, their daughter, and their daughter's husband, Paula's own son, Kenneth. Since then, it had been a constant parade of cock and cunt with her son and in-laws, and of course the wicked grandchildren who had started coming home many more weekends since Christmas than ever before.
In fact, she'd come to crave Melina's sweet, young pussy. The same pussy she'd eaten just last night in the hotel room just before going to the airport to pick up her husband... her face still shiny with her granddaughter's cum. Her husband, who had no clue about the family's secret incestuous sex life that had been going on since last Christmas. It wasn't because they didn't want him to take part, because all did, it was just that he was the most strait-laced and the strongest believer in their church's preachings against immorality. All afraid of blowback, they'd only tried a few of the small things that had eventually opened up all the other adults to accept the joys of incest. However, they'd had no luck even getting near the subject with Bill.
Bill was speaking now, wondering where his wife had gone this time, noticing that she seemed to be very distracted and in a weird contradiction, both shockingly more intimate and increasingly distant from him over the past few months.
"I was asking if you'd noticed the kind of nylons Melina is wearing, they don't seem—" He was cut off by a loudly whispered "Sssh," from the black woman sitting on the other side of Paula.
Bill quietly sighed but held his tongue. The woman was Jazmine, Paula's best friend and Bill's close friend going all the way back to high school. For these reasons Jazmine was like a second wife in many ways... minus the sex, of course. Minus for him anyway. If he had known that the beautiful black woman was now regularly having sex with his white wife Paula, his son Kenneth, her own daughter Kayla, and Kenneth and Kayla's two children, his grandchildren Melina and Lenny, poor Bill's head might have exploded. Fear of that explosion had been why he had so far been left out of Melina's path of family corruption.
When the white Paula and black Jazmine had become best friends in high school, the same had been true for Bill Landers, who was white, and another black student, Jamal Myers. While tensions between the races had improved some in the mid-seventies when they were high school students compared to the nineteen-sixties, having two bi-racial close friendships was still a little unusual at their school so it wasn't surprising that the two couples had gravitated towards each other. What had been a pleasant surprise was when romance had blossomed between the couples, though this time it stayed along the colour lines. Though not because any of the four was against interracial dating, in fact, both boys agreed that the other's girlfriend was the second prettiest girl they knew... opinions that hadn't changed much over the subsequent five decades.
Those lifelong friendships and romances had led to the second, stronger reason why Jamal and Jazmine were sitting beside Bill and Paula at this graduation. They were there not only as friends but also as in-laws. The twins were also their grandchildren, as Bill and Paula's son, Kenneth, had married Jazmine and Jamal's daughter, Kayla. That union had led to today's graduates, Melina and Lenny, who were both twenty-three now.
That cosmic karma of a love that kept circling back on and strengthening itself so that friends became family was probably a key reason why seven of the eight family members were now literal lovers, with only Papa Bill so far not falling under its spell.
The grandfather who had fallen, Jamal, was even now staring at his granddaughter, thinking not about her remarkable academic achievements, but of the remarkable load he'd dumped in her just an hour ago. She loved his big, long, eight-inch cock and had begged him to, in her words, "Dump a load in your granddaughter that she can marinate in throughout her special day". And of course, he had, he never could say no to his granddaughter. Just like he couldn't when she'd seduced him last Christmas. That first time, once he'd blasted his biggest load in decades and his head had cleared, he'd felt sickeningly guilty about 'abusing' his 'innocent' granddaughter. At least until he found out that his wife had fallen before him, first to their grandson and then to both kinky grandchildren, who had turned his bride into a submissive grandma slut for both of them.
That shocking revelation had been followed by an even more shocking family orgy with the four of them... which had surprisingly rekindled his sex life with his wife immensely. Both he and his wife had tried to resist the temptation of such forbidden fruit, especially because they were such true Christians, but his granddaughter did not take no for an answer and now he fucked her every chance he could get... which was every couple of weeks or so. It wasn't often enough, but with them coming home for most of the summer he hoped that was going to change.
Jazmine uncrossed and recrossed her legs, feeling the big load her grandson had dumped in her pussy an hour ago leak out of her a little. She worried that the tiny thong her granddaughter Melina had made her wear would not keep the cum from leaking out of her and onto her dress or even the chair. Ever since her grandchildren had sneakily gotten her high, given her a massage and then shared with her the power of pot lube that got your pussy or asshole high, she had become an insatiable slut... although Melina said being a family slut was okay and Jazmine had been glad to grab onto that rationalization so she could keep taking on extra cocks without feeling she was cheating on her husband. While she had enjoyed sex when she was younger, the thrill had long dissipated and before the Christmas awakening, she and Jamal only had intercourse on special occasions like his birthday or Father's Day. Now, though, she rarely went a day without getting fucked or sucking his, her son's or her grandson's cock when he was home from school (which had happily gone up from every couple of months before Christmas to every couple of weeks ever since). It was also rare that a day went by without her eating her daughter's, her best friend's, or her granddaughter's pussy or vice versa. She also enjoyed wielding a strap-on cock to fuck any of the girls or get fucked by them.
As Bill looked at Melina on stage looking radiant and serious, and then at Lenny on the side on a bleacher, there was scant evidence they were from his DNA. They both had beautiful caramel skin and dark hair... the pale skin and ginger-blonde hair of him and his son really only showing up as a way of subtracting from the darkness of their maternal grandparents. Not that it mattered, they were his grandchildren too and were both moving back home for the summer after having been at a college a couple of hours away the past four years. It was going to be wonderful to have the entire family back in Whitewood.
Kenneth was so proud of his twins. Both had gotten full academic scholarships and then completed their college programs with GPAs over 4-points due to taking Graduate-level classes, his beautiful daughter just edging out her brother to be named Valedictorian. He watched her now, seeing her lips move as she probably did last-minute practicing of her speech. Her lips were so soft and pillowy and looked and felt so good wrapped around his dick. He could hardly wait to see and feel them there again. Now, his wife had always been a decent, if not fully committed cock sucker throughout their marriage, but was now so much better with all the practice she'd been getting since they had been seduced by their children over Spring Break in late February, where he'd learned that his in-laws and his children had been fucking since Christmas. However, while his wife was a dozen times improved, and face-fucking his mother or mother-in-law held their own special thrills, no one sucked dick like his daughter. She made him bust his nut in just a couple of minutes and loved swallowing his load. Except, of course, for those special times when she begged him to shoot his jizz all over her pretty face... God, his sweet, little angel looked so devilishly hot with a fresh load dripping down her lovely face.
The mother of the twins, Kayla, was beaming with pride. She was also horny as fuck. The egg in her vagina moved and stimulated her pussy every time she changed positions... an egg her daughter had put inside her back at the hotel. She was dying to eat her daughter's pussy, suck her son's cock and get fucked by any of her family members. Ever since she was drawn into the wicked world of incest by her parents and children, she had become insatiable. She couldn't get enough cock; she couldn't get enough pussy. She loved eating pussy: her daughter, her mother, and her mother-in-law. She loved sucking cock: her son, her dad and her husband. She had discovered her natural submissiveness and loved pleasing every family member.
Jamal looked at his best friend Bill and smiled, glad to be sharing this proud moment with his lifelong friend. But it was also a bit rueful, as Jamal regretted the children's other grandfather had not been initiated into the new family dynamic... everyone was too sure that he was too conservative to suddenly begin believing that family sex was now a loving, bonding act rather than an illegal and immoral one.
Bill smiled back in awe of his best friend's happy-go-lucky personality. For a man who had lived through a lot of racial injustice in his youth, he was a very relaxed man. He never let anything get to him, was a great listener and a great friend and had been since they were sixteen years old. It was crazy to him that he had had the same best friend for going on 50 years. Plus, not that it mattered as much in 2025, but how many people's best friends are black and white who grew up in that still racially charged 1970s era... the sixties' protests not really changing much in race relations?
Bill wondered if Jamal had noticed their grandchild's stockings. It seemed so brazen. Both their families were heavily involved in the church, had been for decades, were quite conservative and had strong family values. To this day, the family met every Thursday night for a family supper rotating between Bill's home, Jamal's home and their kids' home. They also had a game night on the first Saturday of each month which had started back in the late 80s and had only missed a few times all these years. They even kept it going online through the dreaded COVID years. They also had a yearly family trip every summer that also went back to the eighties as soon as the children were old enough to travel well. From trips a couple of hours away when the kids were young, to exploring the continent as the kids got older. In reality, they did almost everything together... this August it was a trip to Italy.
While Bill thanked God for his many blessings, who would have thought as young men that their kids would fall in love and marry? Who knew they would end up being grandfathers to the same two children? While serendipity usually is perceived as fate leading to a love affair, their entire friendship was serendipitous. His whole life had been blessed by God, and he wouldn't change a thing. He put his hand on his wife's pantyhose-clad knee, her dress surprisingly shorter than what she usually wore, and watched his granddaughter give her speech... while ever so slowly moving his hand on the silky sheer nylon he always found both comforting and enticing.
Paula put her hand on his, the slow touching making her a little ticklish, as Melina's name was called and she gave a fifteen-minute valedictorian speech where she personally thanked each of her family members for raising her right and teaching her the importance of family.
As Melina gave her speech, she could feel a little bit of Grandpa Jamal's cum leaking out of her pussy and down her leg since she never wore underwear, except for that time of the month, of course... it felt so delightfully naughty and reinforced her belief that the family loving she had instigated had been the right decision. While she kept her eyes moving over the whole crowd like the skillful communicator she was, they kept coming back to her family group seated together, sharing loving looks with the six adults, five of whom she now knew intimately. Only Papa Bill hadn't succumbed yet to her wiles, but he was still in her sights, though she had reluctantly agreed not to push harder until Nana Paula agreed... Bill was definitely the most traditional of them and Melina didn't want to cause any damage in the pursuit of their now-shared pleasure.
Her speech focused on the importance of family to her success and happiness and while she obviously couldn't tell the crowd about her family's sexual ties, she did make direct statements about closeness and support and love that made each of the five corrupted elders long to taste her sweet pussy as soon as possible. Bill just felt tears welling up in his eyes.
"Nothing is more important than family," the young woman said earnestly. "Friends come and go, but family is with you always. Through thick and thin. Through the good and the bad. And only through sharing your true self with your family and earning and accepting their unconditional love, can anyone really find their true purpose."



Paula squeezed her husband's hand when Melina said this, and Jazmine looked over to her best friend and smiled. The two women both wished they'd had Melina's insight when they were her age, wished they hadn't wasted almost fifty years being just friends, rather than friends with amazing fringe benefits. Although they were certainly trying to make up for lost time now... dining on each other's pussies in near-daily 69s ever since Paula had been seduced.
Bill, oblivious to the scandalous reality of his family's plethora of sins, felt his heart warm. Their son and daughter-in-law with some help from him and his wife and the Myers family had raised two amazing children. Both Melina and Lenny had earned their bachelor's degrees, but both planned to go right back to school: Melina to get her master's in psychology and Lenny to start his law degree. Bill was so proud of both of them.
After the graduation, they all went out to supper to celebrate and had a great night. It was not only a celebration of the grandchildren's accomplishments, but also a celebration of the power of family.
Bill, still oblivious, didn't know his wife was rubbing their son's dick under the table or that Melina was jerking off her Grandpa Jamal, although she didn't let him come... just teased him ruthlessly.
Back at the hotel, Paula was frustrated she was stuck in the hotel room with her husband while the rest of them were having a celebration orgy. Melina had never had all three of her male family members fuck her at once and that was going to be her graduation present... to be triple penetrated. God, Paula wanted to watch that... she wasn't personally comfortable with anal on herself... but she enjoyed watching it.
And speaking of anal, for his graduation gift, Lenny was going to get to sodomize his maternal grandmother for the first time... Actually, for her first time ever. Paula knew that he'd been getting inside Melina's ass ever since they'd become lovers, and Kayla had also given up her ass to her son soon after her initial seduction. That had left just his two 65-year-old grandmothers to accept his eight inches of caramel beauty up their poop chutes. And after tonight, Paula would be the only remaining anal virgin. She suspected that if Jazmine loved being sodomized as much as Melina and Kayla claimed they did, it wouldn't be long before Nana Paula would be urged to also give up the butt. The fact she wasn't going to see Jazmine and her big, juicy, fat ass shaking like mini earthquakes as she gave up her anal cherry to their grandson annoyed her immensely. She really wanted to witness Jaz's submission and pleasure for herself, especially after all she'd done to get her friend ready for her anal violation.
While she really wanted to be at the graduation orgy, Paula did at least have Bill's still virile dick available to fuck her horny pussy. When she gripped it, she couldn't help but automatically compare it to the other three cocks she'd been using for fun. Jamal and Lenny were almost identical in length, both being eight-inchers, though Jamal's was thicker and much darker than his bi-racial grandson's. She still thought of both of them as BBCs as she'd learned to call them from the porn her granddaughter had gotten her watching. Her son had a curved cock, which like her husband's, was six inches and very pale to go with their gingery hair. A sudden pulse in her hand and a groan from Bill's throat brought her back to what set her husband's cock apart. Her old man's dick was fatter than any of them.
That girth always stretched her good and she usually came from Bill fucking her pussy, which was good since he wasn't great with his fingers and never did cunnilingus. Unfortunately, at least for how she was feeling this night, Bill also didn't fuck her like the other men did, he made love to her. But she was so horny tonight that she wanted to tell him to hammer her pussy, pound her hard, squeeze her big jugs, suck on her hard nipples, call her names and unload his seed deep in her cunt.
On the fortunate side of the equation, the work she had been doing to open up his sexual nature, while still a slow struggle, was showing signs of progress. For example, he hadn't flinched when she'd grabbed him just now, unlike the time at the end of April, a month after she'd started on her own new sexual journey when she'd introduced a massive change to their sex lives - a position other than missionary. The success of that night had nurtured Paula and the family's hopes that Bill could be convinced to join them.
Bill had returned home from a business trip, a short one this time, just two days. He'd arrived too late for dinner but thought they might watch a little TV together before heading to bed. He'd gone to their bedroom and after taking off his suit, had gone into the ensuite for a shower and had shaved and brushed his teeth as well. When he came out of the bathroom, he'd been stunned to find the bedroom lights off, but several candles lit, and his wife waiting for him there instead of down in the living room.
Paula wore a nightgown as she often did, but this was a gown he'd never seen before. Instead of her usual shapeless but comfy granny flannel, she wore something black and silky that had a lace-up bodice that showcased rather than hid her large bosom. Bill nearly stumbled when he walked into the bedroom from the bath. She held out her arms to him and he shambled into them.
She kissed him passionately and pressed her body close to his. She said, with a sweet smile, he'd always loved her smile, "I missed you; did you miss me?"
"Always," he gulped, surprised at her advances. They had made love just before he left, so he certainly hadn't been expecting another encounter so soon, maybe not for several weeks. But, he now remembered, they'd also made love just a week before that. Well, no complaints from him.
"Would you like to show me how much?"
"Always," he said again, this time with a little lift of his lip which was about as roguish as he ever got.
She subtly guided him onto the bed and after they made out for a couple of minutes, Paula said, "We had a really interesting discussion at the last women's church group. Some girls felt they were losing their intimate connections with their husbands, and we talked about how we could all prevent that in our marriages since that special connection between spouses is part of God's design."
"Oh?" Bill said. He'd never asked what the women talked about in their monthly meetings, always assuming it was about how to fulfill their family roles with spirituality, just as the men did. But the men's group had certainly never talked about personal intimacy. He wondered if their pastor knew.
"One thing we talked about that I realized is a little bit weak in our own relationship is being able to communicate about what we like and don't like."
He had been idly stroking his wife's broad hip, enjoying the smooth feel of the silky material over her surprisingly hot skin, but now he pulled his hand off her hip and planted it on his own. "Oh, have I been doing something you don't really like?"
She smiled broadly, "No, quite the opposite." She reached out and grasped his hand, pulling on it. But instead of returning it to her hip, she placed it firmly against her breast. "You do something I like, and I think you like it too, but you don't do enough of it."
She pressed his hand tighter against her big tit and through the light material he could feel her large nipple hardening. Then he felt something else begin to harden and worried he might poke through the fly of his pajamas.
"I like how this feels," she purred. "Do you like it?"
"Yes," he admitted, always liking her breasts and liking making her feel good.
"Will you kiss them for me, baby? I like that too."
Bill's eyes went wide but he managed to not blurt out, "You do?"
Paula pulled on the lace tie between her breasts and soon had the bodice open and pulled aside to expose one of her large melons, looking soft and enticing in the dancing candlelight. She was so glad she had practiced that move earlier; it had taken her fifteen minutes to do it right in this new nightgown that their daughter-in-law Kayla had helped her buy in preparation for this attempt to move Bill closer to being ready to join the family fun.
When he'd just laid there, staring, she had reached behind his neck and pulled him toward her while rolling from her side to her back. He came along easily and was soon eagerly, albeit gently suckling on her sensitive nipples. "Mmm, you do like doing this, don't you?" she cooed. "I'm glad."
Cradling the back of his head with one hand, she reached into his crotch with the other. She moved carefully, but still, his first reaction was to flinch and almost pull away. Soon, however, he was pressing his bulge against her palm. "I guess you really like it," she said with a soft, happy chuckle.
Bill was naturally surprised by her actions and words but had to admit she was right; he'd always been fascinated by her large breasts. Although he thought he had managed to keep it under the appropriate control required to maintain a spiritual rather than an animal outlook on life.
"Now," she said in a shyer tone, trying to sell that she was uncomfortable herself speaking so plainly, "you're not allowed to ask who, but one of the ladies said things had gotten much better between her and her husband when they talked about trying different things. She mentioned one specific thing that I'd also recently read about in a magazine, and I thought that might be a sign that I should try it with you." Jazmine had been the one to come up with the women's group cover story and Paula hoped it was going to work.
Bill was a little uncomfortable with this; talking about sex was awkward and unnatural, yet wanting to be a supportive husband he replied, "Um, of course, darling... I guess. What is it?"
"What would you think about me getting on top?"
"On top?"
"Yes, you lay on your back, and I sit, well, in your lap."
"Oh."
"You see, one thing the magazine article said was that if you have a very well-endowed partner," she worked her hand inside the fly front of his PJs and then his boxers and firmly gripped his fat prick, "as I do, then getting on top can give you a better chance to control how things go so you can get the maximum pleasure from your man's God-given gifts." She began slowly stroking as she spoke.
"It's an interesting point," he replied, sexually stimulated but concerned about his wife's conversations (he hoped she didn't talk about their sex life in group), "but I do worry a little about your reading choices."
"Well, you're right, it was a bit over the top and not giving the best message for young single women, but here's what struck me, Bill, I'm not a young, impressionable woman, I'm an old, married one."
"But still the love of my life," Bill said, being at least astute enough to recognize his wife fishing for a compliment when he heard it.
"Exactly," Paula said with a smile, "as you are mine. And we are still making love even though I'm far past childbearing, right?"
"Truuue..." He wondered where this was going.
"So, we're doing this for ourselves, to show each other our love and to give each other pleasure, right?" She gripped him slightly harder as she stroked.
"Yes, I guess we are," he choked out.
"Then take off your pajamas and underwear," she instructed, as she reached for something on the bedstand.
He was excited and did still love his wife and still enjoyed making love to her, so he got undressed in her plain view, surprised she hadn't blown out the candles by now.
"Lay on your back," she instructed.
"Okay," he nodded, then asked, "What is that bottle?"
"Just some lubricant to make your penis slide inside me easier," she answered.
"Where did you get it?" he asked as she applied the cool gel, perplexed both at her unprecedented action and the fact that she spoke so casually about his sex organ... had done for a little while now, he realized.
"Right in the supermarket," she said, as her hand now glided easily up and down his full length. "Turns out it's not a big secret," she smiled. "In fact, my lady doctor has suggested it before, I guess it's natural for us old ladies to need a little help in this department." She certainly wasn't going to tell him that she actually didn't need lube much at all when playing with the others; in fact, her old pussy had gone from usually dry to usually dripping over the past four weeks. And when she did use lube, it was often the THC-infused "pot" lube that Melina had introduced them to. Jazmine had wanted her to use some tonight, but Paula had opted for the ubiquitous KY Jelly. Not only would Bill find it less threatening, but it would also keep her from losing her own mind and exposing the inner freak that her amazing granddaughter had recognized hiding inside and brought out... That girl was going to be an incredible psychologist... or more likely sexologist.
"Are you ready?" she asked, even though she was already moving astride him. She got up on her knees over his hard, shiny prick, then gathered the skirt of her nightgown up around her torso, hoping the candlelight was enough for him to get a good view of her splayed pussy lips.
"Hold him up straight for me, honey," she directed. When Bill did, eyes blazing in the dim light, she wiggled her cunny around his fat head until she had the right position, then she slowly let herself slide down his fat, slippery firepole... No, make that fire hydrant. It really was good; the other women were going to love it.
"Oh, doesn't that feel lovely?" she sighed. "You went into me so easy, and your penis feels so good in this position," she moaned, as she took it all inside her and began moving her body.
She'd had to remember to hold back that first time doing cowgirl with him so she wouldn't give away how much she'd already learned since opening her legs to her granddaughter and then the rest of their family over the previous month. But even holding back, she'd had her best orgasm with Bill in years, maybe decades, and she thought he had too.
But tonight, some two months later with two more cowgirl rides scattered among their increased missionaries, and a family orgy going on across the hall, she wasn't going to hold back. Well, not completely.
Bill had been surprised by his wife rubbing his penis the moment they were in their hotel room after saying goodnight to the new college grads and the rest of the family. They didn't have sex very often, though he'd thought it was the amount Paula wanted at her age and station in life. Apparently he had been wrong, because over the past few months, not only had their lovemaking become more frequent, his bride had become more aggressive both in initiating it and in the act itself... something that excited him during the heat of the moment but concerned him at other times, as he was always vigilant about succumbing to the temptations that he felt were a root cause of so much that was wrong in the world... people chasing their pleasure at the cost of losing their respect in the eyes of the Lord.
On the other hand, his penis said, as his wife knelt on the floor stroking his manhood with both hands with the new lube she'd started using - which really did feel so much better than the cold, gummy KY - a man should pay attention to his wife's pleasure. Yes, it was the male orgasm that was required to create a child, but since women were also capable of them, they clearly served a higher purpose in strengthening the bond between man and wife. Bill had therefore always considered it a husbandly duty to make sure Paula climaxed before he ejaculated inside of her. The fact that watching his voluptuous wife quake with the joy he gave her usually pushed him into his own orgasm was just another sign of God's holy design.
And within ten minutes of entering their hotel room, his still beautiful, still exciting wife was definitely shaking as she sat astride his pelvis and ground her big bottom into his hips as she gyrated on his penis.
Paula had known it wasn't wise to coat Bill with pot lube, but after a couple of minutes of slow grinding on his thick cock, the special goo was starting to work on her pussy and wisdom be damned. If she couldn't be across the hall in the family orgy, she was still going to have the most fun she could.
"Melina's stockings really caught your eye, didn't they, baby?" she asked her husband while clenching her pussy muscles... she could really feel the difference since their granddaughter had shown her how to do Kegel exercises.
"Huh, what?" he said, his relaxed eyes flying open and his whole body stiffening, though not in a good way. Damn, he still wasn't ready.
She laughed, "Well, of course she should have been more discreet when adjusting them and I already scolded her about that earlier." The scolding had consisted of Paula and Jazmine each laying five firm slaps on the young woman's naked butt cheeks when they'd been able to sneak away for a few minutes while at the hotel earlier getting ready for dinner. "But all that aside, she does have lovely legs and those nylons were really quite attractive, don't you think?"
"Um, well, I suppose, but still—"
Paula cut him off; no way was she going to let him get started on a morality sermon when her pussy was buzzing. She was wearing the silky black nightgown he'd come to like and now she gathered the skirt up around her torso. "Would you like to see me wear stockings like that?" she asked, reaching out to pull one of his hands to her naked thigh and getting it moving up and down. "I know you like stroking my legs through my pantyhose, can you imagine how it would feel through silk, because Melina told us hers are silk and that they feel really great on her legs."
Bill almost whimpered imagining Paula's big, sexy legs in silk stockings and rubbing his hand back and forth from smooth silk to smooth bare skin.
"Of course," she chuckled, "I know what my man really wants." And with that she took hold of her nightgown again and pulled it all the way up and off, leaving her sitting there on his cock with her massive hooters hanging right in front of him. Now he did whimper.
His whimper became a grunt when she stopped grinding their hips together and began bouncing. Slowly at first, raising herself up until only his head was still inside her, then dropping straight down to impale herself on his fat prick. Over and over, really starting to fuck herself.
"Careful, honey, I don't want to hurt you," Bill said, having always been careful not to let his lovemaking devolve into some kind of animal rutting that didn't show the respect his bride deserved.
"But it doesn't hurt, sweetie." Well, it did, but it was the kind of pain she'd been coming to appreciate from her other lovers.
"Because we started so slow and with this new lube, now it feels good, it really lets me feel how wonderful your penis is." She kept bouncing and looked into his eyes. "And you like how my breasts bounce around when I ride you like this, don't you?"
His face flushed, knowing he'd been busted because he had indeed been awestruck at watching those big, beautiful melons flop around.
"I like that it excites you, Billy. Will you squeeze them for me? You know how much I like that."
After a tentative start, he began massaging them more roughly, occasionally tweaking a nipple; she saw the lust burning through his veneer and it set her on the homestretch to orgasm.
"Oh, my Big Bill, a little more of that and I'm going to climax," she moaned.
Bill knew he must be hurting her, but he was also sure her passion was real, she really did enjoy this. He gave each big pillow a harder squeeze than he ever had.
"Yes, yes!" She put her own hands on his chest for balance which forced her boobs harder into his large, powerful grip and she bounced harder and faster. "Harder now, please," she begged. "Pinch my fat nipples," she whined, a little of her now nasty mouth finally leaking through.



Fortunately, Bill was in enough of a lust zone himself that the words didn't shock him into stopping, they spurred him into acting and he gripped each swollen nub between thumb and forefinger and not only squeezed but pulled them out from her chest.
"Oooohh, yeeessss... Cominnnggg!" she wailed, and every glorious bit of her big body seemed to tremble and quake while her pussy clenched his cock and drenched his pubic hair.
Before her tremors had settled, she gasped, "Now you, now you. Oh, Bill, I can feel you, so big, so hard, so close, give me your love, give me all your love."
Bill dropped his hands from her tits to her thighs and used them as leverage to thrust up from the mattress, blasting a load to her womb like he hadn't in twenty years... no, thirty years... no, ever.
In the other room, Melina had multiple orgasms as she started enjoying her graduation gift by sitting on her granddad's dick while sucking her brother and getting sodomized by her dad. It wasn't the first time her dad had pounded her asshole, but it was the first time she simultaneously had a dick in her pussy and it made her come ecstatically. Her tight young body able to take a real hard pounding in either of her holes while usually talking nasty... although this time she had a dick in her mouth so she couldn't.
After a hot, lengthy session of pin-the-tail that had Melina maximize her initiation into being airtight by taking all three cocks in all the possible combinations of filling her different holes with different dicks, Lenny eventually left his sister to just get double penetrated (where she did get verbally nasty begging her Daddy to plug her asshole and for the two of them to destroy her holes).
Now it was time for him to take Grandma's anal virginity... just like he had his sister and then his mother... and had already called dibs on the family's last remaining anal virgin, his white grandmother, Paula. Right now, however, he was in awe at the sight of his black grandmother; naked on hands and knees with that big ass up in the air waiting for him. She was large, with huge tits that bounced around like uncontrollable basketballs when she was getting fucked hard... the big, bouncing tits something he also enjoyed in his mother and Nana Paula, though Grandma Jazmine's were the biggest. Her ass was also the biggest and the young man was still slightly amazed he would soon be fucking it.
Lenny had been extremely dubious when his sister had insisted their grandma was ripe for the picking, but the still striking 65-year-old had proven herself a real nasty slut since being seduced... especially when the pot lube was put in her pussy. And tonight, the intoxicating lube was in her asshole, having been applied there by the woman's daughter, his own mother, who'd been rubbing and fingering Grandma Jaz's anus (and her own pussy) with the special lube while the two women watched the youngest slut take on all three cocks in all three holes. Now Lenny's mother knelt alongside his grandmother, holding the big ass cheeks apart for her son.
Melina and her lovers paused and rearranged themselves so they could all watch as Lenny first rubbed his fat cockhead around and around his grandma's wrinkled rosebud and then pressed right through into her virgin asshole, drawing a full range of gasps, moans, and sighs from the orgy participants. The young man went slow, pushing inch by inch through the incredibly tight ring, giving Grandma the chance to adjust to the oh-so-wrong violation of her rectum and her family members a glorious view of her submission... everyone was happy.
After bottoming out, his balls pressed tight up against the pillowy ass cheeks, Lenny held still a moment to savour the feeling and the reality that he'd just anally deflowered his grandmother. Then he began stroking. The eight caramel inches disappeared into the dark fudge hole faster and harder until her big, black booty literally bounced when he slammed into her... with all the jiggle of a woman in her sixties... which he found absolutely hot.
Jazmine, to her own surprise, was shocked when she came without her pussy being touched as her grandson's cock hammered her no longer virgin asshole while all her other family members urged the two of them to greater depths of depravity. And her first anal orgasm wasn't her last, as the two other men both took turns sodomizing her, each trying to churn the previous man's cum into butt butter with his hard fucking of her now cock-hungry ass. While her butt was being exploited, she also got to enjoy a steady smorgasbord of cocks and pussies being offered to her slutty mouth, especially enjoying the cocks coated with fresh pussy juice and the cunts brimming with warm cum.
The night ended with a massive bukkake where all three men again triple-penetrated Melina, with each pulling out to blast their loads all over the young orgy mistress, which the two older women eagerly licked up before all three women ended up in a lesbian daisy chain to each have one last orgasm. The men watched with voyeuristic awe.
As Paula lay in bed in the hotel room across the hall, happy with the good fuck she'd had with Bill, but thinking it should have just been the first of many tonight, she sighed, and prayed quietly, "God, please give me the strength to tell my husband I'm an incestuous slut for our children and grandchildren and that he should join our family orgies."
Bill drifted off to sleep thinking God had blessed him with a perfect family, including Jamal and Jazmine in that group, and his family with a perfect day, not to mention a perfect, albeit shocking, night with his amazing wife. His family members would have agreed with him, though their definition of a perfect night was so far beyond anything he could ever imagine. For now.
SATURDAY JUNE 28 TH
They all had breakfast at the hotel restaurant, except Lenny who purposely stayed in his hotel room. His mom said it was because he was sleeping in, but the truth was his mother had woken him up with a morning blow job, but not enough to get him off, so he was hard and ready to fuck the grandmother who had missed out on all the action last night.
Paula excused herself saying she was going to the washroom and instead rushed to her grandson's hotel room to get a quick morning fuck from his big, hard dick.
"I want that cock in me right fucking now," Paula said, the moment her grandson opened the door.
"We missed you last night," Lenny said.
"I hear you had a lot of fun without me," Paula said, grabbing his hand and leading him to the bed.
"It was a good night," he admitted.
"Well, I need a good morning," she said, pushing him onto the bed. She got out of her shorts and panties, straddled him and dropped her wet and ready pussy on his equally hard and ready dick.
"You know this dick is always available, Nana," he said with a moan as her pussy engulfed his dick.
"I'll keep you to that until my dying days," she said, beginning to bounce on his dick.
"Take off your shirt," he said, loving laying on his back and seeing his nana's huge white jugs bouncing around when she rode him.
"You love Nana's titties, don't you?" she asked, as she pulled her t-shirt over her head... dressed casually for the drive back home.
"Oh yes, Nana, if we had more time I would fuck those huge jugs," he said, that not something he had actually done with her yet.
"Mmmmmm, well, we will save that for next time," she said, as she reached back and unclasped her bra.
Once the big, beautiful, white tits were released from the granny bra, he reached up and cupped the huge, heavy globes... the one thing his sister didn't have.
"Oh yeah, big boy," Paula said, leaning forward, "suck on Nana's tits."
"Mmmmmm," Lenny said, as he was offered a big, hard nipple and took it in his mouth. He began to multi-task, or actually, triple-task (not that that is a word) as he cupped the heavy breasts, sucked on the hard nipples and bucked his hips in his nana's wet pussy.
"Oh yes, stud, suck my nipples, fuck my pussy," Paula said, wishing this could last longer, but she could only be gone so long. So, after about two more minutes, she rolled onto her back and said, "Fuck me hard and come in your nana's pussy."
Lenny quickly got between Nana's thick white legs and slid his dick back in her and fucked her hard and deep, watching the glorious tits bounce with each deep thrust.
Both horny, it didn't take much more time before each was about to come. "Yes, Lenny, come in me, come in Nana, I want your load in me and leaking out the whole drive home."
"Oh fuck, yes, get ready, Nana," Lenny said, loving the idea of his cum leaking out of her granny twat.
"Oh yes, grandson, oh yes, fucking hammer your nana's box, unload a big load in her cunt and make her your cum dump," Paula wickedly said, exercising her expanding vocabulary of perverse words. Back during the grandchildren's Christmas break visit, Paula had accidently (or so she thought then) discovered an erotica site Melina had opened while borrowing her nana's computer since hers was 'on the fritz'. Of course, Paula knew now that Melina had done it on purpose as part of her pre-seduction seduction, correctly judging that her grandmother would take to the dirty stories like a repressed moth to a freeing flame, which she had, almost excessively, and now loved verbalizing during her forbidden sex as much as the characters she continued to read about... not to mention her incredibly sexy granddaughter.
The same sneaky granddaughter who had worked on her nana's body as well as her psyche, by convincing the older woman to try some edibles for her joint pain, especially her knees. Paula's deep church involvement and her husband's clear anti-drug position had made Paula very hesitant. But after Jazmine and Jamal confirmed they had experienced significant pain relief after following their granddaughter's advice about edibles and gentle stretching, Paula had given in and had been amazed at the powerful impact on her body. For example, there was no way she could have stayed on her knees and bounced on Lenny's cock as long as she had just those few months ago.
And now the almost senior citizen grabbed her legs behind those creaky knees and pulled them back, giving her grandson the clear signal that she was ready to come, and he was to get her there by a hard, deep sprint to the finish line. The boy did not disappoint, pounding the woman's body into the hotel bed until he brought them both home.
"Fuuuuuck," Lenny grunted as his cock pulsated and filled his nasty nana.
This triggered Paula's orgasm and she screamed, loud enough to wake any guests in the rooms beside, above or below, "Yeeeess, fill me up!"
Lenny didn't slow down for another minute before he pulled out and watched his cum leak out of her well-gaped cunt.
"Fuck, you can fuck," Paula said, realizing she sounded like a bimbo.
"As can you," he said, as he got off the bed.
"I have to get back," she sighed, still enjoying the aftermath tremors of the good, hard fucking and intense orgasm. Maybe it was the extra two inches, maybe it was the youthful hammering or maybe it was the taboo reality she was committing incest, but her orgasms from Lenny were her most intense.
Then he pulled her voluptuous body tightly against his hard one. "Although, it's never long enough with you," he said, before laying a serious kiss on his hot, degenerate grandmother.
"Oh, my," she breathed out when he finally let her go, then just stood there until he handed her her bra with a devilish grin. "You bad, bad boy," she grinned back as she strapped up.
When she returned to the restaurant a couple of minutes later, cum was leaking into her panties when her husband asked, "Are you feeling okay?"
"What? Why?" Paula asked, instantly concerned. Did he know?
"Your cheeks are all flushed," Bill pointed out.
"Just a little spent as I went up to the hotel room to go the washroom and hurried back," she said, which was just a white lie.
"Oh, okay," he nodded, oblivious to the truth and the stain of grandson cum being made in his wife's panties.
After breakfast, Bill, Paula, Jamal and Jazmine headed back home having carpooled together. Bill driving was unaware when Jazmine slid her fingers inside his wife's pussy in the back seat to extract some creamy grandson cum... although they were not so brazen as to do much more... even though Jazmine was tempted and Paula was horny.
On the other hand, Lenny, Melina and their parents didn't leave for another hour after a good lengthy daddy-fucks-daughter and son-fucks-mommy encounter.
As soon as they returned from breakfast, Kayla said, "I need some fucking dessert," and crawled on the bed and tasted her mother-in-law's pussy on her son's dick as Lenny lay there taking photos to add to the great graduation celebration digital scrapbook.
"Daddy, can I have some dessert too?" Melina said in a cute baby girl pout.
"You want Daddy's dick?" Kenneth asked, as his daughter dropped to her knees before him.
"Yes, Daddy, I want your dick so bad," she purred, squeezing his cock through his shorts.
"Show me, baby girl," the redheaded father said as he looked at his black wife sucking their son's caramel dick.
"That's it, Mom, get all Nana's pussy juice off my dick," Lenny moaned, loving watching his mother bob on his dick.
"We've got two great cock suckers, don't we son?" Kenneth said, as his daughter wrapped her lips around his dick.
"Oh yeah, plus add the other two and we have four very eager, cum-craving family cock suckers," Lenny agreed.
"We are also family fuckers, cum dumps, and pussy munchers," Melina said, taking a brief couple of seconds from sucking Daddy to say those wicked words.
Then for a couple of minutes the women sucked dick.
It was Melina who stopped first. "Daddy, will you fuck me and dump a load in your baby girl before we leave?"
"Of course, honey," Kenneth said, words a few months ago he couldn't fathom ever hearing, let alone speaking.
Melina quickly got out of her clothes and said, "Mommy get naked. I want to make out with you while we get fucked."
"Yes, honey," Kayla agreed, getting off the bed and just as eagerly as her daughter, getting out of her clothes.
"Face me, Mommy," Melina said, getting on the king-sized bed and getting on all fours to offer her dad her pussy for some good back shots.
"Okay," Kayla nodded, still getting out of her panties... she wasn't even sure why she wore them anymore. In fact, she decided then she would be going commando from now on.
A moment later, Kayla got on the bed and her daughter kissed her as both men moved behind them and slid their cocks into the wet pussies.
"Mmmmmmmm," Melina moaned, as her tongue explored her mother's mouth. While she loved fucking her brother, her dad and her grandpa (and hopefully one day, Papa, as they called Grandfather Landers), she also loved being intimate with the female family members. She loved eating pussy and having hers eaten; she loved wielding a strap-on and fucking her mom, grandma and nana; but she also loved sweet intimacy... kissing... sucking on a pair of big tits... massaging the entire body. For Melina, sex was love... the two were intertwined... the two became one.
For a few minutes, the passionate kissing continued as they were fucked, until Melina finally had to put her dirty thoughts into words. "Oh yes, Daddy, fuck your baby girl, give me that cock, give it to me good."
Kayla replicated her daughter's desperate pleading, as her own orgasm was rising inside her from her son's big dick... her son able to reach depths inside her that her husband couldn't. "Yes, you mother fucker, give Mommy all that mommy-fucking dick."
"Sooo nasty, Mommy," Melina moaned, loving seeing her mother come out of her sexual shell and become a nasty slut like her.
"You turned me into this son-fucking Mommy-slut," Kayla responded, moaning wildly as her son really slammed into her from behind.
"And you fucking love it," the daughter said.
"Oh yeah, I do," Kayla agreed before calling over her shoulder to Lenny, "Now come in Mommy, baby, come in Mommy's pussy."
"And Daddy, come in your daughter, fill her up," Melina purred.
"You want Daddy's cum?" the father asked, as he felt his balls ready to erupt.
"Nut in me, son, nut in your mommy, I want to be leaking your cum all day," Kayla said, as she was about to come.
"Me too, Daddy, give me all that cum," Melina begged, as she tightened her pussy muscles around his wonderfully curved dick.
"Oh fuck, baby girl," Daddy grunted, "here it comes."
"Yes, fill me up," Melina moaned, as she felt her dad's throbbing cock breed her cunt.
"Give Mommy that load, son, show me what kind of mother fucker you are," Kayla begged, so close to coming and knowing feeling her son come in her would make her erupt.
"You want my nut, Mommy?" Lenny asked, really giving it to her from behind.
"Yes, give it to me, give it to me right now," Kayla pleaded with desperation.
"Fuuuuuck!" Melina screamed, as her orgasm hit as her dad kept pumping his dick in her and pushing his cum deeper and deeper inside her.
"Yes, baby girl, come for Daddy," Kenneth purred, loving seeing and hearing his daughter orgasm.
"Ooooooh, fuck, Mommy, here it...here it...here it comes," Lenny grunted as he shot his second load of the day into a second family pussy... and it wasn't even 10:30 in the morning.
"Yeeeeeeees!" Kayla screamed literally seconds later as her orgasm did indeed occur from the pulsating penis filling her up.
"Doesn't he come so much?" Melina said, smiling as she watched her mom come... which she found so hot.
"He does," Kayla replied, as her body shook and her daughter reached over and cupped her swaying tits as her son continued pumping his dick inside her.
After a minute, Kayla said, looking into her daughter's eyes, "God, I love you so much."
Thirty minutes later, they were heading out of the hotel and back to the twins' apartment to grab their suitcases for their summer holidays.
Back home later that night, Paula was feeling antsy... yes, she had had a wonderful orgasm on her grandson's cock, but that was over twelve hours ago and it was her only cum of the day, which ever since her submission to her grandchildren was a very low number... she always came at least twice and usually three or four times a day. There was only one thing for it and she surprised Bill with what equated to back-to-back sex for the first time in... decades? Bill was indeed surprised, though not as much as he would have been a month or so earlier and certainly didn't complain about getting to enjoy his wife for a second time in two nights... he could easily envision passing on more Saturday game nights in the future if this could take its place.
SUNDAY JUNE 29 th
The two families hosted a community barbeque to celebrate the double graduation. They still lived in the same small community they had since they got married, and it was a close-knit one. Almost everyone showed up and Kenneth and Bill spent a good two hours flipping burgers and making hot dogs at the elder Landers' home.
Kenneth checked his phone when it vibrated. It was a message from his daughter. Come fuck me right now. I'm in the ground floor bathroom.
His dick instantly hardened. He said to his father, "I need to go to the washroom. I'll be back in a few minutes."
"All right," Bill nodded, wondering where any other member of his family was.
"Oh, fuck, you two are going to kill me," Paula moaned, as Jamal fucked her in her bedroom while Jazmine ate her pussy... the inner and outer pleasure was driving her wild... even as she worried what if Bill walked in.
"But, what a way to die," Jazmine purred, as she sucked the big swollen clit in her mouth... she and her husband Jamal trying to make it up to her best friend the best they could for missing the epic graduation orgy.



"Come in me, Jamal, come in my pussy while your wife eats me," Paula moaned, this the first time she had ever been fucked while standing up, her one hand on the wall for balance and the other on Jazmine's shoulder.
"Yes, baby, nut in our white slut," Jazmine encouraged, working the clit over.
Paula came a few strokes later, trembling uncontrollably while being double pleasured.
Jamal needed just another minute before he unloaded in his best friend's wife's pussy, the guilt of committing such a betrayal still lingering inside him, but unable to resist the forbidden fruit of any of the family members.
When he pulled out, Jazmine clamped her lips and caught as much of the leaking cum as she could.
Meanwhile, Melina waited impatiently in the downstairs bathroom in a skimpy two-piece bikini... one she knew would shock Papa. Papa Bill was the last remaining member for her to seduce, but she was nervous to do so... unlike the confidence she'd exuded when she seduced her grandmother and grandfather, then her parents and most recently Nana. When there was a knock at the door, she opened it, grabbed her dad's hand and pulled him in. "About time, Daddy, my pussy is so fucking wet for you."
"We don't have a lot of time," Kenneth said, luckily his dick was already hard.
"Then pull it out and fuck me," she said, as she tugged her bikini bottom string and it fell to the floor.
"Bend over the sink my nasty little slut," Kenneth ordered, as he fished his dick out.
"Yes, Daddy," she said in such a naughty way it would likely be illegal in thirty states.
"Fuck, I love when you call me Daddy," Kenneth said, moving behind his bent-over baby girl.
"Well, you are my Daddy," she said, as she felt his dick move between her pussy lips.
"Yes, and you are Daddy's baby girl, he said, sliding inside her.
"Oh yes, Daddy, fuck your baby girl, I want to feel you come in me before I go out in public in this itsy bitsy bikini," she moaned.
"My dad is going to lose it when he sees you in this," he said, thinking of his father seeing Melina in such a revealing outfit.
"Lose it, like he'll come in his pants?" Melina asked wickedly.
"Like you made me do when I was talking to clients on Zoom last month," he said, recalling the nastiness and the thrill of his topless daughter on her knees rubbing his dick through his pants while he was on a live Zoom call. He had creamed his jeans while three others unknowingly chatted with him.
"That was fun," she said. "I thought about pulling out your fat dick and sucking it, but making you cum in your pants like a pubescent boy was so fucking hot."
"Cumming in my pants was bad enough," the degenerate father said, as he pumped his dick into his daughter, "but there's no way I could have kept it together if you'd taken me into that beautiful, slutty mouth."
"Well, I am a bad girl," she purred, "a very bad girl."
"You're my bad girl," he corrected, slapping her ass.
"Yes, Daddy, I'll always be your bad baby girl," she moaned, as she moved her left hand to rub herself as her dad dicked her... knowing time was of the essence.
"Oh baby, I fucking love you so much," Kenneth declared, about to come in his daughter.
"I love you too, Daddy, and I love when your dick is in me and when you come in my pretty pink pussy," she said, dirty talk always accelerating her orgasms.
"You want my cum leaking out of you while you visit with friends and neighbours?" he asked.
"Oh yes, Daddy, fill me up with your seed and I will feel it oozing out of me all day," she moaned, her orgasm imminent.
"I'm going to fill you up, baby girl, he said, as he reached up and pulled her ponytail.
"Oh yes, Daddy, nut in me, fill your baby girl slut right up," she begged, loving the rough treatment, her dad the one who knew how to give it to her rough.
"Get ready, my sexy slut," he said before he grunted and filled his daughter up.
"Yeeeeees," Melina moaned and bit her lip to not scream in case anyone was inside the house and could hear them, as her orgasm hit her just seconds after her father gave her all that nut.
"Such an amazing pussy," Kenneth groaned, as he kept pumping his load into his daughter, so thankful to have been drawn into this incestuous life.
"Such a great, fat cock," Melina replied, as she enjoyed her orgasm.
A couple of minutes later, Kenneth returned to rejoin his father on barbecue duty. When Bill saw him walk through the patio door, he also saw his wife through the kitchen window. She gave him a wave and a smile before stepping back into the shadow of the kitchen. Okay, he hadn't been abandoned after all, he thought happily.
"You were gone a while," Bill said, as he flipped burgers.
"Yeah, it took a while to finish," his son said, trying to give a little bit of innuendo his father would never catch on to.
"Way too much information," the father said shaking his head.
"You asked," Kenneth pointed out.
"Well, I withdraw the question," the clueless patriarch said with a laugh.
A couple of minutes later, Bill was more than a little surprised when his granddaughter Melina came out in a two-piece, rather revealing bikini. It had been a rule (well, rule was perhaps too strong a word, maybe expectation of modesty a better description) that all women in their family wore conservative one-piece swimsuits.
Melina looked over and saw her grandfather looking at her, the shock and dismay were clear on his face. The young corruptor was disappointed, she kept hoping to see the dropped-jaw, wide-eyed stare of her father and her mother's father that had let her know they were hers for the plucking. Well, if that's how Papa felt about her bikini, she wondered what he'd think if he knew his son had dumped a load in her pussy only minutes before, ditching his own father at the barbecue to go fuck his daughter. Still, she wasn't giving up hope yet, Nana had told her that Papa could still get it up without chemical help and keep it up more than long enough to get his wife to orgasm before coming himself... Mel had little doubt that she could get to any man who still had a pulse in his cock.
Paula was currently in the kitchen with her daughter-in-law who was eating her pussy and the creampie Jamal had dumped in her just a few minutes earlier. They all knew they couldn't make up for her missing the family orgy two nights ago, but they were trying. Thirty minutes ago, Lenny dropped a load down her throat, five minutes ago Jamal had unloaded in her pussy while Jazmine attacked her clit and now she was getting her dirty pussy munched (a term her daughter-in-law loved to use). Paula did like the excessive attention. The likelihood of two orgasms in under twenty minutes while her husband was just on the other side of these walls was perversely exhilarating.
"Shit, Kayla, you eat pussy so good," Paula moaned.
"I love eating creampies from your pussy, Mommy," she said, often calling Paula Mom or Mommy to raise the heat of their perverse sexual encounters.
"But you've got to be quick, someone could walk in at any time," Paula said, enjoying the oral pleasure, enjoying the risk of getting caught and yet equally terrified to actually get caught.
"Then come on my fucking face," Kayla demanded, as she slid two fingers inside her husband's mom and started to finger bang her.
"Oh fuck, yes, finger bang my sloppy cunt," Paula moaned.
Meanwhile, Bill had never seen his wife, Jazmine, or his daughter-in-law ever in a bikini. He thought about saying something to Kenneth, but he wasn't sure how to go about it. One thing Bill had always had a problem with was confrontation. Sure, he stood up for what he believed in. Sure, he could give a sermon at church on occasion if the minister was going to be away. Sure, he could sing lead in the church choir. And sure, at work, he could be a pit bull if he had to be. But direct, personal confrontation he always tried to avoid. His wife liked this side of him as it meant she usually won the very rare disagreement they had. So, although he was curious what Kenneth thought of his daughter wearing a bikini, he wasn't going to ask.
"Oh God, you fucking bitch, don't stop, don't fucking stop," Paula moaned through the second straight double pleasure session as her inner and outer pleasure regions were engaged simultaneously.
Kayla attacked the clit while furiously finger banging the cunt, determined to get her mother-in-law off quickly. It worked, as within another thirty seconds she was enjoying the sweet nectar of pussy cum which gushed out the moment she pulled her fingers out... Paula controlling herself by biting her lip so she made limited noise when she came.
Kayla stood up a minute later, letting her mother-in-law's skirt fall, but keeping the still trembling woman's panties in her hand. "You don't get these back."
"But cum is still leaking out of me, you know how deep your father fires his load," Paula said, still enjoying the aftershocks of the orgasm which was squeezing Jamal's spunk back out of her.
"Yep, that is the point," Kayla said, just as the door opened. She moved her panty-holding hand behind her.
Paula's cheeks were red as Olivia, their neighbour walked in and asked, "Do you need any help in here?"
"Um, sure, I could use some help with the salad," Paula said, trying to act casual even as her juices and Jamal's remaining seed leaked out of her.
The next few hours, everyone behaved and visited traditionally, leaving none of the non-family guests the wiser to the wicked sins committed in their general presence.
It wasn't until after dinner, and everyone was gone except the family, that Kenneth made sure his mom finally got every dick in the family fuck club. While Jamal, Bill and Lenny watched sports highlights in the den, Kenneth excused himself and while the other ladies played watchdog, he fucked his mom in her bedroom.
"We shouldn't do this," Paula said, even as her son spread her legs.
"You don't want your son's dick?" Kenneth asked as he moved between his mom's thick thighs.
"Your dad is downstairs," Paula said, but her protest was only in words as she spread her legs wider and watched her son slide his dick in her pussy.
"He isn't leaving sports highlights," Kenneth said, as he placed his hands over his mom's tits through her blouse.
"That is likely true," she sighed with a moan, as her son's dick began fucking her.
"And we made a promise to each other we would all fuck you today," he said, as he squeezed his mom's huge fucking tits while fucking her.
"Well, that should be an everyday promise," Paula moaned, loving all the attention she'd gotten today... only her granddaughter not spending any 'private' time with her.
"Well, with the kids home for the summer, we'll do our best," he assured.
"Oh fuck," Paula moaned a couple of minutes later, "give me that dick, Mommy fucker."
"God, I love when you call me that," the son moaned.
"Well, it's accurate," she said. "You are literally fucking your Mommy with your fat cock." In truth, Kenneth wasn't as fat as his father, his best dick attribute was he had a sweet up-curve that just really stimulated her insides when he fucked her.
"God, I love your nasty tongue," he said, still in awe that this was happening every time he fucked his prim and proper mother.
"And I love your curvy dick," Paula moaned, "now fuck me in the bed your father occasionally fucks me in."
"That is so perverse," he groaned, getting close to coming.
"So is fucking your mother and using her as a cum rag, you nasty Mother fucker," Paula deviantly moaned. "Now fucking come in Mommy, come in her wet, needy cunt."
"Oh fuck, Mom," he said, his hands still on her covered breasts, as he was about to nut.
"Oh yes, baby, fuck me, fuck Mommy, fuck your cum-hungry sex toy," Paula said as she was about to come once again.
"Oh fuuuuck," Kenneth moaned, as he filled his mom's pussy.
"Yes, baby, yes, oh fuck, fuck, fuck," she babbled, but in a whisper as she didn't want her husband to hear as she came too.
Kenneth pulled out a moment later and simply pulled up his pants and walked out. As Paula lay there, enjoying the orgasm, she thought this was a little bit peculiar before she heard her granddaughter say, "69 time."
"You want to eat your dad's cum from your nana's pussy?" Paula asked, salivating when her granddaughter raised her short skirt up around her waist, exposing her normal uniform of garter belt and stockings without panties.
"Yes, and you get to eat your grandson's cum as he just nutted in me a couple of minutes ago," Melina said, as she climbed up on the bed and straddled her white grandmother's face.
"You guys may break me with all this sex," Paula said, as she watched the ripe pussy lower itself down on her, with some cum dripping right onto her forehead.
"I think you can handle it," Melina said before she leaned down and buried her face in the cum-filled pussy, seeing a small puddle already on the bed.
"Mmmmm," Paula replied, still weak from the last orgasm.
For about ten minutes, they pleasured each other without talking. It wasn't until Melina was close that she spoke. "Oh yes, Nana, I'm going to nut on your fucking face."
"Give it to me," Nana begged, close herself, but wanting to taste her granddaughter's forbidden fruit so badly.
"Oh yeah, Nana, oh fuck, such a good tongue," the granddaughter moaned.
Paula ate that pussy with aggression and was rewarded with a massive gush of pussy juice and creampie when Melina came. This time the girl didn't say anything, instead she ate her nana's pussy more aggressively even as her orgasm flooded out of her.
Paula lasted about two more minutes before she begged, "Don't stop. Don't stop. Right there. Right there. Right fucking theeeeere."
It was Melina's turn to lap up the luxurious mix of male and female cum which she eagerly did.
A couple of minutes later, they were getting off the bed when Jazmine opened the door and said, "Bill is coming."
Luckily, they were still dressed, just needing to straighten out skirts and blouses, and they both sat on the bed and chatted when Bill came in about thirty seconds later.
"Oh, sorry, am I interrupting anything?" Bill asked.
"No, we were just doing some granddaughter and nana bonding," Paula said.
"Yeah, I've never felt closer to her than I do now," Melina said.
"Oh, okay, I just needed to grab my iPad," he said, thinking they were acting weird, but he never tried to understand women.
An hour later, they were getting ready for bed when Bill noticed a stain on the bed. "What is this?"
Paula froze a moment, then decided to roll with the opportunity. "Probably cum," she said.
"Cum?" he replied in shock.
"Yeah, maybe some dripped out of me after you came in me yesterday," she said. "It was quite a nice load if I remember correctly."
Bill had no idea of how to respond to that shocking statement and as a way out almost asked why she hadn't cleaned it up or changed the bedding. Fortunately, he managed to hold his tongue, realizing nothing good could come from it right now. He was glad of his discretion when she followed up without his prompting.
"I liked you taking me two nights in a row," she said.
"Yeah, me too," he said, as he got in bed as did his still radiant bride.
Bill's mind was certainly on a different track now, but oddly, it made him think of the young people playing in the pool during the barbecue. So many of the young women showing so much more skin than was appropriate and none more eye-catching than his own granddaughter. "Did you see what Melina was wearing today?" he asked his wife.
"Not really," Paula said, yawning, feeling completely sexually satisfied after getting three loads from her three family men... so tonight she didn't need her husband's dick and was actually quite tired. It had been one hell of a day.
"She was in a bikini," he said, while simultaneously wondering what the odds of three straight days of sex were.
"So?" she asked.
"It wasn't a one-piece," Bill continued, a little surprised she wasn't surprised by this... modesty had always been a very important aspect of their core values. His wife had a very voluptuous body and very large breasts, yet almost no one would ever know because she tended to wear sweaters or dresses that hid them.
"Oh, Bill," she smiled, patting his leg over the blanket, "It's 2025, it's almost impossible to even find a place to buy a one-piece anymore."
"Really?" he asked.
"Yes," Paula said, having secretly gone shopping with her granddaughter to buy the bikini she'd worn today. The grandmother had also been convinced to buy one for herself, which she did, but it remained hidden in her underwear drawer.
"I guess," Bill said. "It just reveals too much skin. It leads to temptation."
"Men should be able to control themselves," his wife said, increasingly amazed that she had bought into all this misogynist religious bullshit for so long herself.
"True, true, but James 1:14 says, 'but each person is tempted when they are dragged away by their own evil desire and enticed.'"
"Are you calling our granddaughter evil?" Paula asked, looking at her husband with a hint of annoyance.
"No, no," Bill said, realizing how his Bible reference could be taken the wrong way. "I just don't like seeing my granddaughter showing so much skin."
"Well, why don't you tell her that?" Paula suggested.
"No, no, no," Bill said, shaking his head at the notion. His granddaughter was a very strong-willed woman, just like her mother and grandmother.
"Then let it go," Paula said.
"Okay," Bill nodded, knowing when to pick his battles... and this definitely wasn't one of them. As she turned away from him, he also learned he wasn't going to get sex three days in a row.
At the Myers', Jamal hammered his wife's asshole that was now available for fucking. The thrill of fucking his wife's big, tight ass and hearing her moan as her massive tits swayed all over the place was exhilarating. He was in awe that his granddaughter had convinced his wife to commit the ultimate sin of incest and now sodomy. And while he had struggled somewhat with his guilt after he had sex with his granddaughter and then daughter, he had accepted their granddaughter's logic that families should do everything together to stay close. Having seen so many broken families, so many lost children and so much hate in the world, the way his family was now spiritually and sexually connected had made him completely content in a way he never had been before.
"Yes, fuck my shit hole with that big fucking dick," Jazmine moaned, now loving a cock in her ass and annoyed at a society that had tainted this intimate act of surrendering yourself to someone you love. Why would anyone make something that is so pleasurable a sin? "I want that nut buried deep up my rectum, baby."
A couple of minutes later the husband obliged his wife, but only after she had come from the deep sodomy, coating the insides of her asshole with a big load.
Jazmine couldn't explain it, but after never talking nasty in her life, never swearing, always being a good Christian girl, just letting loose during sex had been the liberation she didn't know she needed.
Jamal pulled out and admired the gaped asshole as a little cum leaked out of it.
"Come clean your ass juices off my cock, baby," Jamal said, enjoying watching the wickedly dirty act of ass to mouth... and in awe that his proud, church choir singing, Sunday School-teaching wife would take it in the ass and then suck his cock.
"You are so nasty," she said, turning around and devouring his cock that had just been balls deep in her asshole.
"And I love how nasty you've become with me," Jamal sighed as he watched her eagerly devour his dirty cock. "I especially love seeing you on your knees worshipping," he added with a leer. After rarely getting blow jobs the past four decades and generally feeling bad afterwards about 'disrespecting' his wife, their new way of life and love felt so much more honest and natural, not to mention full-out fucking fantastic.



As she sucked her husband's cock and tasted her own tart asshole on his dick, Jazmine couldn't believe she had also allowed society and the church to convince her that sucking cock was wrong. Sure, she had done it when they were newly married and lost in the passion of young love, but the constant reminder that it was aberrant and sinful had dropped it down to something done only rarely, followed by pangs of sinful self-doubt that she had enjoyed the 'degrading' act almost as much as her clearly excited husband.
Having just shot his load up his wife's fine ass, 65-year-old Jamal was naturally getting softer rather than harder while she sucked him clean, but damn, it still felt so good. And what was even better were her moans around his prick as she did it. He might not be able to come back-to-back but Jaz sure could and going ass-to-mouth was clearly setting her up for another orgasm. When her hand snuck back between her legs and began rubbing, he knew it wouldn't be long and he knew exactly what he would do when she exploded. He was going to roll her over onto her back and bury his face in her plump pussy that he knew would be absolutely dripping with honey. Every time he tasted her now, he could only kick himself for believing all those years that eating pussy wasn't something a man should do, not a 'real man' or a 'man of God'. Well, now, with four juicy pussies to dine on, he was trying to make up for lost time.
Jazmine realized she wasn't going to get a creamy load out of her husband's big cock now, but she'd come to find the act of making a man surrender his very essence to her mouth both literally and figuratively delicious and something a woman should do any chance she could. Of course, what she was doing now, taking his cum-coated cock straight from her ass to her mouth was a whole different kind of delicious act, and it sent a thrill to her clit that started the countdown to her next climax. As she reached back and began toying with her swollen nub, she thought she might just roll over onto her back and pull Jamal's handsome face down to her juice box. Just as she'd discovered the joys of giving a good blow job, she'd also found that having her husband eat her pussy was cathartic and gave her a type of orgasm she hadn't known existed. Again, society had lied to her, but her grandchildren had awakened her to the truth and this freedom had allowed her to come alive again. A rebirth.
Meanwhile, at Kayla and Kenneth's house, Melina and her mother were in a lavish 69 while her father plugged her asshole and Lenny destroyed his mother's tight back door. This would become the new bedtime routine for the next few weeks as the twins lived with their parents before returning to college in the fall. The big surprise of the bedtime routine was where the cum would end up: today it was in both their assholes. Tomorrow it might be a double load down Melina's throat and the day after that Kayla could get two full loads all over her big tits. The saying that families that play together, stay together, had taken on a whole new meaning but each family member was living it to the core... except poor, oblivious Bill.
MONDAY JUNE 30 TH
Bill had to catch an early flight back to Boston to finish negotiations. He didn't want to leave, it had been such a great weekend, alas he really had to close this deal for his firm.
As soon as the Uber had picked him up, Paula texted Jazmine: Get the fuck over here, my pussy needs to be eaten right fucking now.
Jazmine, a morning person, was already up, and reading the newspaper (yes, she still got a newspaper delivered to her door every morning) when she received the text message. She smiled. Ever since Paula had been added to the family fun, the two of them had been enjoying each other's bodies all the time, like horny teenagers, and even had an agreement that neither of them could ever say no to another's sexual demand... not that either would want to. She poured herself a coffee, and one for Paula, and headed next door.
Yes, the Landers and the Myers had built their homes side by side in a new suburb back when they both got married and had lived there ever since. So, Jazmine walked out her back door, through the backyard gate they shared, past the pool, opened the glass sliding door that led into the kitchen and saw a naked Paula on the kitchen counter legs already spread and slowly fucking herself with a slim, long carrot.
"A carrot?" Jazmine asked.
"I wasn't sure if you were awake yet," Paula said.
"But a carrot?" Jazmine asked again, as she walked to the fridge and saw a big, long, fat zucchini just sitting there. She grabbed it and walked over to her horny best friend. "Now, this is a fuck toy."
"Sweet Jesus, are you serious?" Paula asked when she saw the size of the zucchini.
"Oh yeah," Jazmine purred, taking the carrot out, sucking off the juices and tossing it aside. "But first we've got to make sure this pussy is all revved up."
"With no place to go," Paula sang, a line from a Meatloaf song.
"That was a wild concert," Jazmine said, recalling the four of them seeing Meatloaf live back in 1977.
"Yeah, and it's time for some, 'Paradise by the Kitchen Light'," Paula sang again, having a great voice. They all did.
"Ain't no doubt about it, we are doubly blessed," Jazmine sang, as she bent down and licked her best friend's pussy like she had almost every day at least once, often twice since Paula had crossed the forbidden line of incestuous submission.
"'Cause we are barely sixty-five and we are barely dreeeessed," Paula adlibbed as she moaned on contact from her friend's eager, magical tongue. Her granddaughter had been the first to let her know the pleasure of being licked, and her daughter-in-law had dined on her delicacy many times since too, as had the men, but no one ate her pussy like Jazmine.
"Ain't no doubt about it, baby got to go and shout it, ain't no doubt about it," Jazmine sang sensually while between Paula's big, thick, white legs.
"Okay, enough singing, more eating," Paula demanded, so horny, as she grabbed Jazmine's head and guided it deep into her oasis of juice.
"Mmmmmmmm, fuck you taste good," Jazmine said, now loving using the word 'fuck', a word she never uttered once in her first sixty-plus years and actually grounded her daughter for saying back when she was a teenager.
"Yeah, you love eating my pussy, don't you?" Paula moaned.
"You know it," Jazmine replied before she really began to eat that peach.
Paula closed her eyes, let go of the back of Jazmine's head and placed both hands behind her for balance as she enjoyed the eager tongue.
About five minutes later, Jazmine was lapping up the sweet nectar of her best friend's cum. While she now enjoyed swallowing her husband's, son-in-law's and grandchild's creamy semen, nothing satisfied her taste buds more than pussy cum. She could eat it all day and was frequently now doing that. "Fuck, I love your pussy juices," she said, lapping it up a good two minutes after she had got her best friend off.
"And I love watching you between my legs," Paula said.
"Just watching?" Jazmine said, moving up and kissing her.
"Well, I also enjoy showing and doing," Paula smiled as she slid off the counter, continuing to her knees. She paused for a moment to drink in the incredible image of Jazmine in yoga shorts that gave her the most obvious, outrageous, outstanding camel toe ever. Her friend's love of eating pussy was also obvious from the growing wet spot in the light gray material. Leaning in, Paula inhaled deeply and kissed the wet spot before slowly peeling the second skin off Jaz's wide hips and thick thighs, unveiling that the black goddess had recently shaved her snatch.
Paula looked up at her lady love in awe. "For you," Jazmine smiled as she stepped out of the pooled shorts and spread her glorious legs.
"Fuck, I love chocolate pastries with strawberry filling," Paula purred, before burying her face between the plump black pussy lips and thrusting her tongue into the perfectly framed pink interior.
"Oh yeah, eat that pussy, get that tongue in there, slut," Jazmine moaned a couple of minutes into the pussy pleasing, always getting animated and a little dominant when getting her pussy eaten by Paula... a role reversal as she was naturally submissive and obedient to all the family men who fucked her holes, and also submissive to her dominant granddaughter. Her daughter was a submissive like herself and they usually kept it tame when they pleasured each other. That said, she had noticed Kayla getting a little more aggressive their last few sexual encounters.
As Paula licked, addicted to pussy now, she moved her hands up and squeezed her best friend's huge tits over her casual outfit. She never knew she liked tits until she discovered she liked tits... especially big tits. Jugs. Udders.
"God, you are obsessed with my titties," Jazmine said, as she pulled her t-shirt up and over her head.
"They are so big," Paula said, now squeezing them over a lace bra while continuing to lick her best friend's delicious wet pussy.
"As are yours," Jazmine purred, unclasping her bra and tossing it aside.
Paula now could cup the black flesh as she multitasked in a way she never ever imagined doing.
"Yeah, eat my pussy, play with my titties," Jazmine moaned, the double attention enhancing the growing pleasure inside her.
About two minutes later, perhaps three, Jazmine warned, "I'm getting close, baby."
"Yeah, nut on my face," Paula replied, the word 'nut' such a fun word.
"Yeah, you want my nut, slut?" Jazmine asked, her orgasm rising rapidly, Paula having gotten very good at pussy licking rather quickly. She always had liked to do a great job at anything she did.
"Oh yeah, Jaz, give me that nut, you know I want you to come all over my white face," Paula said. Neither were into extreme race play, but the odd reminder and use of the words black and white did enhance their sexually charged encounters.
"Oh yeah, I'm going to coat your pretty granny face with my cum," Jazmine moaned, grabbing Paula's head and roughly pressing it against her wetness and grinding up and down on it. She always came harder when she did this.
Paula just kept her tongue extended and enjoyed the kinky ride knowing in a minute or so she would receive the warm, sweet, tangy chocolate sauce she craved.
"Oh yes, oh yes, fucking take my nut, you nasty granny-pussy munching incestuous pet," Jazmine rambled off before a massive gush of cum flooded out of her and into the eager, hungry, open mouth of her best friend.
Paula lapped up the juices like it was a sweet wine, which for her it was, not stopping for a couple of minutes before Jazmine pushed her away. "You keep doing that and you are going to get a golden shower."
"What is that?" Paula asked, still on her knees.
"When someone pees on you," Jazmine said, their granddaughter having told her a story about doing that to a girl back in college.
"Oh," Paula said, at first worried, then intrigued.
"Don't worry, I'm not going to do that to you," Jazmine said, pulling Paula up from her knees and licking her own juices off her friend's lips. She then added, "Yet."
"You are so bad," Paula said, shaking her head.
They sat down, drank their coffee and Paula asked, "So, how is taking it in the ass?"
"Oooooh, are you coming around and considering sodomy?" Jazmine playfully asked.
"I am slightly curious," Paula said.
"Well, you know how two out of three ain't bad?" Jazmine asked.
"Uh, I think so," Paula said, clicking back to their earlier Meatloaf banter, but still confused by the question.
"Getting your mouth and pussy fucked," Jazmine clarified.
"Oh, yeah, sure," Paula nodded.
"Well, three out of three is really good," Jazmine smiled. "You've really got to try it."
"Lenny is making it pretty clear he expects me to give it up to him before he fucks me again," Paula said.
"Well, you know you can't resist that big caramel cock," Jazmine said.
"I know," Paula said.
"Well, if you want, I can be there to help prep you," Jazmine said, getting to her feet, stepping around the corner of the kitchen table and reaching down to squeeze her friend's big, white tits from behind.
"That would be great," Paula said, watching her pink nipples grow as the black fingers flicked them.
"Pot lube works in your asshole too," Jazmine purred as she released the big tits and twisted on the back of the kitchen chair until her naked friend swiveled it 90 degrees.
"It does?"
"Oh yeah, it does," Jazmine nodded, again dropping to her knees between the thick thighs.
"I guess that would help," Paula said, being a complete convert to the use of pot lube in her pussy, especially when she was meant to pull a train of family men.
Next Jazmine maneuvered her friend's hands to behind her own knees and then pushed up on the undersides of Paula's thighs. The white woman was feeling both increasingly nervous and increasingly excited as she caught onto the unspoken instructions and pulled back on her legs, really opening up her crotch to her best friend's hungry gaze.
"My sweet, you are going to look so hot with that big, caramel dick buried between these big, white ass cheeks," Jazmine said, reaching out to press those cheeks apart.
"You are so poetic," Paula said, shaking her head, even while feeling the wetness growing between her splayed open pussy lips.
"I know, right?" Jazmine smiled, as she suddenly leaned in and gave a few languid, wicked licks to the virgin back door.
"What are you doing?" Paula gasped, shocked at feeling the wet tongue on her rosebud, but unable to simply drop her legs to stop it.
"Just giving you a tease of what kind of preparation I'll be doing for you once you decide to give up this delicious white asshole to our grandson's big cock," Jazmine said, resisting the temptation to finger that inviting hole before she stood back up and slapped Paula's ass.
"You are so bad," Paula laughed awkwardly, finally dropping her legs and straightening up in her chair, unsure how she felt about having her friend's tongue licking her asshole.
Jazmine leaned in and looked her friend in the eyes. "I thought we'd agreed that nothing we are doing is bad?"
"As long as it's rooted in love," Paula said, completing the mantra they'd developed.
"We are, however, two very nasty sluts," the black woman growled before giving her friend a much-more-than-friendly goodbye kiss.
It was later that Paula realized the zucchini had never been used. She shrugged as she put it back in the fridge. "Perhaps another time."
TUESDAY JULY 1 ST
"So, you want your ass fucked, Nana?" Melina asked, walking into the older woman's kitchen in a white blouse, plaid skirt and beige thigh high stockings that were completely in view.
"Your papa would have a heart attack if he saw you in that outfit," Paula said, studiously ignoring the girl's opening statement as she and Jazmine were having coffee. They hadn't had their morning homemade pie yet as Jazmine had said they had to wait for their granddaughter to get there. That had been fine with Paula, who'd been excited for one last playtime with the sexy girl before she and Lenny headed to Europe the next day for a ten-day excursion.
"Grandpa liked it," Melina said, lifting up the skirt, showing a little cum leaking out of her. She scooped some up on her finger, walked over to her Nana and moved her finger to her mouth.
Paula opened her mouth and sucked the small amount of Jamal's cum from her granddaughter's finger. "Mmmmmmm, delicious," she purred, before she dropped to her knees and added, "although I'd rather get it right from the source."
Melina moved one foot up on the chair and watched her big-framed nana lick her pussy.
"What time is your flight tomorrow?" Jazmine asked, beginning a conversation like there wasn't a sex act happening right before her.
"Seven in the morning," Melina answered.
"So, you will need to be there at five," Jazmine said.
"Yeah, that may kill me," Melina sighed.
"It will be a long day."
"Yeah, I hate flying."
"Me too."
"But I love traveling," Melina said.
"I'm so glad we've been able to do so much together," Jazmine said. "Though I do sometimes wish we'd started the global trips earlier, trekking to Ireland or Japan would have been even better with the energy that we had in our twenties or thirties versus what we have today."
"Mom said the same thing," Melina laughed, as Paula licked and listened, feeling slightly neglected, which was somehow both annoying and exciting.
"Well, people have an entire life to get a job and all that adult stuff, they shouldn't put off exploring the world for 'later'," said Jazmine.
"I think Lenny and I are going to try and balance those things better than you were able to," Melina responded. Then she stroked Nana's mostly gray hair, "Because we know there's a lot of wonderful life to miss if you don't go for it right now."
"Like we missed out so long on the joy of eating a delicious, dirty twat," Paula said, as she savoured the tangy cream pie the girl's grandfather had deposited in the sweet, young pussy.
"Mmmmmmmm, you do look good with your face buried in my pussy," Melina said, enjoying the sweet, tender licking, but not close to coming because her grandfather had given her double orgasms before he nutted in her. She loved the fact that older men lasted so long. Lenny was no short fuse when it came to coming and he reloaded relatively quickly, but her older family lovers all lasted longer.
"I could live here," Paula said, as she continued her eager licking.
"You will always have a home here," Melina smiled, then she suggested, "Let's take this morning munch to the bedroom."
Melina then pulled her nana up and kissed her. After a moment, she broke the kiss and said, "I do taste good on your lips."
"Agreed," Paula said, as they headed to the bedroom just as her phone rang. She sighed, "I should probably get that."
"Don't be long," Melina said.
"I won't be," Paula said, as she grabbed her cell and answered it. "Is something wrong?" she asked, not used to a morning phone call from her husband.
Bill hesitated, stunned by the opening heat. "Ah, no, I just need you to check a file that I left on the nightstand," he said.
"Oh," Paula said, a little worried, as Jazmine and Melina had already gone to her bedroom.
"Yeah, I forgot it this morning," Bill said. "Can you open the folder and see the percentage of return from 2020?"
"Um, okay," she said, as she walked to her bedroom and saw the two other women were now both naked with only Melina's thigh high stockings remaining to cover anything. Melina was lying on her back as Jazmine was between her wonderfully toned thighs, the big black ass in perfect view. She talked loudly, "So, what do you need again?"
"The percentage of return for 2020," he answered, "the numbers we have here don't seem correct."
"Okay," Paula said. "Give me a moment."
"Who is on the phone?" Melina asked, as her hand rested gently on the back of Grandma Jaz's head.
"Your Papa," Paula said, as she opened the file, just a couple of feet away from the lesbian act.
"Hi, Papa," Melina yelled out.
"Melina is there?" Bill asked.
"Yeah, she came to visit before they head to Europe tomorrow morning," Paula said, as she looked for the percentage of return in 2020. Without her glasses, which she only used for reading, it was a little hard to find.
"Let me talk to him," Melina said, reaching for the phone.
Paula nervously handed her cell phone to her granddaughter and then went to grab her glasses.
"Hi, Papa," Melina greeted warmly.
"Hi, I hope you are having a good visit," Bill said, in a bit of a hurry, but not going to say that to Melina.



"Yeah, we are just having a brunch," the granddaughter said.
"That is nice."
"Yeah, we are taking turns trying out homemade delicacies," Melina said, winking at her nana who was now wearing her glasses.
Paula gasped at the naughty innuendo but knew there was no way Bill would remotely catch on.
"This one is delicious," Jazmine spoke up, as she licked her granddaughter's amazingly sweet homemade pussy juice... with the added ingredient... her husband's cum.
"Jazmine is there too?" Bill asked.
"Of course," Melina said, "they are usually together."
"Have been their whole life," Bill agreed with a chuckle.
"Yeah, I hope I have a friend like that someday," Melina said, her two best female friends being relatively new acquaintances.
"I'm sure you will," Bill said, as Paula perused the file.
"Tell him it is 8.3 percent," Paula said, then took her glasses off, and then her clothes. For some reason, this lesbian act being performed while her husband was on the phone unaware turned her on. Plus, she wanted her granddaughter's pussy back in her mouth.
"I'm supposed to tell you, 8.3 percent," Melina said, letting out just a soft moan.
"What was that?" Bill asked.
"I moaned enjoying the sweet-tasting brunch," Melina said.
"Okay," he said.
Paula, now naked, joined the two on the bed and leaned down and sucked on her granddaughter's perfectly sized breast. Smaller than hers or Jazmine's, but big enough to be noticed in almost any outfit.
"I need to get going," Bill said, "can I talk to my wife?"
"Sure, although she is really enjoying a nice, juicy grapefruit at the moment," Melina wickedly said.
"Hey, save some of that grapefruit for me," Jazmine called out while she kept licking the delicious pussy.
"Let's swap," Paula whispered into Jazmine's ear as Melina handed her the phone. To Bill she said, "Is that the number you needed?"
"Yes, and I'm happy I checked, the number we had here was half of that," Bill said, unaware that his wife was in their bed crawling between his granddaughter's legs and Jazmine was moving up to worship two perfect grapefruits.
"I'm happy I could help," Paula said, as she moved her face to the glistening, sweet young pussy. "But I've got to go. I am starving and my snack is ready."
"Okay, eat away," he said, unaware of what he was telling her to do.
"Mmmmm, fresh peach cobbler," Paula said, extending her tongue and licking even as her husband was still on the phone.
"Enjoy, I got to go," he said. "Love you."
"Oh, I plan to," Paula said, and hung up and then buried her face hungrily in her granddaughter's addictive pussy.
"That was hot," Melina moaned, as her pussy was licked while her tits were also pleasured.
"Yeah, you're so nasty, Paula," Jazmine said, switching from the left tit to the right tit.
"That is because you two are a bad influence on me," Paula defended as she licked.
"And you love it," Melina purred, as she enjoyed the full assault family attack.
"We do," both grannies said in perfect unison.
"Now, Nana, I noticed you ignored my earlier statement about giving up this juicy ass of yours," Melina said, admiring said juicy ass which was poking up as its owner was on elbows and knees committing lesbian incest.
"Yeah, I've heard what you all say about it, but I'm still not sure I'm ready for that," Paula answered. However, since, unlike Melina, she had not had her morning orgasm yet and now was super horny from eating the girl's pussy, she wasn't really thinking straight.
"Oh, you will love it, won't she, Grandma?" Melina said.
"Yes, she will love taking big dicks up her shit hole," Jazmine wickedly replied.
"Oh dear, Jazmine," Paula moaned from the wicked words as she kept licking her delicious granddaughter.
"I want you to prep Nana's asshole for Lenny's dick while we're away," Melina said.
"I can do that," Jazmine agreed. Then, deciding there was no reason to wait, she moved away from her granddaughter's grapefruits and knelt behind her best friend's big white ass.
"I really am not sure I am ready for that," Paula repeated, as she felt her ass cheeks pulled apart just like yesterday and a tongue suddenly licking her asshole.
"Who is in charge here, Nana?" Melina asked, moving her hand under her nana's chin and pulling it up to look her right in the eyes.
"You are," Paula replied, without hesitation.
"And you will obey all my orders, correct?"
"Yes," Paula nodded, as she felt her asshole getting excessively bathed with wetness. Unlike yesterday, this was more than a tease and it felt both weird and oddly relaxing.
"Good, so you will let your best friend prep that big, juicy, pink asshole for family cock," Melina said. "Is that clear?"
"Yes," Paula nodded, knowing she would do anything her granddaughter told her to and finding such obedience exhilarating.
"Now, do you want to make me come?"
"Yes, I want you to nut all over your nana's face," Paula replied, craving that ripe pussy and for some reason getting turned on having her asshole licked.
"Good, Nana," Melina purred and guided her nana's face back to her wet pussy.
About a minute later, Melina ordered, "Slide a finger in her asshole, Grandma. Just a quick tease for today."
"Okay," Jazmine obeyed, sliding one finger, ever so slowly, inside the virgin asshole.
"Oh, my God," Paula gasped, now using the Lord's name often in moments of rapture and sin, which more and more these days happened at the same time. She couldn't explain what this felt like: a subtle discomfort; a slight pleasure; but mostly just a surreal reality that she had a finger in her poop chute and it wasn't for medical reasons. These people really thought the anus was just another hole for sex. What she was feeling now made her wonder if they might not be right.
"Oh yeah, Nana, you will be a cock hungry, three-hole cum dump very soon," Melina assured.
"Yeah, this asshole was made for fucking," Jazmine said, as she slowly watched her entire finger disappear.
"This is so wrong," Paula moaned, even as she kept licking Melina's pussy.
"And like every other aspect of our incestuous exploration it is soooo right," Melina said, before instructing, "Now Grandma, get back over here and suck my grapefruits."
"Yes, honey," Jazmine obeyed, pulling her finger out of Paula's ass and resuming worshipping her granddaughter's firm titties.
Paula originally felt a relief that the focus on her asshole was done, yet as she continued dining on Melina's delicacy, she felt an odd sense of emptiness and a desire to have that finger back in her asshole.
Over the next hour, Melina's body was worshipped by both her grannies. Five orgasms later, her body completely spent, she lay there as first Grandma Jazmine and then Nana Paula sat on her face and got themselves off with her face and tongue.
As they all lay on the bed, recovering, Jazmine said, "We need to get Bill involved."
"Yes, the lying is killing me," Paula said.
"That didn't seem to be a problem when you were talking on the phone," Melina teased.
"I am going to Hell," Paula sighed.
"We are all one with God," Melina said and then she quoted scripture. "From Timothy: 'and provide for your family, because if you don't, you reject the faith and are worse than someone who doesn't believe in God.'"
"So, eating my granddaughter's pussy, sucking my son's dick, getting fucked by my grandson and all the other naughty things I do is to provide for my family?" Paula asked, simultaneously exhilarated by her own wantonness, while still feeling a clenching of guilt in her belly for being so sacrilegious. After all, she hadn't lost her faith in God, just in the men who she now felt ran their churches to meet their own desires, not the Lord's.
"Yes," Melina nodded, "and very soon we will have to bring Papa Bill into the fold."
"How about on the Monday after you guys return from your trip when we take Paula's asshole?" Jazmine asked, having already suggested to Lenny that Monday when Bill was gone to his usual Monday men's church group would be a good time to take his nana's anal cherry.
"Nana, you want that big white ass fucked?" Melina asked.
"Well, want is a strong word," Paula admitted, thinking of the tongue and finger in her asshole earlier. "But I am curious, and Jazmine won't stop pushing me to do it."
"A dick in the ass is pretty fucking great," Melina said.
"Really fucking great," Jazmine said.
"Oh, and you know what? That will be Nude Day," Melina said, "how perfect."
"There is a Nude Day?" Jazmine asked.
"What is Nude Day?" Paula questioned.
"It's every July 14th," Melina said. "In fact, the first time I sucked Lenny's cock was on Nude Day in the summer before we started college."
"So, it's a romantic anniversary for you," Jazmine teased.
"So, what exactly is Nude Day?" Paula repeated her question over the other two's laughter.
"It's a day where we are supposed to celebrate the natural beauty of our bodies by being nude," Melina said.
"That should be every day," Jazmine joked.
"I can't disagree with that," Paula said, as she moved her hands on Melina's silky sheer nylons. "Although I do like these stockings."
"Yes, on that note, I expect you two to start wearing these," Melina said.
"We will go shopping before you return," Jazmine assured.
"Yes, I want to get some of these," Paula said.
"Go to Lingerie Bouquet, tell them you are my grandmothers," Melina said, "they will treat you well."
"Okay," Paula said.
Ten minutes later, Melina was leaving and kissed both of them on the lips. "You know, I love you both."
"I love you too," both Jazmine and Paula said.
"And I plan to show it every time I am with you," the granddaughter said.
"As we will with you," Jazmine said and Paula nodded.
"And when we get home, you are getting that big ass of yours so fucking fucked," Melina said, breaking the sweetness with her trademark nastiness.
"She can't wait," Jazmine spoke for her best friend.
"Yeah, I can't wait," Paula said, but her tone didn't sound quite as enthusiastic as her friend's.
Melina left, the two of them had lunch, and then Lenny surprised them in the afternoon with his mother where they enjoyed a reverse gangbang. The three older women took turns sucking his cock; at one point Paula was sucking his dick, Kayla his balls and Jazmine his ass, leading to him nutting all over Paula's face. After Lenny munched on each pussy to get them revved up, he took turns fucking each of his lovely family sluts for a good twenty-five-minute marathon. All three sexy ladies came, Paula twice, before Lenny finally nutted in his mother's pussy.
As Lenny was getting dressed, the three ladies ended in a mouth-to-pussy daisy chain with Jazmine getting the privilege of dining on the cream pie.
"Love you, ladies," he said, as he watched the three large ladies in a hot as fuck lesbian threesome.
"Love you too," each echoed from between another woman's legs.
WEDNESDAY JULY 2 ND
With the grandchildren gone, the orgies became tamer and it was mostly now just random hookups. That first night they were away though, with Bill still in Boston, and Jamal and Kenneth at the golf course, taking advantage of the late summer sun, the three ladies were all at Paula's house having some wine. Bill was unaware that his wife and family had started having forbidden spirits and would have been mortified as neither he nor his wife had ever had any alcohol as it was a sin. Paula, though, now enjoyed a glass or two of wine almost every night her husband wasn't around.
Even more shocking for Bill, if he was to ever find out, was the reality his family now partook in smoking weed or eating pot brownies and using pot lube to enhance sexual stimulation and greatly expand the number of orgasms each woman could have. For example, Paula had had no idea how powerful an orgasm could be before she crossed the line of incest, and that pleasure increased even more when pot lube was inserted in her pussy and rubbed on her big, fat fucking clit.
All the ladies a little tipsy, and all their pussies high with the pot lube, they also shared a joint before Kayla walked out of the bathroom wearing a strap-on harness.
"What is that?" Paula gasped, seeing a big dick on her daughter-in-law's waist. The joint was strong and mixed with the alcohol, she was drunk, high and horny.
"Shit, that is one big fake dick," Jazmine said, horny as fuck.
"While my baby girl is away, she decided I would be in charge," Kayla said, as she walked over to her mother and mother-in-law, who was really a second mother.
"She did, did she?" Jazmine said, looking at the big cock... at ten-ish inches, it was bigger than any of the men.
"Yeah. Do you have a problem with that?" Kayla asked, now standing before the two older women who were sitting on a couch.
"Just clarifying," the mother asked, admiring her beautiful daughter and her solid body and still impressively firm tits... unlike her own sagging monsters... gravity was a bitch.
"Fuck me," Paula blurted out, wanting to feel that big cock in her pot-lubed burning pussy. Once the lube took effect, she was a desperate, insatiable slut. Add alcohol and weed to the mix and she was ready to obey any order given.
"No, fuck your Momma first," Jazmine countered, as she spun around and offered up her big black booty.
"Both you granny sluts, bend over and offer me those wet, fat pussies," Kayla ordered, enjoying the unique situation of being in charge. She was submissive to her husband and father, and submissive to her children, but this was a new experience.
Paula obeyed in record speed for a large woman in her mid-sixties and soon both were kneeling on the couch, their hands on the top of the sofa with their back ends exposed and ready for penetration.
"Shit, you sluts really want this ten-inch snake, don't you?" Kayla said, admiring both big, fat, juicy asses. She hoped her ass was this fine in twenty-plus years.
"Yes, give me that big cock," Paula begged, wiggling her ass.
"Slide that dick in your Momma, baby girl," Jazmine replied, shaking that black booty for her daughter.
"There is only one solution here," Kayla said, "as I don't want to disappoint either of my Mommas."
"And what is that?" Paula asked as she felt Kayla's hands on her hips.
"To fuck both of you," Kayla said, as she slid her dick in her white Momma.
"Oh yes, fuuuuuuuck, so big," Paula moaned loudly, as all ten inches filled her needy, greedy pussy.
"Hey, what about me?" Jazmine whined, annoyed that the ten-inch dick wasn't plugging her pussy.
"Don't you say patience is a virtue, Momma?" Kayla asked, as she slowly pumped her huge cock in Paula's pussy.
"Not when your Momma is high and horny," Jazmine countered and then demanded in a strong listen-to-your-mother tone, "Now bring that fuck stick and pound your Momma, right fucking now."
"No, keep fucking me, baby, keep giving me that monstrous cock," Paula begged, the extra inches reaching new depths in her pussy which created new pleasurable sensations.
"Ten," Kayla announced, apparently having been counting off her pussy strokes, then pulled out of Paula, moved behind her Momma, and slid her cock inside her eager mother.
"Nooooooo," Paula whined.
"About fucking time," Jazmine said with a moan.
"And you, Momma," Kayla said, slapping her mom's ass, "I'm in charge. So, no more sass or I'll just give all my attention to Paula."
"You are becoming just like your daughter," Jazmine said.
"Well, Melina says both you two need a strong woman to dominate you," Kayla said, as she began slow strokes in her Momma.
"Oh yeah, you going to be our Mistress, baby girl?" Jazmine moaned. "Make us do dirty, naughty, things?"
"Mistress, I like that," Kayla said, as she gave the last couple of strokes. "Ten."
As her daughter pulled out of her, the mother whined, "Nooooo."
"I'm going back and forth, sluts," Kayla explained, "and get these sloppy granny pussies all wet and desperate."
"Oh yes, slam that cock back in me, honey," Paula moaned, as her daughter-in-law moved behind her. "Fuck your husband's mother hard. Use her like a slut."
"As you wish," Kayla obliged, slamming into her, and giving her ten hard, deep, body-slamming thrusts.
"Yes, yes, like that, hammer my fucking cunt," Paula moaned, the words escaping her mouth as nasty as she could, including using a word she had only used a couple other times since it was just sooooo naughty.
"Oh yeah, you love my big cock, don't you slut?" Kayla asked as she pulled out, the dick glistening with her wetness.
"Oh yes, I fucking love being your slut," Paula said, a rush of adrenaline coursing through her from the hard pounding.
"How about you, Momma?" Kayla asked, moving back to the bent-over black ass and sliding her ten-inch python back into her mother. "Do you like being your daughter's slut?"
"Yes, baby," Jazmine moaned, as the cock filled her up, "I love being my daughter's Momma-slut, now give it to me good."
"Momma-slut," Kayla purred, as she bucked her hips up against her mother's big ass and held still, needing to catch her breath from this amazingly strenuous workout. "That is fucking hot."
"It is, isn't it? Would you like having your own Momma-slut to fuck or sit on her face any time you want?" Jazmine wickedly said, the idea of her daughter using her whenever she wanted a massive turn-on.
"Mmmmmmm," Kayla purred, as she completed her ten strokes and moved over to the other desperately hungry pussy. She continued a back and forth between the two granny pets for a good fifteen minutes of nasty fucking before a wicked idea popped into her head.
"Want to both get fucked at the same time?" she asked.
"God, yes," Paula responded, this fuck and stop was driving her absolutely crazy... she had been close to coming for the past five minutes.
"Yes, dammit, Momma needs to come," Jazmine responded irately... like her best friend she had been on the brink of apocalypse for the past few frustrating, orgasm-denying minutes.
"All right," Kayla said, taking up a position centered between the two of them and reaching out to begin fingering both sloppy wet pussies. But it didn't stop with diddling, it progressed to finger fucking; finger fucking that kept going deeper until the woman's entire hands disappeared inside the cunts that had been left gaping by the ten-inch destroyer.
"Oh fuck, you nasty bitch," Paula screamed, as the fist filled her.
"Oh yes, baby girl, fist fuck Momma, fist fuck your Momma-pet," Jazmine moaned, this so kinky and immediately making the flame of desire consume her.
"You granny sluts like being fist-fucking puppets?" Kayla asked as she pumped both her arms smoothly inside them.
"Oh yes, fist fuck my cunt, fist fuck my cunt," Paula repeated. "I want to be your nasty granny fuck toy cum slut."
"Oh fuck, faster, fist your Momma hard," Jazmine demanded, her moaning wild.
"Oh shit, yes, Kayla, I'm going tooooo--," Paula couldn't even finish the sentence as her long brimming orgasm exploded in her like internal fireworks.
"Come Momma, come like the fucking Momma-slut you are, come for your Mistress, you nasty nigger slut," Kayla ordered.
The hard 'N' word had never been used during their many encounters, but timing is everything, and hearing the word come out of her daughter's mouth was so nasty and wrong it made Jazmine scream, as she came instantly, "Fuuuuuuuuuuck!"
Kayla pulled both wrists and hands out and watched the juices gush out of both gaping pussies before she moved her face to her mom's and drank up as much of that sweet homemade cum as she could.
Both grandmothers remained there on their knees quaking and enjoying their intense orgasms before Kayla surprised both of them by sliding her hands back into their pussies and fist-fucking them to a second orgasm each.



Kayla then got out of the harness, had Paula move off the sofa, pushed her mother onto her back and sat on her face.
Paula watched the incestuous act and couldn't help but think she wished she had her own daughter.
"I love you, Kayla," Paula said, feeling such joy and warmth after the wild, drug-infused, three-girl orgy.
"I love you too," Kayla said, loving seeing her mother-in-law talk nasty, get fucked, but also still be her loving second mother.
That night, Jazmine had Jamal fuck her pussy to another orgasm, then pound her ass to yet another, before she blew his dick with her ass juices until he nutted in her mouth... still high and so fucking revved up.
Kayla, still horny from her wild lesbian dominance, had Kenneth fuck her and come inside her. Unfortunately, too quickly and she made him eat the cream pie until she reached climax.
Paula, still horny after the wild lesbian encounter, ended up fucking herself to a couple more orgasms with the same zucchini from before.
THURSDAY JULY 3 RD
A busy day preparing for the community Fourth of July celebrations.
That said, those preparations were not started until after Paula headed over to visit Jazmine and enjoy a lengthy 69 breakfast while Jamal generously fucked her from behind to three consecutive orgasms. The double pleasure of being licked and fucked driving Paula wild as did feeling Jamal's big cock twitch and unload inside her as she screamed in her best friend's pussy.
As cum leaked out of her and they sat down for coffee, Paula stressed, "We have to tell Bill."
"Agreed," Jamal said. "While I feel no guilt fucking my daughter and granddaughter, I do feel some guilt fucking my best friend's wife."
"Not enough guilt not to unload in her pussy," his wicked wife pointed out.
"I feel guilt afterwards or any time I see him," Jamal said, this being the only guilt he had over any of the sinful acts he was participating in. "I hate keeping this from him."
"Well, let's wait until the grandchildren get back home from Europe," Jazmine said. "They have effectively seduced the rest of us; I am sure Melina will have a plan to get Bill to succumb too."
"I hope so," said Paula, "because I also feel guilty when not horny."
"Well, then let's keep you horny," Jazmine smiled.
Paula laughed, "All I already think about now is cock and pussy."
"Well, God did make both of them and made them to go together," Jazmine pointed out, "so what we are doing can't really be wrong can it?"
"A generously liberal view of the Bible," Paula smiled, "but I'll take it."
Despite Bill's absence, the traditional Thursday dinner happened at Paula's home. Jazmine and Jamal left after dessert, actual dessert and not cock and cum, as Jazmine had a migraine.
It was just after eight o'clock, Paula was eating her daughter-in-law's pussy while her son fucked her in her marital bed. Being able to give and receive at the same time really made Paula happy and she was getting close to orgasm when her phone rang.
Paula sighed, from the ringtone she knew it was her husband, but she was really enjoying being the center of a threesome. "It's your father."
Kenneth said, pulling out of his mom and her great pussy, loving fucking her from behind, the big ass just so juicy, "I'll get it, don't move."
"Yes, slut, I'm close to coming on that pretty face of yours," the daughter-in-law said.
"Hey, Dad," Kenneth said, as he walked back to the bed. "Oh, just keeping your wife company while you are gone."
"That's good, I feel bad being gone so long," Bill said. This deal had been one frustration after another... and still not as close to being done as he had expected.
"Are you going to be back in time for the Fourth of July party?" Kenneth asked, as he moved back behind his mom and squeezed her big, fat, white ass. God, it was perfect for giving hard back shots.
"That's one of the reasons why I'm calling," Bill said, knowing his wife would be upset with him missing the traditional Fourth of July celebration. He'd hoped to fly in early tomorrow morning, but now he needed to host the Japanese buyers who wanted to experience an American patriotic day. He hoped this would finally seal the deal.
"Oh, Dad," Kenneth sighed, even as he slid his dick back into his mother, rubbing one big white ass cheek as he did... the perverse thrill of fucking his mom while on the phone with his dad was a new kinky act.
"He isn't coming, is he?" Paula asked, her son's tone telling her all she needed to know. At least she would soon be coming.
"Let me talk to her," Bill said.
"Okay," Kenneth said, leaning down, his dick buried balls deep in his mother's pussy. "It's Dad."
Paula gave one more lick before she grabbed the phone, even as her son slowly slid his dick in and out of her... the pot lube and the reality her son was fucking her on her marital bed adding to the euphoria of the moment. Her opening words to her husband were, "This better not be the call I think it's going to be," clearly demonstrated her ability to simultaneously be angry and horny... it was a strange new feeling.
"Honey, I'm so sorry," Bill said, having known she would be mad, but not expecting the instant hostility.
"I have heard that before," Paula said, leaning down and licking her daughter-in-law once... for some reason being in the center of an incestuous threesome made this news easier to take... as did the dick really making her pussy burn. She used to hate being alone for so long, but since she'd joined the family fucking, she was hardly ever alone, and his absences were much more tolerable. Even so, this call still really annoyed her. Partly because she had heard this song before and partly because he was interrupting her threesome... although not completely since her son was still slowly fucking her and she was taking the odd lick of the pussy before her.
"I know, I know," Bill said, feeling guilty, but also caught with the responsibility of his job... this perhaps his last major deal before he retired.
Kenneth, feeling kinky and horny, his mom's pussy the one he liked fucking the best -- he had always been a Mommy's boy -- pulled back and slammed into her big ass, making her full cheeks shake.
"Oh! Oooooooh," Paula grunted and then moaned, delightfully surprised by the sudden deep thrust.
"You okay?" Bill asked, hearing his wife make a strange sound.
"Kenneth just gave me a sausage," Paula wickedly said, which made Kayla gasp, just as the sexy mother-in-law licked her pussy lips.
"Isn't it late for dinner?" Bill asked.
"We are having some late-night snacks," the wife explained, looking up at her daughter-in-law with a wicked smile, "and your naughty son just forced a sausage on me. Caught me by surprise."
Kenneth feeling emboldened by his mom's words gave her three hard, deep thrusts.
"Oooooooh, my God," Paula moaned, her tits swaying wildly from the fantastic back shots and unable to control her sounds when the strokes were so random.
"What did you say?" Bill gasped, his wife never using the Lord's name in vain.
"Um, I, I was just praising the sausage, it is absolutely delicious," Paula explained, as her daughter-in-law snapped her fingers and pointed to her somewhat neglected pussy.
"Well, don't use the Lord's name so flippantly," Bill said, unaware his wife was licking the oasis of their daughter-in-law while he scolded her.
Paula asked, immediately enraged, "Are you really telling me what to do right now?"
"N-n-no," he stammered, surprised by her sudden change of tone. She almost never questioned him. She had always been a good Christian wife and seldom ever challenged or corrected him.
"Good," she said, as her son kept slowly fucking her. "Because if I want to thank the Lord for a delicious big sausage, a tasty fish or being treated like a queen by my son and daughter-in-law, attention I don't often get from my husband, then I will say, Thank you, Gooooooood!"
Kenneth timed it perfectly to frantically pound his mom's pussy when she said 'God' with a dozen deep, fast, aggressive strokes... a rush of adrenaline and power coursing through him during this kinky encounter.
Bill was perplexed by his wife's words, by her defiance and by her odd sounds, but he wasn't going to question that and get more of her wrath. "Of course, you can thank God for that. I'm thrilled they are there for you."
"They are giving me the attention I don't get from you," Paula repeated, knowing she was getting dangerously close to spilling the beans, but she was so annoyed and very fucking horny. Her son was driving her wild and she needed to come soon.
"I promise I will make it up to you," Bill assured.
"And how will you do that?" Paula asked, as she licked the sweet forbidden peach before her and enjoyed her son resuming smooth deep strokes inside her.
"I'll do whatever you want when I get home," he said. "Maybe we can go away for a few days."
"Maybe," she said, in between hungry licks as her entire body was consumed with lust and committing such a wicked act while on the phone with her husband quadrupled the ecstasy growing inside her. No doubt she was going to come soon. She turned around and said, "Give me more of that big, delicious sausage, son, I'm starving."
Kenneth took that as his mom wanted to come and placed his hands firmly on her wide hips and began fucking her hard.
"I'll be home as soon as I can get this deal done," the confused husband said, everything his wife was saying was out of character. She never ate before bed. And she didn't really like sausage.
"Whatever," Paula said, needing to come so bad and unable to say many words as her orgasm was suddenly rising rapidly.
"I'm serious, honey," Bill said, desperate to make her happy before he hung up. "I will make it up to you. I promise."
"You better," Paula said, trying not to whimper, moan, or scream out loud in pleasure as Kenneth did his utmost to make her do all three.
"I will," he said, as he heard odd sounds in the background.
Needing to come, needing to eat that pussy, Paula stammered, knowing she wouldn't last much longer, "We can... talk... tomorrow. I really... need... to go."
Before she even allowed her husband to respond, she hung up. "Now fucking hammer me, son, I want to feel you unload in Mommy's cunt."
"Get that face back in your, what did you call it, tasty fish?" Kayla said.
Bill sat on his bed saying, "Hello, hello," before he realized she'd hung up on him. Something was going on with his wife, he just wasn't sure what it was. It couldn't just be him being gone. He had been gone for a week or two at a time dozens of times over their years together without her behaving anything like this.
"Sorry...I was trying... to give... as many... hints... as... I... fuck, son, you fucking Mommy fucker!" Paula said, although the sentence was not remotely smooth nor could she finish it as pleasure consumed her and an intense orgasm hit her just seconds after hanging up with her clueless husband.
Kayla horny, grabbed her mother-in-law's head and pressed it against her pussy and began to grind recklessly, her orgasm brimming within.
As her orgasm made her big body shake, her son kept pounding her from behind, making her entire body rock. All she could do for Kayla was to grip the MILF's hips to keep her own head steady, with her lips pursed and her tongue extended. Her son's wife energetically fucked the older woman's face... the deliciousness of the taboo pussy getting through to Paula and elevating her orgasm.
"Come in your mother, Mommy-fucker. Dump that big load in that pussy you once came out of," Kayla wickedly said, which turned each of them on with its intense, focused perversity.
"Yeah, you want me to come in my mom?" Kenneth asked, the wickedness of being called a Mommy-fucker so damn hot especially coming from his mother and wife. His balls were bubbling and going to erupt in a few more deep strokes.
"Oh yeah, come in your mom, fucking fill that pussy right up and I'm going to come on your mom's face," Kayla said, loving seeing the white granny between her black legs.
"Oh fuck, I love when you talk nasty and use my mom like a cheap slut," Kenneth said before he grunted and unloaded in his mother.
"Mmmmmmm," Paula moaned as she felt her son's cock pulsate and explode inside her. God, she loved feeling a dick fill her pussy up.
"Yeeeeees!" Kayla erupted just seconds later as she used the mother-in-law's face for her own pleasure.
Paula felt her face get soaked with pussy juice even as her son kept coming inside her... a surreal sensation of making two people come from both ends. Kayla let go of her head and she hungrily licked up as much of the cunt cum as she could... both the taste of semen and pussy juice were equally addicting to the sexually awakened woman.
Kenneth pulled out and said, "Come and eat my cream pie, honey."
"You want me to eat my husband's cum from his mother's pussy?" Kayla asked although she didn't wait for a response as she ordered, "Roll on your back, Mommy-slut."
Paula did, a little thankful to be off her knees, and was soon in a 69 with her daughter-in-law.
Both women would get each other off one more time before Kenneth would give his mother a not-so-typical good-night kiss.
"I love you, Mom," he said.
"I love you too, son," Paula said, loving the tender intimacy and declarations of love even after a wicked fucking... or perhaps even more as they could transition from one extreme to the other so smoothly.
"I love you too, Mom," Kayla said, having been calling her Mom since way before she married Kenneth.
"Love you too," Paula said, as they then left her in her bed, exhausted and sweaty.
Paula didn't even bother getting into her pajamas, just pulling a sheet over her and slipping into slumber almost immediately.
FRIDAY JULY 4 TH
It was a day of dares, and they celebrated it with a bang... or perhaps bangs... or perhaps bangings.
Kayla sent instructions to both older submissive pets:

	Jazmine you will go without panties today.
	Paula you will wear panties, but I will be there to give you a special present.
	Jazmine you must come at least three times and be come in at least three times.
	Paula you are not allowed to come until I tell you after the fireworks.
	Of course, you will eat my pussy whenever beckoned.


The ladies read this text while having breakfast and working on snacks for the all-day community gathering, Paula hoping for a quick 69 if they could get everything ready in time.
Paula said, "What the fuck?"
"Actually, what the no fucks," Jazmine teased.
"This isn't fair," Paula said, "you get to be fucked and have to have orgasms. I can't be fucked and can't have orgasms. Why is she punishing me?"
"I have no idea," Jazmine said, as she texted her hubby: Get the fuck over here right now!!! The three exclamation marks meant to make it clear it was for his dick. She also took off her panties and placed them on the table.
"I am not happy," Paula said.
"I understand," Jazmine said, "but don't take it out on me. I have a task to fulfill."
"I hate you," Paula said.
"Well, I love you," Jazmine smiled, leaning in for a kiss.
"Right now, I'm not feeling that loved," Paula sighed, although just the sweet tenderness of Jazmine's lips made her go all warm inside.
"When I can make it up to you, I promise I will," Jazmine said.
A couple of minutes later, Jamal walked in and said, "You beckoned, my queen?"
"Come fuck me and drop a load in me while I cut these carrots," Jazmine said.
"I am really beginning to like this freeuse concept," Jamal said, as he moved behind his hot wife, fished out his dick and flipped up her dress.
"Yeah, what guy wouldn't?" Jazmine said, as she cut carrots and felt her husband slide inside her.
"Don't pretend you don't like it," Jamal said, their sex life having been completely rejuvenated by the incestuous addition and the concept of family free love... which led to the concept of freeuse... which meant you could use any woman at any time. Or, as in this case, any woman could make use of any man whenever she felt the need or desire.
"There are some benefits," Jazmine moaned, still loving her hubby's dick after all these years.
"Plus, you get to eat pussy or get that tasty pussy of yours licked almost any time you want," Jamal added, looking over at Paula.
"Apparently, I am off limits," Paula said, annoyance brimming in her voice.
"Oh?" Jamal responded as he pumped his dick in and out of his wife's wet pussy.
"See," Paula said, handing him the phone.
"Oh, that is odd," Jamal said, reading the message... it sure went against the freeuse policy.
"Tell me about it," Paula sighed again, watching Jamal fuck Jazmine making her pussy burn with need. The fact she wasn't allowed to have sex, of course made her desperate to have sex.
"Well, I'm sure she has a reason," Jamal said.
"Because I'm the mistress and am in charge," Kayla said, walking into the kitchen with her husband.
"Why can't I have cock?" Paula bluntly asked her daughter-in-law right in front of her son.
"Mom!" Kenneth mockingly gasped... although a year ago at this same event, such words would have shocked him to the core. This life, all their lives, existed in B.I. and A.I.... before incest and after incest.
"Can my son fuck me?" Paula asked as Kayla put a small bag of baby carrots on the table.
"I think we have enough," Jazmine said, still cutting carrots, while still getting fucked. This was the best way to multitask ever.
"Oh, these are for a separate, very special dish," Kayla said to her mother. Then, to her mother-in-law she said, "A very special dish you will help make, with a new, wicked technique I thought of just for you."
"What is it?" Paula asked, as her daughter-in-law grabbed the bag of small, rounded carrots and walked over to her.
"I'm going to tease the fuck out of you all day," Kayla said, dropping to her knees before her mother-in-law. The older woman was in her nightgown and wore no panties, having come to her kitchen prepared as usual to eat and be eaten with and by Jazmine. She briefly wondered if Kayla would somehow punish her for not yet putting on panties as her text had instructed. However, the younger woman said nothing about that, simply lifted the long skirt of the nightgown to around the older woman's waist and tied it in a knot to keep it in place, fully exposing the thick, white thighs and plump mons venus to everyone's appreciative gazes.
"You are not planning on putting those carrots in me," Paula said, even though she sensed that is exactly what her daughter-in-law planned to do, just as her son walked over, pushed his shorts down to his ankles and hopped up on the counter just a couple of feet down from her.
"Come over here and multi-task," Kenneth said to his mother-in-law, as he held up his cock.
"Hey, I want some cock too," Paula whined, as she watched her friend stop cutting the carrots, shuffle across the space with her husband's black dick somehow impressively continuing to fuck her and take her son-in-law's white dick in her mouth.
"You will get dick," Kayla said, while she moved a carrot into Paula's pussy.
"Oooooh," Paula moaned, the sudden insertion slightly pleasant.
"God, I love your wife's mouth," Kenneth moaned, as Jazmine bobbed hungrily. Both she and her husband took the compliment as intended... raunchy and sincere.
"Hey," Paula said, as a second carrot slipped inside her, like some kind of stretched-out ben-wa ball.
"Mom, you know I love your cock sucking lips wrapped around my dick," Kenneth said.
"You better," the mother said, as another carrot was popped inside her, making her moan.



"Mom, I'll face fuck those pretty lips, pump my dick between those luscious tits, pound that sweet pussy and nut on and in you the rest of my life," Kenneth assured, secretly loving nothing more than being a mother fucker and making his mother come.
"That is so sweet," Paula said, feeling a warmth inside her as another carrot was popped in her pussy.
"Yeah, you're my Mommy-slut," Kenneth stressed, as Jazmine really worked his dick over. Reaching down to gently stroke the mixed gray and black hair of the other 65-year-old incestuous slut in the room, he added, "But I also love my Momma-slut, who's also a great cock sucker."
Jamal couldn't believe how exciting it was to hear the younger white man talk so nastily about his wife, nor how much his wife obviously enjoyed the verbal abuse, judging by her happy moans. "I'm about to nut in you," Jamal groaned, making Jazmine's moans of pleasure increase even more.
Jazmine briefly lifted her mouth off Kenneth's dick, stroking it with her hand as she begged, "Don't fucking stop, baby, nut in my pussy, spew that big load in me." Then her full, black lips traveled all the way down the curved white penis until they kissed the balls that she knew held the hot treat she so craved right then.
With now six carrots in her pussy only making her feel even hornier, Paula repeated her frustration. "I can't believe I don't get any dick!"
After inserting the last baby carrot, Kayla stood, then suddenly stepped over to the kitchen table. Then she went back to Paula and dropped to one knee, holding out Jazmine's discarded panties. Her hand motions made it clear she expected her mother-in-law to step into her mother's underwear and as the white woman did, Kayla said, "You will keep these carrots in you all day until I come back and retrieve them." Jazmine's butt was bigger than Paula's, but the panties were close enough to do the job needed right now and Kayla stood again.
"Oh, shit, that's nasty," Jamal grunted, as he registered yet another conservative grandmother allowing herself to be used for others' perverse sexual pleasures. Seconds later he was unloading in his wife's wet hole.
Jazmine pulled her mouth off just long enough to scream, "Fuuuuuuck!" in response to the incomparable feeling of a cock exploding in her cunt, then she immediately devoured her son-in-law's curved dick to earn another explosion of cum in her other fuck hole.
"She gets cum and I get carrots?" Paula questioned.
"For now," Kayla smiled, kissing her mother-in-law and then stepping over and dropping to her knees alongside her parents' joined pelvises. "Let me clean off that cum-coated cock, Daddy."
"I want that cum-coated cock," Paula whined, getting very frustrated as she watched the eight black inches, still looking quite firm, get slowly pulled from her best friend's swollen pussy lips and offered to her daughter-in-law's own full, black lips.
"No pussy and no cock for you until I say so," Kayla stressed before she took her dad's big black cock in her mouth... a cock she could never get enough of.
"Yes, baby girl, clean your mother's pussy cum off Daddy's dick," he moaned, looking down at his pretty daughter and loving the visual.
"Oh, shit," Kenneth groaned. The sight of his wife sucking her own father's cock as it glistened with his cum and her mother's pussy juice, combined with that sexy older slut's aggressive bobbing was all he could take, and he nutted in his mother-in-law's mouth.
Jazmine felt the pulse in the fat vein running under Kenneth's cock and was ready when he absolutely blasted her mouth full of his creamy load. The two men dumping their hot cum into her front and back holes back-to-back, using her like a cheap whore, actually sent a small climax running through the black grandmother's big frame and she had to grip the white man's thighs tightly to keep her balance even as she hungrily swallowed every drop of jizz she could milk from the softening prick.
Paula breathed deeply and unconsciously squeezed her tits hard through the open bodice of her nightgown as she helplessly watched all the family fun. When the phone began ringing, it was clear she was the only one in any position to answer it. However, as soon as she started walking, making the carrots move around inside her, including rubbing against her G-spot, she had to pause and moan. This was going to be a lot harder than she had anticipated.
Jazmine straightened up, looked down and said, "Our daughter looks so pretty with your big dick in her mouth."
"Yeah, she really does," Jamal said and then added, "Like mother, like daughter."
"Mmmmmmm," Kayla moaned, appreciating the compliments.
"Hello," Paula greeted.
"I just thought I would say hi before your day gets too busy," Bill said.
"It's already quite busy," she said, as she looked at her son's dick laying there on his thigh, wet with spit after dropping a load in her best friend's mouth and then glanced down at the incestuous act ongoing below her. "Everyone is busy enjoying themselves while I work."
"Yeah, that's how it always is," Bill said, his wife a real worker and one of the women who kept the community together.
"Yeah," she sighed, as she watched Kayla stand up, hop on the table, spread her legs and snap her fingers and point to her mother.
Jazmine eagerly and obediently moved between her daughter's legs and buried her face in the sweet, forbidden fruit.
"Oh yeah, eat that peach," Jamal encouraged, loving watching his wife and daughter in any sort of lesbian activity.
"Is that Jamal? What did he say?" Bill asked.
"Yes, the whole gang's here. Jamal brought over some fresh produce, and he wants his wife to eat a peach," Paula said.
"Oh, okay," Bill said, thinking what an odd thing to say.
"Yeah, peaches are suddenly very popular here," Paula said, her mouth watering at the idea of kneeling behind Jazmine's big ass and sucking Jamal's creampie out of her. But she apparently couldn't have any peach. Although, hadn't Kayla's note said that they would be expected to eat her peach upon demand?
"Really?" her husband said. "I don't recall them being overly popular."
"Yeah, in the past they weren't," Paula agreed. "But now that's all anyone wants, a nice, juicy peach."
"We also like cantaloupes," Kenneth said, walking over and cupping Kayla's breasts.
"And watermelon," Jamal added as he moved to heft Paula's larger breasts, everyone getting into the perverted innuendo that Bill would be absolutely clueless about.
"Chocolate is also very popular now," Paula said, stroking Jamal's cock which was not yet put away.
"Well, I know you love chocolate," Bill said, simply trying to keep up and on Paula's good side.
"You have no idea how addicted to dark chocolate I am now," Paula said wickedly, as she squeezed the half-soft black cock and teased out one last drop of cum. She smeared it over Jamal's cockhead and then brought her fingertips to her lips and smeared it there.
"Don't forget white chocolate," Kenneth chirped in, not wanting to be ignored, but also unsure what else to say to describe his dick. He couldn't come out and say sausage again like last night. He walked over to his mother and squeezed her ass in his mother-in-law's silky drawers.
She let go of Jamal's dick to stroke her son's curved cock, which had a slight banana look to it. "Bananas are also very popular this year."
"You guys are really into food this year," Bill said, playing along to the odd conversation.
"Yes, we are eating together a lot," Paula said, as Jamal played with her tits and her son with her big ass.
"Well, I'm sorry I am missing it," Bill said.
"You are missing a great day and quality family time," Paula said, as she enjoyed four hands on her body... but wished someone would touch her neglected fiery hole.
"I know," he sighed. "This is the last time I miss a major event. I promise."
"I think I have heard that before," she pointed out.
"I know, I know," Bill nodded, not that anyone could see him, "but this time I mean it."
"We will see," Paula said.
"This is one delicious peach," Jazmine purred, as she licked her daughter and listened to her friend talk to her husband.
"Well, it certainly looks as juicy as a peach can be," Kayla said, adding to the non-stop onslaught of innuendo which seemed to be turning on everyone on this side of the phone call.
"So juicy," Jazmine agreed.
"Well, I will let you guys go and enjoy your fruit," Bill said.
"Okay," Paula said, the gentle caressing of her front and back end was driving her mad.
"Love you," Bill said.
"Love you too," Paula said. As soon as she hung up, she said, "You fuckers are all so bad."
"We really have to come up with a way to let him know," Jamal said, giving Paula's watermelons a final squeeze and moving away.
"The grandkids will have a plan," Paula said.
"Well, we can't wait much longer," Jamal said.
"I know," Paula agreed.
"Ready for my peach juice, Momma?" Kayla moaned, about to come.
"Nut on Momma's face, baby girl," Jazmine demanded, as she probed her daughter's pussy with gusto.
"Oh yeah, Momma, don't stop, don't stop, take all my fuuuuuucking nut!" Kayla ordered and screamed as she came on her mom's pretty face.
"Oh man, watching these two is hot," Jamal said, as he finally put his big black dick away.
"I wish I could eat some pussy or suck some dick," Paula said, hoping for a change in Kayla's mind.
"You stop whining or you won't get any pussy or dick until your hubby gets home," Kayla warned.
"Fine," Paula sighed dramatically and returned to getting the food ready for the day. She left her nightgown skirt tied up around her waist and the bodice spread open around her big tits as Jamal had left it, hoping to tempt someone into breaking Kayla's ban on pleasuring her.
"Oh baby, your cum is leaking down my leg," Jazmine said to Jamal, a minute later as she stood up.
"And you let it leak all day," Kayla directed, hopping off the table.
"You are one twisted girl," Jazmine said.
"Like Momma, like daughter," Kayla smiled, as she kissed her mother on the lips, tasted herself and led her husband out of the kitchen. Jamal kissed both older women on the lips, longer with Jazmine as usual, and also left.
"I am not going to make it," Paula said when it was just her and Jazmine. "Every time I move, these fucking carrots stimulate my insides like a pleasure tornado."
"That sounds fun," Jazmine said, actually wondering what it would be like to have carrots in her twat. She sure couldn't explore that curiosity today on a day she couldn't wear panties.
"Yeah, so fun," Paula said sarcastically.
"I'm sure Kayla will make it worthwhile," Jazmine said, "she's not a cruel Mistress."
"She better," Paula said.
For the next two hours Paula tried to move as little as possible as each movement stimulated her pussy. Meanwhile, Jazmine received her second load as her recovered son-in-law plugged her pussy in a bathroom. His curved cock always made her pussy burn when being pounded from behind or on her back... this quickie and cum dump had her bent over a sink getting railed until he erupted in her.
As such, the following hour both grannies had different issues.
Paula struggled desperately to not come in public... as she walked outside and chatted with neighbours, her pussy burned. The number of times she moaned was too many to count, but she bit her lip whenever near someone to hide it. On more than one occasion, people noticed her flustered situation.
Her neighbour on the other side, Fran asked, "Are you okay? Your cheeks are really red."
"Oh, yes, just finding it a little too hot today," Paula explained.
Later, her friend from across the street said, "Are you okay, Paula? You have been walking a little strange."
Paula explained, lying to a second person, "Yes, I fell yesterday, and my knee is bothering me."
Even later, the church minister asked, "Paula, are you feeling okay?"
"Yes, I just am missing Bill," she said, which was at least somewhat true... although the carrots were really driving her wild.
Jazmine also talked to people... feeling cum oozing out of her. She was self-conscious about it... yet she also found it secretly thrilling. Everyone just saw her as a sweet, black, chubby old lady and yet, in reality, she was a complete incestuous cock slut and submissive pet to her daughter and granddaughter... the mere idea was enough to keep her wet.
Twice Paula begged Kayla to take the fucking carrots out of her snatch, and twice Kayla said no and instead added another carrot. Now eight baby carrots were filling her pussy. Kayla also punished her by making her eat her pussy for just a minute every now and then and then sending her back outside to walk around with fresh pussy juice all over her face. Paula was terrified someone would know what was on her face, perhaps by the wonderful scent that kept filling her nostrils. That scent and the idea that someone would realize she was coated with pussy juice were also incredibly arousing. As she walked around, she became ever more fearful that the movement of the carrots in her overheated pussy, combined with the sheer excitement of what she was doing would make her come right there in the crowd; and she'd never be able to hide that. The fact she was doing something so wrong, something no one would ever expect from her, was a massive turn-on.
After dinner, Jazmine got her third and bonus fourth loads of the day, her hubby nutting in her asshole and Kenneth in her pussy in a wicked double penetration back at her house.
The cum oozed out of Jazmine as she walked back to visit with the women while the men chatted sports and got ready for fireworks. She knew it was leaking down her leg and maybe even in view since her daughter had only allowed her to wear a dress that went two inches below her knee.
Finally, after the fireworks, Jazmine and Jamal back at their house, Kayla and Kenneth back at Paula's home, Kayla asked, "Ready to get those carrots out?"
"Fucking yes," Paula said, so desperate to come.
"Let's go to your bedroom," Kayla said.
A minute later, Paula was on her back, as her daughter-in-law moved between her widespread legs. It almost looked like some kind of alternative medicine gynecologic exam.
At least until Paula demanded, "Son, give me that fucking dick in my mouth right fucking nooooooow," just as Kayla slid her entire hand inside her sloppy wet pussy.
"You heard the slut," Kayla said, "face fuck your cum-hungry Mommy-slut."
"Yes, give me that cooooooock," Paula demanded as she felt such intense pleasure with a fist in her that she immediately came.
"Shit, that was fast," Kayla said, as she pulled one carrot out of the convulsing pussy.
"You had her horny all day, what do you expect?" Kenneth said, as he got onto the bed and offered his climaxing mom his dick.
"Just this," Kayla agreed, as she put her fist back inside her mother-in-law.
"Oh fuck, fist fuck my cunt," Paula moaned wildly, even as she shook in shock at the extreme penetration. She kept moaning as her son slid his dick in her mouth.
Paula instantly began bobbing on her son's dick even as a fist kept going in and out of her pussy, slowly taking each carrot out. When the last one was out, Kayla just kept thrusting her black fist into the white cunt.
For the next five minutes, Paula sucked cock... came two more times... having never come so quickly, back-to-back-to-back.
Kenneth grunted and came in his mom's mouth, before pulling out so the second, third and fourth ropes ended up all over her face.
"Oh fuck, this is soooo intense," Paula moaned, as orgasm after orgasm ripped through her... one not even done before another rose inside her.
"You are going to make her pass out," Kenneth said, as he got off the bed and watched his wife fist fuck his mom... the violation was so erotic his cock twitched even as it shrunk.
"Fucking fist fuck me," Paula moaned, wanting at least one more orgasm.
"Oh yes, you nasty slut, wasn't waiting worth it?" Kayla asked, her black hand pumping in and out of the white pussy lips, extra swollen and dark pink from the abuse.
"Oh fuck, oh yes, fist me, fuck my granny cunt, give it to me, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh you mother fucking biiiiiitch!" she bellowed and then as her son predicted... passed out.
"I told you," Kenneth said.
"Fine, you were right," Kayla shrugged, as she pulled out of Paula's pussy. "Is that what you want to hear?"
"It does have a nice sound to it," Kenneth agreed with a half-grin.
"Here, have a carrot," Kayla said, sticking a marinated-all-day carrot into her husband's mouth.
"That is fucking delicious," he said before the two of them ate the carrots and headed out, leaving their pussy-leaking, cum-faced mom and mother-in-law asleep in the bed.
SATURDAY JULY 5 TH
A tame day for all. Jazmine and Jamal went to the lake for the weekend. The older couple generously came over to Paula's first and Jamal nutted inside her and Paula got her usual breakfast... Jazmine's pussy.
Kenneth and Kayla were also gone for the day and Paula ended up fucking herself with a huge fucking cucumber she bought while getting groceries... one she bought for this exact purpose; cucumbers being much better suited for dildoes than zucchini.
As Paula lay on her bed at the end of the day, cucumber in her pussy, she called her husband.
"Hi, honey," she greeted, as she slowly began to fuck herself. She couldn't explain it, but each time she was in some sort of sinful family act when Bill called it enhanced the intensity of her orgasm and she'd impulsively decided to try it with masturbation. If she could get Bill to go along with phone sex, she might finally get him into the homestretch toward group incest. Well, at least it would be a big step forward.
"Hi, honey," Bill greeted, already in bed, but not yet asleep.
"Whatcha doing?" she asked, a slight slur to her voice due to the wine she'd allowed herself to get through this lonely day.
"Was just getting ready for bed."
"Me too."
"I miss you."
"I miss you too," she said, slowly pumping the big, fat cucumber in her lonely pussy. Just one cock all day... that was way below her average of late.
"I will be home tomorrow afternoon," he said.
"Oh, that is good," she said. "Everyone is gone this weekend."
"Oh, really?"
"Yeah, it's pretty lonely here," she admitted.
"It's lonely here too," he said.
"If you were here, I would have you make love to me," she said, getting hornier, and fighting her now natural desire to tell him what she really wanted, which was for him fuck her so hard with his thick cock.
"Paula!" he gasped.
"What?" she asked, irritated that even her tame sentence was too much for her conservative man. Well, fuck that. She pushed it further. "I need your dick in me," she declared.
"Paula!" he repeated.
"I should be able to say anything I want to my husband," she stressed, the cucumber in her pussy making her bolder.
"But this is inappropriate."
"What? That I wish you were here to give me that fat dick?" she wickedly said.
"Not on the phone," he stressed.
"I don't think anyone is listening in."
"Still, it isn't proper," he said.
"Are you telling me wanting to talk about sex with my husband is inappropriate?" she asked, instantly getting annoyed.
"Over the phone," he said, although he knew he had to start being a little more focused on his response.
"So, I shouldn't say I want your dick in my pussy right now?" Paula bluntly said, deciding to push him.
"Paula!" Bill gasped again.
"Not your penis in my vagina," she said, not backing down, "I want your dick in my pussy."
"What has gotten into you?" Bill asked, shocked by his wife's vulgar mouth.
"Not your dick, that's for sure," she said, then hung up.



She pumped that cucumber furiously in her pussy, both out of annoyance and horniness.
She wasn't going to be judged by her husband because she wanted to use more adult words.
Bill was flabbergasted but also knew he had to talk to her again, they had a rule to never go to bed mad and clearly she was mad. He pondered what to say as he called her back.
"What?" she answered, as she fucked herself.
"I'm sorry," he said, although he really wasn't.
"For what?" she asked, trying not to moan.
He wasn't actually sure, so he gave her one that always seemed to fit. "For not listening."
"I want to be able to use adult words, Bill," she said. "We are adults."
"I know but...."
"No buts," she interrupted. "I want you to fuck me hard and I want you to nut on my face."
"Nut?" he asked.
"Yes, come on my face," as she let out a moan.
"Really?" he asked, this so unbelievable.
"Yes, really," she moaned, her own words turning her on.
"What are you doing?" he asked.
"I'm masturbating," she said.
"You're masturbating?" he echoed in shock.
"Yes, my husband isn't home to fuck me and make me come, so I have to do it myself," she answered, pumping the cucumber in and out of her pussy.
"Paula, I...."
"Just listen, honey, just listen to me come," Paula said, as she furiously fucked herself, slamming that green fuck toy as deep as she could in her wanton snatch. "Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me with that big, fat dick. I'm going to come, baby, I'm going to squirt all over the place, oh yes, fuck, oh yes, fuck, fuck me, fuck me, fuuuuuuuck!"
Bill listened in stunned awe. He couldn't believe what he was listening to. He couldn't believe what his wife was saying... what she was doing. He had never heard her swear once and in thirty seconds she had used the most inappropriate word possible over half a dozen times, not to mention that vulgar description of his penis.
"Ooooooh, so good," Paula said, the orgasm intense as she reveled in the aftermath of the climax and the seeds she had planted in her husband's mind. There was no going back after this, she knew that. Yet, she didn't feel bad... this needed to happen. Maybe it would be another week-plus before her husband learned the truth, maybe more, but she wasn't going to be someone she no longer was for him. She was a different woman now, and she was proud of that sexually awakened woman.
Bill sat there on his bed unsure what to say.
Paula said, now exhausted, "We can talk more tomorrow, good night, my darling lover," and hung up.
Bill slowly lowered the dead phone, only then realizing that at some point he'd slipped his other hand through the fly of his boxers, and it now held his very hard penis.
SUNDAY JULY 6 TH
Paula went to church without panties... just her own secret rebellion. Not having a pussy to eat, or a dick to suck, or a dick to fuck her was annoying. Yesterday had been one of the very few days since she'd crossed the line of forbidden love that she hadn't been fucked or eaten to orgasm at least once.
She planned to make Bill fuck her, but he called after church saying the flight was delayed and he wouldn't be home until around midnight.
It made her very bitchy... and frustrated... and yes, she came for a second straight night from her new best friend, the cucumber... but God, yes God, she needed some real dick.
Bill arrived home after she was already asleep. She woke up, both horny for his dick and mad at him for making her have to keep working so hard for it. She'd gone to bed in the black nightgown that should signal sex to him but determined to wait for him to make the first move. When he didn't, she closed her eyes and went back to sleep.
MONDAY JULY 7 TH
Bill was perplexed when he woke up, got out of bed, planning to make his wife breakfast, and saw a cucumber on the nightstand.
He couldn't fathom why there would be a cucumber on the nightstand.
Yet, he sure wasn't going to wake her up and ask.
He went downstairs, made breakfast, and brought it up to the bedroom.
Paula had just woken up and was sitting up when her husband walked into the room. She was thankful to see him, and the breakfast tray in his hands reminded her he was a sweet man, she loved him, and she would never purposely hurt him. She asked about the deal and his trip and listened like she used to.
Bill, meanwhile, walked on eggshells, he just wasn't sure what he should say. Yes, he wanted to ask why there was a cucumber sitting there on the nightstand, but he didn't dare. Yes, he wanted to bring up the inappropriate actions and words from Saturday night but also didn't dare.
They did the day together like they used to. They went out for lunch, they did a little shopping, and they held hands in public.
Paula desperately wanted to see Jazmine and Jamal return from their lake getaway. She couldn't explain it, but she actually felt uncomfortable with just Bill. She felt some guilt over her Saturday perversion, some guilt over all the sinning, but mostly guilt that she was doing it behind his back. They had to find a way to tell him.
Kenneth and Kayla came over for supper and while the men watched a baseball game, the ladies made dinner, and Kayla fucked her mother-in-law to an orgasm with the cucumber... the cucumber Paula realized Bill had likely seen on her nightstand.
After Paula came, Kayla cut the cucumber up and tossed it in the salad. Paula protested, but Kayla ignored her.
Both ladies watched with intrigue as the men, especially Bill, ate the salad. Bill noticed a unique tang in the salad and said, "This salad is delicious. What did you do differently?"
"Oh, we just created a new homemade dressing," Kayla said, her tone instantly letting Kenneth know what the unique taste was.
"It's delicious," Bill said, eating the entire salad.
"Thanks," Paula smiled, this being the first time her husband had ever tasted her pussy... oral sex being considered a sin by Bill... and therefore by her as well until she had eaten her granddaughter's sweet pussy and sucked her grandson's big dick.
When Bill was in the washroom after dinner, Paula quickly sucked her son's cock, but didn't get to finish before her husband returned.
Kenneth wanted to come in his mom's mouth, so when they went back to watch the end of the ball game, while the women did the dishes, still living in the 1950s-era expectations of a wife, he excused himself to go to the bathroom but came to the kitchen and quickly face fucked his mother while his wife kept guard. He came in her mouth in just a couple of minutes before returning to the game.
Paula had a rush of adrenaline at sucking her son's dick, or more accurately getting face fucked, while her husband was in the other room. She couldn't explain it, but the more perverse the act, the bigger the risk of getting caught, the more sexually exciting.
Kayla and Paula finished the dishes and then Paula had dessert, raw peach pie, as she ate her daughter-in-law in the kitchen, before they brought actual pie to the men. Bill looked at his wife's face, an odd shine to it, but didn't think much about it.
That night, Bill hoped his wife would be frisky. While he was upset over his wife's wicked words that one night on the phone, it had continued to have a confusing effect on his penis, making him want her even more. He said as he got into bed, "Honey, you looked really radiant today."
"Did I?" she asked, wondering if it was because she had pussy juice all over her face, as she rolled to look at him... the cum long washed off.
"Yes, you really do seem more vibrant and happier of late," he said.
She laid a palm against his cheek. "I'm glad you've noticed because that's how I've been feeling, my love. Seeing Melina and Lenny starting off their real adult lives, with so much ahead of them has been so invigorating," Paula said, trying to hint about their family fun without blowing her innocent husband's mind all at once. "But it doesn't mean our lives are over," she continued, her hand moving along his neck and then across his chest. "Seeing their youthful enthusiasm has sparked me to keep living my life to the fullest. And I want you to live it with me," she purred. "That's why I've been trying to shock you out of your shell; I want you with me."
"And I want to be with you always," he said, as his wife moved her hand under the blanket and to his already hard penis.
"Ooh," she cooed, "does someone want to come out and play?"
"Ooooh," he groaned.
Paula was excited that her sexuality was having a positive effect on him. She decided to push him with language like she had on the phone while she'd fucked herself with the cucumber. "So, do you want to fuck me, husband?"
"I do," he said, as she rubbed his penis over his pajama pants. Hearing her say 'fuck' was still a little shocking, yet at this moment he was thinking with his loins.
After giving his hard dick a squeeze, she said, "Get undressed."
Bill rolled out of bed to more easily follow his wife's amorous instruction and as he stood alongside their bed and disrobed, he was pleased to see Paula not only stripping off her panties, but also her nightdress. When his pajama bottoms and briefs went down, his erect penis seemed to be pointing directly at her big, beautiful body glowing palely in the moonlight coming through the window. It struck him that his wife may be right, there was nothing wrong in enjoying the beauty of the one you loved. Had they really conducted most of their lovemaking over their marriage in the dark, partially clothed or under sheets or blankets? She was so glorious, how could he have denied himself of her?
Then she was doing the other new thing she'd recently introduced to their lovemaking, reaching into her nightstand drawer and taking out a squeeze bottle of lubricant. Of course, why not? It was hardly sinful to be sure that he didn't hurt her when entering her. Only... the way she was applying her lube tonight?
Paula lay on her left side, watching Bill stare at her naked body, the blaze in his eyes and the way his cock strained toward her assured her that he still loved what she had on offer. But now it was time to up the ante. She slid her right foot up her left leg to the knee, leaving her right knee pointing up in the air and her crotch in a triangle that said, open for business. Squeezing a good bit of KY into her palm, she rubbed it around, on and in her pussy, making sure Bill saw the three fingers disappearing all the way inside her.
Then she rolled over onto her right side, placed the lube on the bed table and replicated her position with her left knee in the air, giving her dazed husband a cock-shaking view of her backside. "Come take what's yours," she said.
"Okay," he said tentatively as he climbed onto the bed, unsure how he was meant to proceed since this was another new position for them. He wondered what magazines she had been reading now.
"Just spoon with me and slide it in, honey," she said.
Bill lay on his side behind her and was surprised and pleased to find that with just a little adjustment of his hips he was indeed soon buried completely inside his wife's hot, wet, slippery interior. "Oh, Paula," he moaned, a near-shocking outcry from the man of silence.
"Ooooh, yes, baby, that's it," she moaned. "Fill me up with your big penis." Then she lowered her upper leg, clamping down on his captured manhood.
This position was surreal and different. Unlike missionary, her vagina was tighter and seemed to be milking his penis even though he was the one doing the slow pumping.
After about a minute of slow penetration, Paula reached back, found Bill's hand and pulled it to her upper tit. He'd obviously caught on to her most recent lessons and immediately began massaging the fat boob with some force. "Oh, yes, baby," she moaned, letting him know he was doing well.
After another couple of minutes, during which Bill showed some initiative by switching tits and occasionally pulling on her swollen nipples, Paula said, "Oh, my darling, you make such good love to me." Then she pressed his hand tighter against her tit and clamped down on his cock with her pussy muscles. "But you know what I want now, don't you?" She kegeled him again.
Bill began squeezing and thrusting harder.
"Ah, yes, you do know," she crooned. "But Bill? I want to hear you say it, I want to hear you say what I want... what you want." This time she squeezed down so tightly that he wouldn't be able to fuck her anymore and by this time he needed to so badly.
"You... you want me to... to fuck you," he gasped.
"And what do you want?" she urged when he went silent.
"I want to fuck you," he growled, giving her breast a squeeze so tight that the jolt of pain shot straight to her clit and she loosened her cunt muscles.
"Oh yes, baby, that's just what I want. Fuck me like you want to, fuck me faster, fuck me harder."
Hearing his wife swear again didn't make him pause in confusion this time, no, this time he was feeling such pleasure himself in this position that he just obeyed and began pumping his hips faster... enhancing his own pleasure.
"That's it, baby, harder, pound me, fuck me good, give me all that dick, make my big ass shake," she moaned, as she moved her free hand to her clit and rubbed to expedite the orgasm rising inside her.
This time Bill was shocked by his sweet wife's words, but realized with some confusion that her obvious excitement was only turning him on more... he actually moved his upper body back so that he could see her big, beautiful ass shake when he slammed into her from behind.
"Come in me, baby, give me that load," Paula encouraged, sensing he was at the edge and knowing she would also come if he unloaded in her.
"Oh, Paula," he moaned, feeling such intense pleasure from this position and hearing his wife's pure rapture. But still, he had his duty. "Don't you want to finish first?" he asked, the strain of holding back clear in his voice.
"No, baby, don't stop, don't stop. Fuck me hard and fill me, baby, that's what's going to make me come," Paula pleaded, giving her very real moans just a little added dramatic effect to encourage her man.
"Oh, yes, honey, yes, oooooh," Bill groaned and then came inside his wife's very tight vagina... unsure if it was the position or his wife's naughty words that were enhancing his pleasure so much; it was like their first year together again, when every time felt like the first time, and he spooned against her back again, pulling her tight against him with his arm.
"Yeeeees!" Paula moaned loudly, "I'm coming tooooooooo."
Bill felt her vagina tighten around his penis causing even more extreme pleasure as this was likely the most intense orgasm he had ever experienced.
Once both were done, Bill felt the sweat between their bodies and the swampiness between their pelvises and the old awkwardness hit him and he made to move away, but Paula gripped his arm draped over her and pressed herself back against him.
"Stay," she mumbled through her exhaustion. "This is us, baby, this is our love. I want to fall asleep with you inside me... husband, lover..." Her voice drifted away.
Bill pulled her against him and kissed the back of her head. "Wife, lover," he said as he closed his eyes and drifted off to slumber.
TUESDAY JULY 8 TH
After shutting off the silent, vibrating alarm on his phone, Bill remained lying in bed, admiring his sleeping wife. She looked so peaceful in her slumber, yet quite clearly showed the signs of their amazing passion from the night before. Last night had been so good that he suddenly considered waking her up by replicating last night's spooning position. Heck, he might even just stay home and spend the whole day with her. He knew being gone so much was hard on her and he knew he had to find a way to make more time for her... for them.
But that was what made this last big deal so important; it would set them up so well for their future that he could retire confidently and be the stay-at-home husband she apparently desired. He tamped down his desire and slipped out of bed.
When Bill went into the bathroom to get ready for work, moving quietly as he always did to try and avoid waking Paula, his wife rearranged the bed sheets so that her big ass would be visible when he came back out. She hoped it would inspire him to make a move on his own. She'd been pleased with how he'd begun responding to her recent advances but felt that until his repressive armor was cracked enough for him to begin initiating some of their new, more aggressive sex, he wouldn't be ready for exposure to his new family.
Peeking through slitted eyes at his reflection in her dressing mirror, Paula saw Bill stop and stare a good long time at her big, white ass in the dim morning light, his body leaning toward her. 'Do it, do it,' she thought at him. But then he straightened and sighed deeply enough for her to hear before turning and creeping out, quietly closing the door behind him. So considerate. So blind.
Within the hour Paula took her frustrated desire over to Jazmine's and said, "God, I fucking missed your chocolate pie."
"I think it's the longest you have gone without it," Jazmine smiled, hopping onto her kitchen counter and spreading her legs to offer her friend not only the delicious pussy, but also the cream pie that was slowly leaking out.
"Mmmmm, oh, a breakfast treat," Paula said, seeing the white cum leaking out of the pretty pink hole framed so perfectly by Jazmine's black skin. She dove between those thick black legs and ate that cum-filled pussy with desperate hunger.
"Yes, Jamal left you a treat before he went golfing," Jazmine said.
"I prefer him using his club here," Paula wickedly said, between hungry licks.
"Yeah, he does have a nice wood," Jazmine agreed.
"With a great shaft," Paula added, amused at the fact the two of them could have a sports metaphor go this long, or at all.
Then Jazmine just enjoyed the tongue-lashing before eventually coming for the second time in thirty minutes... God, she loved her new life. Well, not that new really since it had been over half a year since her original submission... but every day made her feel alive.
Paula lapped up the creamy cum before she stumbled back from the counter until her ass hit the breakfast table. Then she hopped up, spread her legs and said, "I need to come so bad."
"Poor baby," Jazmine said as she got off the counter, which took some work. "Still no welcome home sex for poor Bill?" she asked as she moved a kitchen chair between her best friend's legs.
"Just the opposite," Paula shared. "Last night we had some of the dirtiest sex we've ever had. I woke up this morning wanting more and could see the idiot's cock throbbing in his pants when I pushed my big, bare ass at him, and still he went off to work, leaving me aching to come."
"Dirty?" said Jazmine as she leaned into the sweet white pussy. "Did Billy Boy finally go down on your nasty old snatch?" The last of course said ironically as the old black lady buried her tongue in the old white lady's rejuvenated pussy.
Paula laughed. "No, Hell hasn't quite frozen over yet." Then she moaned in ecstasy as Jaz hit the spot. "And when he starts, he'll have to understand that I'll still be coming here for the real thing. Oh, my pussy missed you, baby, I don't think I can ever go that long again without your tongue inside me."
"Me either," Jazmine agreed. Yes, she enjoyed getting railed by Jamal... having been fucked at least twice each day they were gone... each hole getting special treatment... but Jamal just didn't eat pussy like Paula did and now she gladly returned the favour.
"Oh yes, fucking eat me," Paula moaned, as her bestie applied her expert tongue lashing, promising the frustrated woman an orgasm in minutes.



Even as Jazmine let her tongue renew its relationship with every inch of Paula's sex, she remembered that she was supposed to be working on getting Paula to the point where she no longer feared taking Lenny's cock up her ass but instead craved it. With that in mind, she put one hand between the big, white tits and pressed until Paula lay flat on the table. Then Jaz pushed on the backs of the prone woman's thighs until her friend pulled her legs further back, which made her big ass roll up and expose the virgin starfish. Jazmine kissed it, then French-kissed it.
"Did Bill go here?" she asked.
"I think Satan will be on skates first," Paula whimpered.
"Only a few days until your sodomy," Jazmine smiled.
"Don't remind me," Paula said, trepidation consuming her, but also curiosity.
"You will love it," Jazmine assured, pulling the big cheeks farther apart.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck!" Paula gasped when she felt Jazmine drag her tongue firmly across her taint to her browneye and begin counting the wrinkles of her asshole with the tip of her tongue.
"Oh, damn, baby—" Paula began, but her friend cut her off with, "Absolutely love it," speaking right into her anus before again getting busy with her tongue.
Then the black fingers, which were damn near as talented as the pink tongue, moved to the top of Mrs. Landers' gash and began diddling the fat clit there. Two fingers of her other hand slid inside the wet twat and began finger fucking her.
"Oh yes, finger bang me, fuck me, fuck me, don't you dare fucking stop," Paula rambled, the tongue drilling into her asshole surprisingly escalating rather than dampening her mounting orgasm.
"Mmmmmmm, nut on my face, slut, give me all that cum," Jazmine encouraged, as she slid a third finger inside the hot, wet cunt, while rubbing the flats of her other fingers faster across the swollen sex knob.
Jazmine had felt Paula come in her face many times, but never while tonguing her asshole and so was surprised when her friend's climax caused that naughty hole to wink open and really admit the tip of her tongue inside the forbidden tunnel. It made her own pussy pulse and leak, though it was nothing compared to the gush of pussy cum Paula let loose, and Jazmine quickly pulled her fingers out of the clenching cunt and put her mouth over the swollen pussy lips to capture as much of the sinful nectar as possible.
"Fuuuuuuck!" Paula screamed as the orgasm hit her.
A few minutes later, over coffee, Jazmine assured Paula the pleasure she'd just felt via her asshole was only the beginning. She was about to share a story of pulling an anal train with their menfolk when both women's phones pinged with an incoming text. It was from Melina. It was a picture of her face coated in cum with the Mona Lisa behind her.
"Holy shit, she is walking around with a load of cum on her face in the Louvre," Paula gasped.
"Now, that's what I call performance art," Jazmine joked.
"You are so bad," Paula laughed, staring at the picture, the thick, clinging goo making her desperately miss her grandson's big cock, big loads, impressive stamina and quick reload.
"Can you imagine if anyone who saw her doing this cum walk knew it was her brother's nut on her face?" Jazmine asked.
"Oh, my goodness," Paula said.
Jazmine texted back: That's the Mona Lisa of Cum Walks.
Melina texted back: I also have pics of cum on my face at the Vatican and Buckingham Palace. Lenny fucked me in the ass in a Vatican bathroom before he nutted all over my face.
Jazmine showed Paula the message.
"Oh my God!" Paula gasped.
"I wonder if she screamed that in the Vatican?" Jazmine smiled. They texted a little more, but about the actual trip and when they would be returning home... which was Saturday.
After finishing with their granddaughter, Paula told Jazmine about Saturday night's foul-mouthed phone session with Bill (and her big, green lover) and then how she'd gotten Bill to use some of those dirty words himself in last night's intense fuck session (following more cucumber sex for Paula, as well as oral with her son and his wife). Jazmine agreed it sounded promising and that they needed to get Bill involved sooner rather than later. Alas, neither yet had a good idea of how to go about it... and both hoped the twins could make the very religious man cross the line everyone else had.
Jamal arrived back from golf all sweaty, and the ladies gave his dirty cock a two-woman blow job for a couple of minutes before Paula insisted he fuck her.
He was not one to say no to a pretty lady, and he hammered her from behind and nutted in the white pussy while he chatted with his wife... this freeuse lifestyle was one every man should live.
After he unloaded in her, Paula headed back home, allowing the creamy cum to ooze out of her and into her panties.
That night, Bill, Paula, Jazmine and Jamal went out for dinner at a fancy restaurant. The incorrigibles didn't do anything really kinky, but Jazmine did move her pantyhose-clad foot between Paula's legs and teasingly rubbed her pussy. Jazmine also rubbed Jamal's dick under the table and even made him cum. Bill... as always... was oblivious.
Luckily for Bill, Jazmine's toes had teased Paula enough that once home she shocked Bill by dropping to her knees, unbuckling his belt, unzipping him and pulling down his pants.
Bill asked, "What are you doing?"
But she only answered by taking his cock in her mouth.
"Paula," he gasped, pulling away even as he felt such unique pleasure from her mouth.
"Bill, I love you, I want to give you pleasure, I want to suck your penis," Paula said, avoiding her usual word descriptions of dick or cock.
"That is wrong," Bill said.
"Where in the Bible does it say oral sex is wrong?" Paula asked, remaining on her knees.
"I, um...."
"Exactly, it doesn't," Paula said, as she reached for his ass and pulled him back to her. "Now you told me you would do what I wanted when you got home, and I want to suck your penis." She then took his cock and began sucking.
Bill was shocked... first by what his wife was doing and second by how good it felt. It was a very different feeling in comparison to lovemaking. Third, he was shocked that he didn't stop it. Fourth, he knew he was about to come in just twenty or thirty seconds.
Paula bobbed on her husband's cock, shortest of the four by just a hair, although its girth stretched her mouth more than any of the other family cocks. Again she felt a rush at doing something her husband thought was sinful and making him be a part of it. This would be another step toward the eventual goal of having Bill discover the family secret that only he didn't know and hopefully embrace it. She got a surprise boost to that hope when he groaned and suddenly came in her mouth. She eagerly swallowed the first blast, but then Bill pulled out and some cum sprayed on her face.
"I'm so sorry," Bill apologized, mortified he had come in his wife's mouth and then on her face.
"No need to say sorry," Paula said, scooping the cum off her cheek and putting it in her mouth. "I have wanted to do that for some time."
"You have?" Bill asked surprised.
Paula stood up and said, "Being home alone a lot, I have done some research on spicing up a marriage."
"You have?" he repeated.
"You already know some of it," she reminded him, "like me being on top. You like that, don't you?"
Yes indeed, Bill did like when his big, beautiful wife sat and gyrated on his erection and then bounced up and down so that her amazing breasts bounced wildly. And taking her while spooning last night had been sublime. But he still struggled with the idea that enjoying lust was not a sin. But she was his wife, and she had helped him come to see that their special relationship made it okay.
"You know I like everything we do together," he answered in his tone of self-control, it was a tone she was coming to hate more the longer it held him apart from the rest of the family.
"Well, there are even more positions I've learned about, and I want to try them all. I want to do things like sucking you off and so much more that could really make our lovemaking more exciting."
"I didn't know you were unhappy," he said.
"I have hidden it well," she said and then added, "Although you have never really asked."
"I'm sorry," he said, feeling guilty.
"It's okay," she said. "But from now on things are going to change."
"Okay," Bill agreed awkwardly.
"God gave us these bodies, God gave us this ability to give and receive such glorious pleasure, we should honour his gifts," Paula added, trying to use religion to plant seeds for his future hopeful inclusion in the family fun.
"He did create perfection," he said, admiring his wife, and being about as suave as he was capable of.
She smiled, "Yes, and don't forget that when your wife wants more loving."
Paula wanted to show him some of the online erotica Melina had sneakily introduced her to (and which she now suspected the young slut might actually be writing herself, the username of NaughtyFamilyNinja seeming too fitting), but wasn't sure how to bring it up. Instead, she wondered if she should get Bill a sex position book, something a little clinical. That would be a good start and a lot safer than jumping right into foul-mouthed, bi-sexual, incestuous erotica - NaughtyFamilyNinja's forte.
"Let's go to bed," she said, of course not adding that some of these changes she referred to would include him eventually watching her get fucked by three other cocks and eat three pussies, all of them family members since she'd long thought of Jazmine as a sister, making Jamal her brother-in-law. That would wait for another day or week. But she was happy to have planted a seed and made him do something, or more accurately have something done to him, that he had previously considered a sin.
It was a small step... but a step she couldn't wait to tell everyone.
WEDNESDAY JULY 9 TH
Bill gone to work, Jazmine came over and said, "I need you to do something for me."
Since she said it just moments after a lengthy 69 that got them both off, Paula's immediate response was, "Anything for you, my love."
"I want you to eat my asshole," Jazmine said. Having made Paula come with her tongue up her ass yesterday had her craving some of the same for herself.
"What?" Paula asked, even though she had heard the request and felt her own body tingle at the memory of Jazmine's tongue licking her asshole... not to mention the finger insertion back when Melina had first ordered her grandma to prepare her nana's ass.
Jazmine was on top this morning as they pleasured each other on the large, plush Persian carpet in Paula's living room and now she simply crawled forward on hands and knees until she uncovered her best friend's large, luscious body. "Crawl over here and lick my delicious black asshole."
"Oh my," Paula said, feeling her cheeks go red, as she felt the desire to obey... her natural submissiveness taking over like it had often since her sexual awakening.
"You're going to become an ass slut pretty soon," Jazmine pointed out. "You need to do more training."
"By eating your ass?" Paula asked, even as she rolled to her front and moved in behind her friend's beautiful, big, black ass cheeks.
"Oh, this is just the beginning," Jazmine assured. "I want you to fuck my ass too. Today I'm going to show you that I haven't been exaggerating about how good I think butt sex is."
"I see," Paula said, now staring at the puckered rosebud. She had never looked at an asshole sexually before and as she did for the first time she was surprised by its simple beauty. For a hole perceived as dirty, it was strangely inviting.
"Now lick it, Paula," Jazmine said, "lick my black asshole."
"I can't believe I'm doing this," Paula said, as she moved her face to her best friend's asshole, extended her tongue and licked. The scent was ever-so-slightly tart, but in a perversely good way.
"Oh yeah, bitch, eat my asshole, get that rosebud nice and wet," Jazmine moaned, looking forward to having Paula fuck her with the strap-on she and Jamal had bought in a city on the way to the lake... along with a dozen other kinky toys and accessories.
"You're the nasty bitch," Paula countered, even as she licked and enjoyed the wicked act, "making your friend eat your asshole."
"Well, we both are nasty old bitches then," Jazmine moaned, a tongue on her asshole a uniquely pleasing sensation.
"That we can both agree on," Paula said, as she rolled her tongue around and inside the tight asshole. She found it hard to believe a real cock could slide into such a tiny portal.
"Oh fuck, wait until you're a three-hole fuck toy and have a big hard cock pounding your shit hole," Jazmine wickedly said, her best friend's sodomy just a few days away, "you are going to love it."
"I don't know about that," Paula said, still full of reservations and actually quite happy when everyone suggested delaying it until after the twins were back rather than rushing it before their European jaunt... but they would be back soon. Yes, her natural submission and blind obedience put her in this situation, and when horny she would do almost anything for cock or cunt, but this still scared her a little.
"Oh, trust me, you are going to go ape shit when Lenny's young, eight-inch family fuck stick is buried balls deep up that virgin asshole," Jazmine wickedly said. For someone who had never talked dirty in her life, once she started, she had become a natural of porn star quality.
"God, your nasty talk always makes my pussy get wet," Paula admitted, the nastier someone talked, the dirtier the words, the more she needed to have cock or pussy in her mouth and a dick in her cunt.
"Yeah, because you're a submissive, ass-eating slut, aren't you?"
Jazmine did this to her often, made her say naughty things to describe herself and oddly, debasing herself always stoked the fire that now constantly smouldered in her loins. Deciding to surprise her black best friend with her own perversion, she replied, while licking the ass, "Yes, I'm a submissive ass-eating slut for your black shit hole." While she spoke into her best friend's anus, kissing and licking it between words, she moved one of her hands back between her legs and stuck a couple fingers deep inside her dripping wet cunny. Then she brought those wet, chubby fingers to the spit-covered rosebud and pushed one inside.
"Oh yes, you aaaaare," Jazmine moaned, surprised by the sudden insertion of a finger. "You nasty bitch, finger fuck me."
"Yeah, you like my fat finger in your fat ass?" Paula said, both of them knowing they were large women and both of them comfortable with their huge sagging tits and large asses.
"Oh yeah, slut, finger bang my shit box," Jazmine moaned.
For a couple of minutes, Paula did just that.
Jazmine then ordered, "Pull your finger out and shove that tongue in the hole you created."
Paula obeyed, taking a moment to admire the slight hole she had indeed created, before moving her tongue back to the hole and licking it.
"Oh yeah, get it nice and wet so you can fuck my black back door," Jazmine moaned.
Paula didn't say anything, she just licked and tried to get her tongue inside the hole... determined to please her best friend no matter how kinky or degrading the act required.
About two minutes later, Jazmine instructed, "Go to my bag, I brought a strap-on for you to fuck my ass with."
"Really?" Paula asked, having been fucked by a strap-on, but never having worn one.
"Yeah, it's one of the many toys and accessories we bought this weekend," Jazmine said. "We also bought you a little, well, not little, present too."
"You did?" Paula asked, as she stood up and wiggled each leg. She loved being on her knees, loved the natural submissiveness of the position, but her poor knees sometimes didn't love it.
"Yeah, I'll give it to you after you give it to me," Jazmine playfully said, as Paula pulled the harness and dick out of her bag.
"You are so bad," Paula smiled, as she looked at the harness and eight-inch thin dick. Unconsciously, she stretched out each leg in turn.
Noticing the movement, Jazmine rose up on her knees, picked up the large, cloth bag and began fishing around in the bottom. "Knees?" Jazmine asked, even though it was obvious as Paula flexed hers.
"Knees," Paula nodded.
Jazmine handed her best friend a marijuana gummy. "Jamal and I took a short jaunt over the border on our trip," she said, their neighboring state having legalized recreational marijuana the previous year.
"Who would have ever thought you and I would share edibles or, oh, my God, a joint?" Paula laughed, popping the gummy into her mouth.
"Or eat each other's pussies," Jazmine chuckled, putting down the bag and taking the harness from Paula's hands. "Or fuck each other," she added, holding out the harness for her friend to step into. She gave the woman's sex-matted pussy hair a soft kiss before pulling the harness into place and tightening it.
Giving her hips a little shake that made her new cock bounce jauntily, Paula reached down for Jazmine's hand and pulled her lover to her feet. "Let's go to my bedroom, I want to fuck that delicious black asshole of yours while standing up."
Once they reached the bedroom, the black woman immediately bent herself over the bed, offering up her big, fat ass. Reaching back with one arm, she opened her palm and revealed the other thing she'd taken out of her toy bag, a tube of Anal Glide. "Now you big-dicked bitch, slide your cock deep in my asshole, I need to be hammered so badly."
"God, you are one nasty slut," Paula said, popping open the nozzle on the lube and holding it over the delicious big black booty.
"Takes one to know one," Jazmine said, just as Paula's phone rang.
"It's like he has an unknown sense of when to call and interrupt," Paula sighed.
"Answer it and then fuck my asshole while you chat with him," Jazmine said.
"Do you think you can possibly be quiet while I sodomize your shit hole?" Paula wickedly asked, before handing the lube back and leaving the room to get her phone.
"Maybe we should let him hear us," Jazmine said softly, as she reached behind her with both hands and squirted a big blob between her ass cheeks. Then speaking louder to follow Paula down the hall, she added, "It's not like he would catch on anyways."
Paula laughed as she grabbed her phone and thought to herself, 'That is probably true'. She answered the phone. "Hi, honey, this is a surprise. Work allowed you a phone call?"
Bill sighed; his wife had become somewhat passive-aggressive about his work... something she had never done before the past few months. His wife was changing, he could feel it, he just couldn't figure out why. "You sound like I'm in jail and get one phone call a day."
As she returned to her bedroom, about to fuck someone else for the first time, she replied, "Your job is as bad as a jail. At least in jail I would always be able to see you and get visitation rights."
"That is a little extreme," Bill said, thinking she was kidding, but actually not completely sure since she had become both more forward and slightly more hostile. Well, more wasn't the correct word since she had never been hostile before the last little while. She had always accepted his busy hours, always accepted the fact she was often alone while he was gone on business trips that had in turn given them and their child and grandchildren very comfortable lives. But something had changed.
Returning to her bedroom, Paula walked over to her best friend, bent over and waiting to be sinfully sodomized. She pulled the ass cheeks apart and said, "Well, I find I'm developing an appreciation for the extreme in my golden years," as she took in the glistening that showed the puckered asshole was well-lubed for her new cock.



'What does that even mean?' Bill thought to himself before saying, "Um, sure."
"I'm serious, honey," Paula said, as she inserted her finger and talked at the same time, "I can't just be the same trophy wife anymore."
"You are not a trophy wife," Bill said.
"Oh, so I am too old or fat to even be a trophy wife?" Paula said, annoyed in a heartbeat. "What, do you need a younger model like all the other corporate guys with wives half their age?" Paula wasn't even sure herself where this hostility was coming from. Perhaps it was decades of being left alone and often playing second fiddle to work or the church. God, was she third fiddle?
Paula gripped her cock and positioned it at Jazmine's asshole, Jazmine in awe of Paula's tone, hoping the woman's hot passion would lead to a truly dominating ass fuck for her.
Bill, shocked by what was just said, and unaware of what was about to happen in his bedroom and on his bed, replied, "Honey, no not at all. I love you. I just meant a trophy wife is a superficial status thing for a man trying to re-live his youth."
"Maybe we should be trying to re-live our youth," Paula said, as she slid her cock slowly into Jazmine's ass, her already damp pussy only getting wetter as each inch disappeared. "Although," she continued with her husband, "I'm not sure we really lived it when we were young." And she meant it. Having been sexually liberated by her grandchildren and discovering the true pleasure sex could provide when you gave yourself up to it, not only the glory of cocks thrusting into you, but also the forbidden fruit of girl-on-girl pleasure, and the heightened levels of pleasure when committing and being witnessed by others committing incest, made her hate that she had wasted most of her life having only missionary sex... And that only occasionally and with the constant belief that enjoying it too much, even with her husband, was sinful. But now she loved sucking cock, she loved eating pussy, she loved getting fucked in a variety of pleasing positions and blamed the church and her husband for keeping her from these natural, God-given pleasures for most of her life.
"Oooooooh," Jazmine moaned, as the big cock finally slid fully inside her. Feeling her best friend's pelvis up against her ass sparked similar feelings to Paula's about all the experiences missed her whole adult life. But God, yes, God, she planned to make up for it until her dying days.
"What do you mean?" Bill asked, utterly perplexed by his wife's words and tone.
"Nothing, never mind," Paula sighed, as she watched the big cock disappear in her friend's ass and she focused on the more pressing situation before her.
"Honey, I know something is going on," he said.
"You do?" Paula asked surprised, as she pulsed her thighs against the juicy black ass and felt the pad on the inside of the harness press against her clit. What did he know was going on?
"Yes, and I want to be there for you," he said.
Paula pulled her hips back and then forward as she slowly started fucking her best friend. "You would have to be here more often to do that," she pointed out.
"I know, I know," Bill said and reminded her, "I can retire in October."
"You can," she nodded, trying to listen to him, but getting more preoccupied with fucking her friend's ass. While she was a natural submissive and loved that role, this switch of power was kind of exhilarating. "But will you?"
"Yes, honey, I promise," he said, not sure how he was going to tell her he wouldn't be home for supper... since that was why he called in the first place.
"You know you have broken a lot of promises in the past," Paula said, the first time she ever even hinted that this annoyed her. The late nights, the missed dinners, the long trips where she was alone, suddenly all this resentment was building up inside her and erupting out like a volcano dormant for decades.
"I know," he sighed, never once before today having any clue she was bothered by any of this. He suddenly felt guilt at taking his loving wife for granted all these years. "I will make it up for you."
"How can you make up for over forty years?" Paula asked, beginning to pump her cock faster in Jazmine's ass. She knew Bill wouldn't understand she was talking about forty-plus years of not being allowed to explore her sexuality... a sexuality she didn't even know she had.
"I don't know what you mean, honey," Bill said, completely overwhelmed by his wife's growing anger.
"Never mind, it doesn't matter," Paula said, bucking her big, wide hips and having her own tits bounce and sway as she thrust into her best friend's asshole. If nothing else, being preoccupied with fucking Jazmine was keeping her from crying or screaming... her mixed emotions of frustration consuming her.
"Ooooooooooh, yes," Jazmine moaned into her forearm, trying to control her noise as the pleasure grew. She was so happy she and Jamal were seduced at the same time. She knew that Paula wanted Bill to be brought in too, but everyone was worried about his reaction.
"No, honey, we need to talk about this," Bill said.
"Talk about what?" Paula asked as she slammed her entire body into her friend's ass with force. She watched Jazmine's ass shake, she listened to Jazmine moan, she got a rush of adrenaline at doing something SO not Christian while talking to her husband.
"Whatever it is that is bothering you," he said.
"Nothing is bothering me," she said, as she began to furiously fuck her friend, "I'm fine."
'Oh no, not fine,' Bill thought, having learned from many years of marriage that that word was kryptonite and meant she definitely wasn't fine. "You sure?" he asked, knowing that this wasn't the time to have this conversation. For one, he had a meeting in five minutes. For two, this needed to be done in person. His new problem is how to end this call and not look callous or insensitive.
"Yeah, it's fine," she repeated, his obliviousness annoying, but truthfully, she wanted to focus on fucking.
"What is that sound?" he asked, hearing what sounded like slapping.
"What?" Paula asked, hearing the question, but needing time to come up with an answer, as her body slamming into Jazmine was making slapping sounds and Jazmine was beginning to moan louder.
"There is a constant slapping sound or something," he said, "and you sound like you're having trouble getting your breath."
"Well, Jazmine is here and I'm giving her a deep tissue massage," Paula said, smiling at the cleverness of her answer, her dick indeed going deep inside Jazmine's asshole and massaging her insides. "It's something that Melina has been teaching us this year, and it is surprisingly hard work."
"Oh," he said, that not remotely what he imagined.
"Yes, and you are interrupting her really getting deep inside," Jazmine said, adding to the naughty innuendo.
"Um, should I go?" Bill asked, stunned by what they were doing, yet this also being a solution to his current predicament.
"I'll see you at supper," Paula said, in a hurry to hang up and destroy Jazmine's asshole and make her cum.
"I may not be able to make it for supper tonight," he said, even though he knew this could escalate her annoyance.
"Whatever," Paula said with exasperation, but not surprise. "I'll invite Kenneth and Kayla over to eat me... eat with me instead." She then hung up, tossed the phone on the bed, placed both hands on Jazmine's huge hips and fucked her as hard and deep as she could.
"Oh yeah, give it to me, Paula, ream my asshole, pound me," Jazmine moaned, her orgasm already imminent.
"Yeah, come for me, Jaz," Paula said, taking out her frustration on Jazmine's ass. Watching the big butt shake with each hard thrust and feeling her own tits sway added to the powerful act.
Bill, meanwhile, sighed. As he put his phone down and prepared for his meeting, he knew his wife was going through something and wasn't sure how he could help.
"Oh fuck, yeah, hammer me, hammer my asshole, give me all that dick of yours," Jazmine moaned wildly, about to come.
"Come for me, my black slut, come on my cock like the ass slut you are," Paula ordered, the powerful reality of wearing a cock quite exhilarating. The power of making someone come always a major thrill.
"Oh yes, fuck, yes, fuuuuuck!" Jazmine screamed, as she finally came hard.
Paula didn't slow down throughout her best friend's orgasm, admiring her big black body shaking uncontrollably, though the exertion left her nearly panting for breath.
About a minute later, Jazmine crawled onto the bed and rolled onto her back. "Fuck, that was intense."
"Yeah, that was something else," Paula agreed, secretly fascinated by how much Jazmine loved getting ass fucked and how hard she came from it.
"Are you wet?"
"I'm always wet now," Paula smiled.
"Are you even wetter because you want your little pink asshole fucked?" Jazmine asked.
"I don't know," Paula admitted, "but I do love fucking your ass."
"And I can't wait to fuck yours," Jazmine said, before instructing, "Get that harness off and let me pleasure your holes."
"My holes?" Paula asked, as she obeyed the order.
"Yes, your holes," Jazmine said, as she sat up.
Once the harness was off, Jazmine ordered, "Lie on your back."
"Okay," Paula obeyed.
Jazmine then crawled between her best friend's legs, and said, "Hand me a pillow."
Paula reached back, grabbed a pillow and handed it to her friend.
"Lift your ass up," Jazmine ordered.
Paula did, and Jazmine put the pillow under her ass.
The black beauty then pulled the big white ass cheeks apart and licked the delicious asshole, the sweat that had built up from all the hard fucking only making it taste sexier.
"Ohhh, yes, lick my asshole," Paula moaned, quite high now from the edible and the adrenaline and instantly loving the sensation of her asshole being tongue-bathed.
"You like having your asshole eaten?" Jazmine asked.
"Oh yes, I fucking love it," Paula said, in such a horny state.
"Yeah, this asshole was made to be eaten and fucked," Jazmine said, as she really probed the hole with her tongue.
"Not sure about fucked," Paula said, that still a little nerve-wracking, although she then added, "although I could use a finger in there."
"You want your asshole finger fucked?" Jazmine questioned, as she moved her finger to the sweat and saliva-lubricated asshole.
"Yes, finger bang my shit hole," Paula said, feeling the finger teasing her asshole.
"Beg, bitch," Jazmine ordered, as she rubbed the hole with her finger.
"Please, slide that black finger in my white asshole and sodomize me like the cheap ass-slut you want me to become," Paula begged, so fucking horny at the moment and wanting that finger to penetrate her.
"Oh, you are going to be a family three-hole fuck toy like the rest of us very soon," Jazmine assured as she slid a finger deep into her best friend's rectum.
"Oh, yes, finger bang my asshole," Paula moaned, as she felt herself being digitally sodomized.
"Time to rehydrate," Jazmine said, as she buried her face in her best friend's pussy while simultaneously reaming Paula's asshole with her finger.
"Oooooooh, fuck," Paula moaned, as she was suddenly having both her holes pleasured at the same time.
"Fuck I love your pussy," Jazmine said, as she licked the swampy snatch she was now addicted to... well, truth be told, she was addicted to every family pussy.
"And I love yours too," Paula moaned, as her head was fogged by the pleasure and the pot.
"Now just relax and let me get you off," Jazmine ordered, as she finger banged her friend's butt and ate her pussy.
"Oh yes, fuck my ass, eat my pussy," Paula moaned, as pleasure consumed her... as the surreal pleasure of being sodomized compounded the rapidly rising orgasm inside her.
Then, for a few minutes, Jazmine double-teamed her best friend's holes while listening to Paula's growing moans.
As her orgasm was imminent, Paula got nasty, "Oh yes, fuck my asshole, eat my cunt, turn me into a granny three-hole fuck toy."
"Oh yes, you are going to take so much cock in this asshole," Jazmine promised, as she took her best friend's clit in her mouth while furiously finger fucking Paula's ass.
"Oh fuck, yes, oh fuck, I'm your slut, your sex slave, oh fuck, yes, fuuuuuuuuck!" Paula screamed as her orgasm ripped through her with such intensity that her entire body shook making the bed rock as if it was being hit by an earthquake.
Jazmine's face was coated in cunt cum as she lapped it all up and pulled her finger out of the well-fucked asshole.
"So good," Paula said in a blissful daze.
"Oh yeah, so good," Jazmine agreed, as she moved up and made out with her best friend.
Needing to really hydrate after such an intense orgasm, Paula broke the kiss and said, "I need water."
"I could use some too," Jazmine said, and they got off the bed.
Once they had each downed a full glass of water, Paula said, as she knew it was inevitable that she was soon going to be a three-hole fuck toy, "We really have to tell Bill at some point."
"Agreed," Jazmine nodded.
"I'm getting more frustrated with him and hiding this side of me," Paula added.
"I understand," Jazmine nodded. "I would hate it if Jamal wasn't involved."
"I also feel guilty and then I take it out on him," Paula said, no longer horny as she was thinking about how mean she was being to her husband.
"Well, talk about it with Kenneth and Kayla when they come over to eat you, er, I mean, eat with you tonight," Jazmine teased.
"I will," Paula laughed, wondering if Bill had caught her Freudian slip during their phone call.
"Oh, before I go, let's not forget your present," Jazmine said, as she went to the bag and brought back a realistic-looking eight-inch vibrator. "For when you have the need to come and no one can come over and eat that pussy or fuck you."
"Oh, my," Paula said, taking the clear plastic package in her hands. The rude toy was the same length as Lenny and Jamal, though thinner than both and with a colour somewhere between the two. 'I guess I have another BBC to fuck me,' the horny old white lady thought as she idly ran a finger up and down the thick, moulded veins.
"Yeah, it has ten speeds and different pulsation patterns, so you can tease that fat clit of yours or really fuck that pussy," Jazmine pointed out. "I bought myself one too," she added with a wry grin.
"I can't wait to try it," Paula said before Jamal called and Jazmine kissed her and headed out.
That night, Paula got fucked by her son and his wife and still had Kenneth's cum leaking in her panties while she watched television until her husband came home. Her son and daughter-in-law had agreed that Bill needed to find out soon but still couldn't come up with a better plan than Paula continuing to tease him down the path of pleasure without guilt. They agreed to continue thinking about it, while still hoping Melina and Lenny would have something when they got back from their trip.
Paula turned off the TV, stood up and apologized, "Bill, I'm sorry, I was a little over-the-top."
"And I need to do a better job of making sure you are the center of my universe," Bill said.
Paula stepped over, feeling cum leak out of her, and gave her husband a hug. "We can talk more later, but right now let's just go outside and enjoy a lemonade and some fresh summer air.
"Okay," Bill said, quite relieved.
In bed, Paula said, "Let me show you I'm sorry," and fished out his dick and sucked him to hardness. Her inner slut really wanted to mount him cowgirl and cover Bill's fat cock with his son's cum, having come to love when the other men took sloppy seconds or thirds from her, but put that thought away for tonight. Instead, she kept sucking him until she swallowed his load.
Bill couldn't believe she was doing this again, and although he wasn't sure if it was a sin or not, he couldn't believe how good it felt... especially when he came in her mouth. It was so intense.
"Mmmmm, delicious," Paula said, as she sat up and smiled at her husband. "I can't believe we thought this was a sin."
"I'm not sure it isn't."
"Are you saying your wife is a sinful slut?" Paula asked, immediately getting defensive and angry... even though she was a sinful slut and proud of it.
"What? No, no, no," he said, shaking his head.
"Then what are you saying?" Paula asked, unable to control her emotions.
"Just that I really enjoyed it, but I was surprised since it is not something we've ever done before and now suddenly we've done it twice," he said.
Paula managed to calm down a little and asked, "So, you liked me sucking you?"...avoiding saying, your thick dick or fat cock.
"Yes, but it's confusing me," he admitted.
"Confusing you?"
"Yes, because," he paused, not wanting to make her mad again, "like I said, it's something totally new for us and you have to admit, pretty wild. Honestly, I feel like it's disrespectful... of me to you," he clarified.
Dear God, how do I make him understand that I want him to treat me disrespectfully, to use me like a cheap whore like the other men do? What she said to Bill was, "Yes, I can see your point, but I think you can do almost anything with someone you love. The strength of our union means I have faith you won't really disrespect me just because I serve your pleasures." She reached back into his crotch and lovingly cradled his softening fireplug, still so thick even when flaccid. "It's not dirty, it's not a sin; it's showing love, it's showing trust, it's showing intimacy," she said. Then added, "Within the shelter of a close, loving relationship, I'm coming to believe people can openly give and accept pleasure from their partners without it crossing into sin," hinting subtly at her incestuous and taboo partners, hoping she and those partners would eventually be able to convince her husband to join them in the amazing pleasure they created together.
"That does make sense," Bill nodded, having definitely enjoyed the two blow jobs, way more than he had ever imagined, but still having some reservations about the acts... but no way he was going to say that.
"Good, because I like sucking you, I like tasting you," she said. She wanted to tell him she'd like him to go down on her too, but she decided to save that in case he offered now out of a sense of duty... and ended up eating their son's cum. She wasn't out to humiliate her husband, just to get him to stop holding back the passions that had to be inside him as well, since they were so clearly inside her and all the rest of the family.
"What brought this on?" Bill asked curious.
"Well, you leave me home a lot and I've... Well, Bill, I've been exploring my sexuality," Paula said, ready to lay out more bits of the truth to try and open his mind. But of course, just then the phone rang.
"Oh," he said, instantly struck by a million questions about that sentence, but he didn't get a chance to ask them as it was their son. Of course, Kenneth had called to talk to his mother about corrupting his father, but the two incest partners had to quickly manufacture an entirely different conversation since the subject of their conspiracy was right there. Once the call was done, Paula went in to brush her teeth and then drifted off to sleep before Bill could revive what had sounded like the conversation they really needed to have. Oh well, he would try again tomorrow.
THURSDAY JULY 10 TH
Jazmine sauntered over and asked, "Have you tried your toy yet?"
"Actually, I haven't," Paula admitted, although she had unwrapped and washed it and then loaded it with batteries and hid it in her underwear drawer. Her eyes crinkled wickedly as she added, "I got to enjoy both father's and son's cocks last night and so, went to bed satisfied."
"Together?" Jazmine asked under raised eyebrows.



"Sadly, no," Paula said.
"Go, get it," Jazmine ordered.
"Okay."
A minute later, Paula was on her sofa, legs spread and Jazmine between them, saying, "I'm going to rock your world."
"You always do," Paula said, as she watched her friend turn on the toy.
"So sweet," Jazmine smiled, as she moved the toy, buzzing on low, between Paula's pretty pussy lips.
"Oooooh," Paula moaned, and the toy hadn't even begun to do its magic.
"This is on low," Jazmine said, as she slid the toy inside her friend's pussy, which was unsurprisingly already wet and ready just in anticipation of their usual morning breakfast 69.
"Oh myyy," Paula gasped, as the vibrations buzzed inside her.
"I told you," Jazmine smiled, as she slowly pumped the vibrator in and out, "Rock your world."
"Who needs cock?" Paula moaned, in awe of how intense the pleasure instantly was.
"Well, this can't replace a real cock," Jazmine purred, as she leaned forward and licked the swollen clit, "but it sure can be a woman's best friend."
"Oh shit, this is wicked," Paula moaned, the vibrations a completely different sensation than a cock.
"Oh yeah, get ready to really go ape shit," Jazmine said, as she turned the vibrations up from one to ten.
"Oh, my fucking God!" Paula screamed, the sudden intensity increase making her instantly come.
"Oh yeah, take it, take it," Jazmine encouraged, as she continued pumping the vibrator as her friend orgasmed.
"Fuck, soooo good," Paula weakly said, as the orgasm pulsated through her.
"Oh yeah, this thing will give you multiple orgasms," Jazmine said, pulling it out to drink up her friend's cum.
"Best friend, indeed," Paula sighed.
"Hey."
"After you of course."
"Better," Jazmine smiled, licking up the cum and then sliding the toy back into her best friend.
"Oh shit, so intense," Paula moaned, her first orgasm not yet done and another quickly beginning to rise.
"Yeah, I'm going to work this sloppy snatch over," Jazmine assured as she played with the different pulse patterns while pumping the vibrating toy in the wet box or pressing it directly against the fat clit.
"Oh, shit yes," Paula moaned.
Three orgasms later, Jazmine was kissing Paula.
"I love you," Paula said dreamily.
"I love you too," Jazmine returned the sweet response.
"I mean, I would do anything for you," Paula said, "Anything."
"And I would do anything for you too," Jazmine smiled warmly.
The two had coffee, and a lengthy 69 before Jazmine left.
That night, for the first time in a couple of weeks, there was a games night.
As the ladies got the appetizers ready, the men watched television while setting up the game.
Kayla said, "I have a wicked idea."
"You always have a wicked idea," Paula said, curious what her daughter-in-law had in mind. "Not that I'm complaining."
"Mom, get her off and when she squirts, catch all her pussy cum in Bill's drink," Kayla suggested.
"You nasty bitch," Jazmine smiled, as she grabbed a glass and dropped to her knees before her best friend.
"You are not serious," Paula asked, even as her bestie went under her long dress and began licking.
"You know I am," Kayla said, "it's a natural extension from his cucumber eating."
"Whatever," Paula shrugged, knowing there was no point in arguing as the decision had already been made, plus Kayla's scandalous idea had instantly triggered her orgasm countdown.
"You guys coming?" Bill called out about two minutes later.
"Yes, very soon," Paula called out, her words true in two senses.
"Hurry up," Bill called out. "The game is ready."
"Yes, I'm coming," the wife called out as she did just that.
Jazmine had the cup ready and pressed it tight around the swollen labia, Paula's copious cum spraying down the sides.
"Ooooh, fuck," Paula said, her cheeks red from the orgasm and the naughty reality of what just happened and what was about to happen.
Kayla grabbed the Sprite and when Jazmine stood up, she poured it into the glass and gave the mixture a gentle stir with a long spoon.
"This should be interesting," Jazmine said, as she grabbed the snacks and headed out.
"Just another tease," Paula said.
It took until Bill's third sip of his drink for him to ask, "Is this Sprite? It tastes a little different than usual."
Kayla answered. "Yes, it's Sprite, but one of those new, temporary flavours they put out now and then. They had it on special and it's all natural, nothing artificial, so I thought we'd give it a try. What do you think?"
Bill took another sip and let it linger on his tongue, the three pornographic mixologists biting back on laughs. "I like it," he finally said. "It's subtle, though, I'd almost like it to be stronger. What's it made with?"
"Oh, it's some kind of jungle fruit that I can't pronounce," Kayla replied, "but I agree, it really is quite tasty. Unfortunately, I only got the one bottle so I'm afraid it's regular Sprite for the rest of the night."
"Well, if they keep it around, I wouldn't mind trying it again," he said before taking a long sip.
"I'll see what I can do," Paula offered, which made the other ladies grin stupidly, but fortunately, Bill missed that as it was his turn to play and his attention was back on the game.
Once everyone left, and Bill was snoring, Paula snuck into the bathroom with her new toy and fucked herself to two orgasms. God, Bill needed to learn the truth so she could suck cock, eat pussy and get fucked whenever the fuck she wanted.
FRIDAY JULY 11 TH
"I am not sure I can wait much longer," Paula said, bent over Jazmine's sofa, as her son fucked her slowly from behind and Jamal fucked Kayla the same way, while Jazmine had her legs spread and had Kayla licking her pussy.
"I know, I know," Jamal agreed, "we really need to tell him, I can tell he knows something is going on."
"No way he thinks this is what's going on," Kayla said, from between her mother's legs.
"Shut up and eat Mommy's snatch, slut," Jazmine said with a touch of heat. She'd spoken with Melina last night and learned that their young seductress and mistress actually hadn't told Kayla she was in charge while Mel was away. So today, Kayla was going to be the family pet. Jazmine even made her call in sick to work so she could spend the whole day doing a lot of licking and sucking as part of her penance for lying.
"Yes, Momma," Kayla said, knowing she was in for a long day since the truth came out... she was sure Paula was thinking of all sorts of naughty ideas to pay her back for carrot cunt day.
"But how?" Paula asked, going back to the Bill problem.
"Yeah, I am worried how he will react," Kenneth said, as he slowly fucked his mom, watching his dick go in and out of his mom's amazing pussy. God, he loved watching her ass cheeks shake.
"I know," Paula sighed, oddly able to be stressed and enjoy a fuck at the same time.
"Well, the grandchildren are getting back late tomorrow night, I think waiting for them is still the best option," Jazmine said. "So far they have been very convincing."
"That is true," Jamal concurred, as he slowly fucked his daughter's big black booty, "who would have thought any of us, never mind all of us, would be committing incestuous acts every day."
"Often multiple times a day," Kenneth added.
"Or that I would fill my cunt with vegetables or dildoes when I couldn't get with one of you," Paula said.
"Or that we would all do anything to sexually please our family," Jazmine said, her hand going to the back of her daughter's head. "Now get that slutty tongue deep in Momma's twat."
"Or that you two grannies would be cunt munching best friends," Jamal added.
"Or would use pot to get your holes high," Kenneth said.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah, your mommy and her best friend are cunt licking, cock sucking, cum craving, pot loving, granny sluts," Paula wickedly said, getting hornier. "We know. Now fuck Mommy, pound her pussy."
"Yeah, show us how much you like having two old, fat sluts to use as you wish," Jazmine added.
"You two are as hot now as when you were young babes," Jamal said.
"Yes, ladies, you two are sexy, voluptuous cum dumps," Kenneth complemented, as he now slammed into his mom's delicious back end, loving hearing the way the ass cheeks clapped together like a sexual symphony.
"Oh yes, mother-fucker, plug your mommy, hammer her pussy with your curved cock," Paula demanded, as the special curve rubbed her insides the right way.
"Fucking fuck your mother, Kenneth, give her that white dick," Jazmine encouraged.
"Oh shit, fuck, baby, I love when you talk so nasty," Jamal said.
"Then nut in our slut daughter," Jazmine ordered, "she is going without panties today and I want her exposed kitty all swollen and nasty with jizz."
"Oh yeah, that's so hot," Paula agreed, already thinking she was going to make her daughter-in-law do some kinky shit today.
"Nut in my sluts, men, unload your big balls in their wet pussies," Jazmine encouraged, as she began to grind on her daughter's face.
"Oh yes, son, fuck Mommy, fuck her, nut inside her sloppy hole," Paula demanded, her orgasm so close.
"Oh shit, your dirty mouth is going to make me nut," Jamal said, still in awe every day of their crossing the line and perhaps most shocked by sweet-as-pie Paula's persona turning one-eighty into a nasty verbal slut who would make most porn stars sound tame.
"You like that?" Paula asked. "Do you also like hearing how much I love big, black cock pounding my pussy? In fact, you two swap places. I want to be blacked like a cheap, white, cum dump whore."
"Shit, all right," Jamal said, as the two men swapped pussies.
"Hurry," Paula demanded, realizing she had of her own accord delayed the orgasm that was about to erupt.
"Get these sluts off, men," Jazmine ordered, as both slid their respective hard cocks into the pussy before them.
"Ooooh yes," Paula moaned, as the longer cock filled her up. "Give me that black dick."
"You want my black nut, slut?" Jamal asked, as he slammed into her knowing he had one job to do... make her come.
"Oh yes, black my white cunt, breed me, unload in my pink pussy, nut in your white sex slave," Paula wickedly ripped off a bunch of nasty visions.
"Ooooh, fuck, too much," Jamal grunted after just a few strokes before indeed busting a nut in his wife's best friend.
As happened often for Paula now, the moment she felt a cock pulsate in her pussy, felt the load spew inside her, she came too. "Yeeeeees, fuck!"
Kayla was enjoying licking her mom's pussy while also getting fucked, but she wished she could be watching the old but newly born white slut take her father's big cock... it sounded so hot.
Kenneth clearly agreed with his wife because he said, "Jesus, Mom, you are so nasty," just before he unloaded in Kayla's tight cunt, wondering if he was 'whiting' his black wife.
"Oh yeah, her nasty tongue gets me so wet," Jazmine moaned, nothing turning her on more than her best friend getting fucked, her best friend and her in a 69, or her best friend talking like a college coed whore. It only took a few more seconds before she was coming on her daughter's face.
With four orgasms going off around her, including a load of hot sperm in her cunt and momma's delicious cum in her mouth, Kayla found herself suddenly rushing toward her own climax. But then Kenneth pulled out and instead of an orgasm, she could only feel his cum leaking out of her.
But things quickly got better again when Paula took her son's place behind Kayla's bent over form, except that she went down gingerly to her knees so she could plant her face between the black ass cheeks and begin slurping her son's creampie from the well-fucked pussy.
"You're a ravenous slut, Mom," Kenneth said by her ear, speaking softly but loud enough for the others to hear.
"Always," Paula agreed, digging in to recover his creamy cum even as she felt Jamal's dripping from her gaping pussy to the floor.
Jazmine asked, "How does that feel, baby girl?"
"So, fucking good," Kayla groaned. "I'm almost there."
Then suddenly Paula was getting to her feet and wiping the back of her hand across her mouth. "Got it all," she reported even as Kayla whined in disbelief and frustration.
"Oh, sorry," Paula said, reaching her hand down to cup the swollen, black labia. "Did I stop too soon?"
"Pleeease," begged Kayla.
Paula's answer was to give one of the full black ass cheeks a sharp slap, followed by, "That's what you get, 'Mistress'. No coming for you today."
"Mommaaaa!" Kayla whined to her mother.
"You heard Mommy-Paula," Jazmine shrugged.
"Now get on your knees and lick up your father's cum from the floor," Paula ordered.
Kayla looked down and back between her feet to see a slimy, white puddle on the tile. She was meant to lick it up? The thought made her pussy jump right back to the edge of climax and she knew that if she could just sneak a drag of her fingers over her clit, she'd explode. But she didn't dare and instead dropped slowly to her knees, sighing, "Yes, Mommy."
"So, how are we going to punish our slut-daughter?" Jazmine asked, as she watched her truly beloved daughter drop to her knees and lick cum off of the floor; it made her pussy absolutely twitch.
"I don't actually know," Paula said, amazed at how eagerly the younger woman seemed to be licking the floor to get every drop of her father's spilled cream, "other than not allowing her to come today."
"That may be enough," Jazmine said.
"And eat our pussies whenever we want," Paula added.
"That goes without saying," Jazmine agreed.
So, while the men headed out, Kenneth to work at the dealership and Jamal to mow the lawn, Kayla remained nearly naked in the kitchen for the next hour, prancing around in only some black thigh highs, making buttered toast and cups of tea for her Momma and her Mommy and spending a lot of time on her knees under the kitchen table going back and forth from one pussy to the other... making both come a few more times.
The three women then went shopping, starting at the lingerie store Melina had recommended... where the grandmas purchased thigh highs and garter belt and stocking sets for themselves as their granddaughter had instructed. The sexy sexagenarians had been long convinced about the practicality of being able to dress 'properly' for the public while privately still providing easy access to their pussies and assholes. But now, looking at themselves in the mirrors of the specialty store, both were thrilled with how sexy even their big old bodies looked in the more scandalous lingerie. They all agreed these sexy outfits would be perfect for Monday... or as Jazmine was now referring to it: Paula's Anal Orgy.
The grannies naturally made Kayla eat them in the change room... although not enough to get them off, enjoying teasing themselves too... but enough to have her face shiny with pussy juices as she was made to walk around the mall with the sexy sheen, the older sluts taking note of whom among the crowds and clerks seemed to recognize what they were seeing.
Back home, the ladies had Kayla once again go back and forth, this time eating both their juicy assholes as they watched a talk show while leaning over two side-by-side ottomans.
"That's it, slut, get that tongue deep in my ass," Paula ordered, enjoying the sweet, stimulating sensation of having her asshole licked more and more.
"Wait until you have a dick deep up it," Kayla said, enjoying this perverse task.
"Oh yeah, she is going to go ape shit when she has a big pipe lodged up that big, fat white ass," Jazmine said.
"Oh yeah, this big white ass with its cute pink center was made for sodomy," Kayla purred, really licking the puckered virgin rosebud.
"You guys really do want me to get ass fucked," Paula said.
"You are the only one who isn't a three-hole fuck toy for our men," Jazmine pointed out.
"Yeah, and like I said, this tight white asshole was made to be fucked," Kayla added before she moved to her mom's juicy asshole. "Mmm, look how much deeper I can get into Momma's sweet ass now that she's getting regularly reamed by all our men." She proved her point by pushing the first inch of her tongue into Jazmine's butthole.
"I need dick now," Paula said.
"I have a strap-on in my bag," Jazmine said.
"Kayla, go get it, time to fuck me," Paula ordered.
"Then you need to get that white face down here and bury it in my asshole," Jazmine said.
"Fuck, we are two kinky old bitches," Paula laughed, as she moved behind her best friend's delicious black ass.
Paula was licking the black rosebud eagerly when she felt a dick slide right into her pussy a couple of minutes later. "Oh yes, fuck me," Paula moaned.
"Yes, baby girl, fuck our white slut, give her that dick," Jazmine encouraged.
"Fuck, God, I love being a slut," Paula moaned, wondering how many other suburban housewives spent the day eating ass while getting fucked in the living room while their husbands were at work.
"Oh yeah, you're a nasty white slut for black bitches," Jazmine moaned, enjoying talking dirty.
"Oh yeah," Paula agreed, her orgasm already rising, "I love being a white slave for black women."
"Yeah, take it, slut," Kayla ordered, slamming into the big white ass and enjoying seeing those big ass cheeks bounce with each hard, deep thrust.
"Yes, call me names," Paula moaned.
"Granny slut, take my cock; you're my big-assed white slut; my husband's fuck toy; a white slut for black cock and pussy," Kayla listed as she pounded her from behind.
"Oh yes, fuck me, give it to me, give it to me, fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuck," Paula rambled before she came all over the toy cock.
"Don't stop fucking her, baby girl," Jazmine ordered, as she pushed her ottoman away and rolled over onto her back. Aiming her feet under Paula's crouching body, she wiggled on her butt to get her cunny under her best friend's mouth.
"Fuuuuuck," Paula repeated, the orgasm refreshing itself as her mouth salivated when the black box moved close to her.
"Get eating, slut," Jazmine said, once she got into position, which was more work than she would like to admit... she sure wasn't as flexible as she once was.
"Always," Paula replied, diving into the delicious dark chocolate even as she kept getting dicked.
Ten minutes later, Paula came a second time when Jazmine squirted all over her face.
Kayla begged to be allowed to come, but instead, Jazmine had her daughter lay on her back so she could take her own turn on the strap-on, driving Kayla crazy with the big tits flopping around above her while her momma cowgirled herself to another orgasm.
Paula was about to sit on her daughter-in-law's face when she got a call from her husband. Actually already spent from multiple orgasms, she moved to the bedroom to take the call and learned Bill had booked reservations at LeVay, a five-star restaurant. That led to her getting all dressed up, although she held back from wearing some of her new nylons. After dinner, he then surprised her by taking her to a travelling Broadway show. It was a sweet night... romantic, and Paula loved it, just as she still loved her husband. Yet, there was always a nagging thought in the back of her mind: God, she needed cock... God, she needed pussy.
Paula took care of her intense desires and simultaneously rewarded her loving husband by giving him an equally loving blow job when they were back home, but only until his thick cock was at its hardest. Then she shocked him by getting onto her hands and knees in front of him and begging him over her shoulder to, "Take your wife, take her like you own her."
Bill was in awe as he watched his wife's bum shake with each stroke. While he loved her breasts, loved watching them jiggle when he made love to her... this was a completely different view and sensation. As were her shocking words: "Oh yes, baby, pound me, give me that dick, fill me with your hot love."



Bill obliged just a minute later as he came in his wife's pussy, unable to hold back any longer in these amazing circumstances.
Paula was also close and demanded, "Don't stop, don't stop," even as she used this new position to sneak her hand underneath and rub her clit.
Bill didn't quit, he kept pumping, his erection partially sustained by the vision of the froth of semen building up around his wife's swollen labia until that somehow changed wife bellowed, "Yeeeeees!"
A few minutes later, Paula cuddled into her man with just one thought: We have to tell him... soon.
SATURDAY JULY 12 TH
A very uneventful day. Kayla finally got fucked... making her husband fuck her to multiple orgasms. Jazmine got a morning sodomy from her man. Paula woke Bill up with a blow job and he was the one to roll her onto her front so he could take her from behind again.
Everyone planned to go and pick up Melina and Lenny that evening, even though it would require two cars. Bill thought that was a bit much, but then, he was the only one not dripping either pussy juice or pre-cum in their eagerness to see and have sex with the young, ripe kids.
Getting Paula alone in her kitchen, Jazmine said, "I have an idea to make sure you get some Lenny dick and Melina pussy too."
"Oh?" Paula asked, having become resigned to the reality she was going to miss the welcome home orgy that was going to take place at Jazmine's house.
"It's a little inappropriate."
"Everything we do is a little inappropriate."
"True," Jazmine nodded. "We give Bill a sleeping pill right now and when he passes out you can come over."
"I don't hate that idea," Paula said.
"Here is the pill," she said.
"I can't believe I'm about to drug my husband so I can commit incest with my grandchildren," Paula said.
"The things we do for young dick and pussy," Jazmine smiled.
"So true," Paula laughed.
Bill had a big, comfy SUV and was happy to drive and pick the kids up, but just twenty minutes before they were to go, he said, "I don't know what is going on, but I can't stay awake any longer."
"Don't worry, I'll drive," Kenneth said.
"You sure?" Bill asked.
"Yeah, no problem," Kenneth said, knowing the trick that had been played on his father and feeling guilty about it, but like the others looking forward to the orgy that was about to occur and excited that his mother would be able to take part. "Go get some rest, Dad, I got this."
"All right, I'm so sorry," Bill said. "I can't keep my eyes open."
An hour and a half later, Melina immediately bent down from the passenger seat, fished out her dad's dick and began sucking it. "You want me to crash?" Kenneth joked as he enjoyed the blow job while he drove his father's Escalade. His wife and mother sat in the backseat with his son, while Jamal and Jazmine had decided to stay back home to set up the homecoming and orgy.
"Don't you dare crash," his mother said, "or swerve in the lane so a cop pulls us over, I need time to say welcome home to my darling boy." Fishing her grandson's dick out of his pants, Paula said, "God, I have missed this big, fat, black cock so fucking much."
"Nana, language," Lenny teased.
"You don't like your old nana talking like a cock-hungry cum dump?" Paula asked before she bent down and devoured the eight-inch, already hard, black fuck stick.
"Noooo, I love it," Lenny moaned, as his mom leaned in from his other side and kissed him in a distinctly unmotherly way.
"You three behave back there," Kenneth joked, as his daughter bobbed on his cock.
"Focus on the road," Kayla ordered her husband before continuing to play tonsil hockey with their son.
Then for a good fifteen minutes, there was just cock sucking. Kayla tried to get a turn on her son's dick, but Paula would only let her slather his big balls. "This is my cock," Paula said possessively.
"You know I made it," Kayla pointed out.
"And Jazmine made you," Paula shrugged, before resuming the hungry cock sucking.
"Baby girl, I am going to come," Kenneth warned, always a gentleman.
Melina, who hadn't taken her mouth off her father's cock once since he started driving, kept up her reckless attack on his dick and was rewarded with his creamy load a few seconds after the warning.
Giving up on trying to get her mouth on her son's cock just yet, Kayla opened Lenny's shirt and gently played with his nipples while kissing his neck. "Come in your nana's slut mouth," she ordered when she felt his heart rate begin to race in his strong chest.
"Oh yeah, I'm going to nut soon," Lenny moaned. His nana had been the last of the Landers-Myers women to turn to slutdom, but she had turned out to be a naturally great cock sucker.
Once the entire load had warmed her belly, Melina sat back up and said, "I missed you, Daddy."
"I missed you, baby girl," Kenneth said.
"And I missed this dick," she smiled, reaching over and giving it a squeeze.
"I missed all three of your holes, baby girl," Kenneth said, a sentence he couldn't have imagined ever saying before he crossed the taboo line of incestuous love.
"Oh Daddy, you say the sweetest things," she smiled, looking back to see her nana going to town on her brother's dick. She loved her brother's dick, but she also liked variety and was looking forward to getting back to the house and having a go with Grandpa's massive monster. She also wanted some pussy... yes, she had eaten a couple on the trip (a hot French MILF in a bathroom at a café and a grandma in England in her hotel room... even away from home she preferred older pussy), but she missed her family twats. She unbuckled her seatbelt and planned to crawl back there and eat some pussy as soon as her brother nutted in their nana.
"Oh fuck, get ready, Nana-slut, get ready for this big load," Lenny said, as he pushed her head down on his dick and nutted in her mouth.
Paula was surprised by the sudden force on the back of her head and she gagged a little as the load erupted inside her mouth, but she focused on swallowing as much as she could.
"Oh yeah, treat her like a slut," Melina encouraged.
"You are all my sluts," Lenny said dominantly as he continued to unload in his nana's mouth.
"Yeah, we are," Kayla said, her mouth watering and feeling quite frustrated to not be allowed to suck or get fucked by her son's big dick she had been craving all day.
"Don't worry, Mommy," Lenny said. "I'm going to fuck the shit out of you once we get back home."
"In my ass?" Kayla asked.
"Oh yeah, I've missed that big juicy black ass," Lenny said, as he finally let the back of his nana's head go.
Paula sat up and coughed, "You bad boy, using me so roughly."
"Sorry, I got carried away," Lenny said.
"I liked it," Paula clarified. "I want to be your nana fuck toy."
"And you are going to be my three-hole fuck toy soon, aren't you?" Lenny smiled, as he kissed her.
"Yes, I'll do anything for your big black cock," Paula said, the first time since she had agreed to be sodomized that she meant it wholeheartedly. The anal attention she'd been receiving from Jazmine and Kayla as part of her preparation for Lenny had completely opened her mind, not to mention her anus, to all the pleasurable nerve endings in her previously forbidden hole... the idea of being sodomized by family cock beginning to consume her thoughts... especially when horny... which was, of course, most of the time.
"I need some pussy," Melina said, as she crawled into the back seat and said, "Lenny, go up front and sit with Dad."
"All right," he said, and through some gymnastics, the twins swapped places.
"Now, who is eating my pussy and who am I eating?" Melina asked.
"I need that pussy," Nana said.
"All right," Melina said, and through some more creative rearranging, she ended up on her back with her mom sitting on her face and her nana between her black thigh high stockings... Paula immediately dove in and ate that sweet young pussy.
"I came in her in the airplane bathroom earlier," Lenny said, that was a challenge in such a tight spot and with someone clearly waiting outside.
"Yummy," Paula said, as she began licking, even more excited that she was getting two loads of her grandson's sinful seed back-to-back.
"Yes, baby girl, eat Mommy's pussy," Kayla moaned, as her daughter's experienced tongue probed her pussy... watching Paula eat her daughter added to the erotic moment.
"Mmmmmm, I missed this pussy," Paula said, dining on the sweet caramel treat.
"Oh, God, Lenny, you are giving me that dick as soon as we get home," Kayla moaned, the tongue driving her crazy.
"I promise," he said, already looking forward to pounding both his mom and grandmothers in their fat asses with their tight pussies and assholes. Yes, he loved fucking all three of his sister's holes, but the older women had extra cushioning on the back end, and he loved watching their asses shake as he slammed into them and loved the way they moaned when they were getting fucked... especially in their assholes.
"You better," Kayla said.
Paula chirped in, "Jazmine is going to want first go at that big dick."
"No, he is my son," Kayla said possessively.
"I have enough cock for the both of you," Lenny assured.
"You better," Kayla moaned, her daughter's tongue working her magic as she realized Paula was right... her Momma was going to want to go first with Lenny and she had become bottom bitch after being busted lying about being Mistress.
Then for a few minutes, as Lenny told Kenneth some about their trip, the lesbian threesome in the back continued.
Kayla came first. "Oh yes, baby girl, Mommy is coming."
Melina eagerly licked up the sweet juices of her mother as she herself was close to coming.
"Nut on my face," Paula hungrily said, as she wanted that cum so bad.
"Mmmmmmm," Melina moaned, as she caught and savoured her mom's pussy cum.
"We will be home in under five minutes," Kenneth warned.
Paula took that as a hurry up and she slid two fingers inside her granddaughter and began finger banging her as she sucked on the clit.
"Ooooooh, fuck," Melina moaned, as the insertion of fingers immediately accelerated the orgasm that was already brimming inside her.
Kayla remained sitting on her daughter as she watched the lesbian act before her... looking forward to being a more active participant when they were home. God, she needed dick... bad... so fucking bad.
"Finger bang me," Melina demanded, her voice muffled by the cunt on her face.
Paula knowing her granddaughter was close, sucked on that clit aggressively while pumping her fingers in and out as fast as she could, wanting, no needing, the girl's creamy cum.
"Oooooh fuck, you nasty biiiiitch!" Melina screamed into her mother's pussy, as she lifted up her ass and erupted.
Paula pulled her fingers out and clasped her lips around the pussy and caught as much of the lady cum as she could.
"Oh yes, eat all my daughter's nut, you nasty granny slut," Kayla encouraged.
"God, I love your cum," Paula said, a minute later as she sat up, her hip getting sore in this strange position.
Kayla got off her daughter, her legs definitely needing a stretch.
Melina sat up and said, "That was fun."
"You have a little something on your face," Paula smiled, as she licked some of the excessive wetness from her granddaughter's face.
"Oooooh, you do too," Melina smiled, leaning forward and making out with her nana.
"We're home," Kenneth announced about ninety seconds later, as he rolled into the garage.
"Good, I need dick," Kayla said, horny as fuck even after coming on her daughter's face.
"Patience," Paula teased.
"Fuck patience," Kayla said, as she got out of the car and before the garage door was even closed, bent over the front of the car and demanded, "Lenny, come plug Mommy's hole with your big snake."
"Jesus, you are nasty, Momma," Melina smiled, loving seeing this side of her once prim and proper religious mother.
"You turned me into a cock hungry whore," Kayla said, as she impatiently waited as her son got out of the car and came around the hood.
"Are you sorry?" Melina asked, as she stretched her legs out of the car.
"God, no," Kayla said, as her son moved behind her, "just giving credit where credit is duuuueee."
"Fuck, Mom, you are soaked," Lenny said, as he slid his dick straight to the bottom of his mom's sloppy pussy.
"I've missed your dick, honey," Kayla moaned, so thrilled to finally have her own son's penis back in her.
"I won't take that personally," Kenneth teased, as he watched his son fuck his wife... his own dick also hard again.
"Let's go inside and get this orgy started," Melina said, taking her dad's hand.
"Yeah, I could use some dick too," Paula said, having sucked a cock and eaten a pussy but her burning pussy had not been touched.
"I've got a load for you too, Nana," Lenny promised.
"You better," Paula said, before following her son and granddaughter into the house.
"Oh yes, baby, fuck Momma, fuck her hard," Kayla moaned, as Lenny's dick pumped like a piston in and out of her, fueling her inner fire.
"Yeah, I missed this pussy, Momma," Lenny said, his hands on her wide hips as he slammed into her. She didn't have the huge ass cheeks that the grandmothers had, but she had some big, firm ones that were great for doggy-style pounding.
"Show me, son, show me how much you missed Momma's pussy," Kayla moaned.
"Oh yeah, I'll show you," he said, as he hammered her hard from behind, giving deep, hard back shots.
Meanwhile, in the house, Jazmine in all red lingerie and stockings was desperately waiting for her grandson. Melina walked in and said, "Shit, Grandma, you looking fire."
"Thanks, honey," Jazmine said, as her granddaughter walked over and kissed her. While they made out, Melina reached around and squeezed the luscious ass cheeks.
Paula went to Jamal and demanded, as she got out of her dress, "Come slam that big black cock in this white slut."
"Always on duty," Jamal joked, as he walked over to the sexy white granny who pointed to the sofa.
"Go sit down, I want to ride that cock," Paula said, now in a pair of sexy black stockings she had recently purchased and a matching black lace bra that was barely holding in her voluptuous tits.
"All right," he nodded, doing just that.
"Where is my grandson?" Jazmine asked when Melina broke the kiss.
"Railing his mother in the garage," Melina answered.
"Are you fucking kidding me?" Jazmine said, instantly in a rage as she stormed towards the garage.
"I think she missed that dick," Paula laughed, as she moved to straddle Jamal.
"I think you're right," Jamal said, as he watched the beautiful big white body lower itself onto his rigid, black pole.
"Oh yes, give it to me, give me that fucking big cock," Kayla begged, her orgasm imminent.
Having nutted in Nana's mouth under thirty minutes ago, Lenny was settling in for a marathon session with his mother when he was startled by his other grandmother. "Pull out of that slut and bring that dick over here."
"Momma, please, I'm so close," Kayla pleaded.
"Right now, Lenny, your mother is getting a time-out," Jazmine said, as she walked over and pulled him out.
"Momma!"
"You don't get to come the rest of the fucking night," Jazmine ordered. "You just eat pussy, suck cock and eat ass. Is that fucking understood?"
"Yes, Momma," Kayla replied sheepishly.
Jazmine dropped to her knees on the garage floor, wondering if the lingerie boutique sold sexy kneepads. "At least you added some flavour to my grandson's dick," she growled before she took it in her mouth.
"Care to explain?" Lenny asked.
"Well, I tricked Mom and Paula into thinking Melina told me I was their substitute Mistress, and they found out that was a lie and now I am bottom bitch," Kayla explained.
"I see," he nodded, as he glanced down and watched his grandmother suck his dick like a pro.
"Yeah," the mother sighed.
Jazmine could have sucked the cock forever, but she needed that dick in her. So, she stood back up, took her daughter's place bent over the vehicle hood and ordered, "Fuck me, sexy, fuck either of your granny's holes."
"Fuck, I missed this ass," Lenny said, giving it a squeeze.
"Show me," Jazmine said.
"Yeah, I'll show you," Lenny assured, as he positioned his cock at her asshole, discovering the clever old woman had wisely pre-lubed... no doubt with pot lube.
"Oh, God, yeeeeees," Jazmine moaned, as her grandson's cock slid inside her asshole.
"Oh yes, I could have this cock living inside me," Paula moaned, as she rode the glorious black dick.
"Bill might notice," Jamal chuckled, as he sucked on her big, hard nipples, the fancy bra having been discarded.
Melina, meanwhile, was bent over the sofa, watching the sex act, as her dad slowly fucked her from behind.
"Oh yes, ream my asshole, pound me while your mom watches," Jazmine moaned, as she also got taken from behind like the beast she had become.
"Fuck, I love this ass and asshole," Lenny moaned, his grandmother's asshole tighter than any other hole.
"Then pound it, destroy it," Jazmine wickedly said, as she looked at her daughter who had most of her hand up her cunt. The older woman thought to make her stop, but she loved seeing the depravity of a woman fisting herself, so she let it slide.
"Oh, yeah," Lenny groaned, also enjoying his mother's display while plumbing Grandma's shit pipe.
Paula was bouncing on Jamal like his body was a trampoline, her tits bouncing like basketballs spilt from a cart. "Oh fuck, this cock fills me so good."
"I'm going to nut in you soon," Jamal warned, in this position Paula's pussy milked his dick in a way he had never felt before.
"Harder, Daddy, fuck me harder," Melina demanded, as watching her nana ride her grandfather was fucking turning her on... especially with the black and white skin contrast.
"Yes, baby girl," Kenneth agreed, keeping his pace measured to help him last, but driving each stroke harder and deeper.
"Oh God, harder, hammer my asshole harder," Jazmine desperately demanded, as her orgasm was rising. "And you, slut, crawl under us and suck on my clit."
"Yes, Momma," Kayla nodded, happy to be able to be a part of this sexy fucking... God, her mother was the world's greatest ass slut.
"Oh fuck, fuck, I love black cooooock!" Paula declared to the world, as her orgasm ripped through her big body and she collapsed forward onto Jamal.
"Oh yes, Nana, you are one hot slut," Melina smiled.
"Thanks, baby," Paula said, as she closed her eyes and just enjoyed the orgasm as all eight inches of black dick remained lodged in her pussy.
"Oh yes, ream my asshole while your momma sucks on my fat clit," Jazmine moaned, about to erupt.
Kayla had wedged her body between her mother's thick legs and the car fender and was working her mom's clit over hard, really looking forward to getting her momma's cum, while Lenny was getting close to coming himself.
"Oh yeah, I'm going to nut in your asshole, Grandma," Lenny warned.
"Oh yeah, baby, nut in my fat ass, breed my shit hole," Jazmine wickedly said, and a few deep strokes later she came. "Fuuuuuck!"
Kayla's face was instantly drenched with her Momma's pussy cum and she hungrily lapped it up while Lenny slammed into his grandmother as hard as he could, shaking both women's bodies, until he grunted and unloaded in the senior citizen slut.
"Yes, fill my asshole up," Jazmine encouraged, as her intense orgasm got even more intense as she felt her grandson's cock pulse and unload in her.
"So good," Lenny moaned.
As Paula rolled off of Jamal, Melina moved around and dropped her pussy on her grandfather's dick and ordered, "Come fuck my asshole, Daddy."
"Yes, baby girl," he agreed, and soon the young, half-black sexy thing was being double penetrated by black and white cocks and being bounced around like a doll... as Jamal bucked his hips up to meet Kenneth's forward strokes as Jamal was desperate to come.



Jazmine walked in, cum oozing out of her ass, Kayla crawled on all fours behind her, and Lenny sauntered in at the rear, needing a rest.
Jazmine sat on one of the pre-positioned towels on a chair across from the sofa to watch the DP, with her ass hanging off the front edge. She snapped her fingers and rolled back a bit and Kayla crawled to her and began eating the anal cream pie.
"Oh yeah, fuck her, fuck our grandbaby," Jazmine encouraged.
"Yes, dump both your loads in me," Melina moaned, as her entire body was on fire being used so roughly.
"Yes, come in our sweet granddaughter," Paula encouraged from her spot curled into the corner of the sofa, just a foot away from the action, suddenly completely exhausted... 65 a bit past the age for easy backseat gymnastics.
"Yes, yes you family fuckers, fuck me, come in me, yes, yes, fuuuuuuuck!" Melina screamed, as she came just as Jamal nutted in her pussy.
As Melina collapsed, her breasts resting in her grandfather's face, Kenneth continued fucking his daughter's asshole for another minute before he groaned and spewed his load in her.
Everyone sexually satisfied, besides Kayla, Paula weakly walked home. Everyone else went to bed, although the couples were swapped. Kayla slept with her dad, Kenneth with his daughter, and Jazmine with her grandson... each having one last romp before going to sleep... Jazmine generously allowing Kayla to finally come from Jamal's hammer.
As Paula got into bed, she looked at Bill and thought, 'He is missing out so much.'
SUNDAY JULY 13 TH
At church, Melina beckoned all her lesbian family sluts to a washroom where she inserted a vibrating egg in each sweet pussy.
As the congregation sang hymns, Melina turned on all three eggs.
Paula let out a loud, shocked moan.
Jazmine smiled as she was expecting it and closed her legs to feel the full vibrations.
Kayla let out a small gasp but controlled herself.
Bill looked at his wife and asked, "Are you okay?"
"Uuuuuuh, yeah," Paula said, trying not to moan as the egg's vibrations teased her wildly... she hadn't known the thing inside her could vibrate this strongly and was completely shocked that her granddaughter would turn it on in church. The fear of being outed and having her pristine image shattered suddenly terrified her.
Jazmine looked at Paula and saw the shocked, concerned look on her face.
"You sure?" Bill whispered, his wife looking absolutely terrified.
Jazmine looked at Melina who was eagerly watching to see the three older women's reactions. Catching the girl's eye, she gave a slight nod at Paula and then a subtle shake of her head. Melina caught on and a moment later she stopped the toy in her white nana.
"Yes, I'm fine," Paula responded with a slight gasp, as the buzzing suddenly stopped. She was completely conflicted when her relief at no longer having to control her burning loins was immediately joined by disappointment at no longer having her loins burning. "I'm fine," she repeated more tersely when she noticed her husband still peering worriedly at her.
Bill quietly sighed, then resumed singing.
When the hymn ended, Melina stopped the buzzing on the other two eggs and decided to end her plan to start and stop throughout the service.
After church, as Bill chatted with the minister, Melina announced to the rest of the family, "I've decided that to make tomorrow night's sodomy of Nana an especially epic night, none of us are allowed to come until then. Is that clear?"
"None?" Paula asked, horny as fuck right now... even with the vibrations turned off, her pussy was getting teased every time she moved... it was the baby carrots all over.
"None," the young seductress repeated. "Myself included," she pointed out. "But those eggs stay in all day until you go to bed."
Paula sighed.
"I could actually use a rest," Jamal said, only partially joking. With only two men before Lenny returned, he had been a fucking workhorse... literally.
"Well, rest up, tomorrow we fuck hard," Melina said.
As such, everyone obeyed and behaved. Each woman was on edge all day with the egg moving inside them, but each obeyed the clear Mistress of the group... Melina.
Meanwhile, Melina finally had a plan to deal with their Papa Bill problem... a very wicked plan... all she had to do was get some help from Grandpa Jamal to make it happen. Tomorrow, Papa Bill would discover the family truth... And the truth will set him free, the young nympho assured herself.
To make that start, she texted Nana: Tomorrow is Nude Day. You will be naked in the house all day. If Papa asks you will act as if everybody does it these days. PS: If all goes well tomorrow Papa finds out the truth. PPS: You can take the egg out.
She texted everyone else variations of Nana's text so all would be on the same page.
Paula read the text and instantly had mixed emotions. Excitement, as tomorrow was the day of her sodomy; terror, because tomorrow was the day of her sodomy. She was excited by a plan that would perhaps finally get her husband involved with the family debauchery, yet full of trepidation about his response. Yet, she knew she couldn't keep living with the secret... living a lie. She also knew she couldn't go back to the time before she crossed the forbidden line of incestuous love.
She texted back: I will obey. What do I tell Papa about Nude Day itself?
Melina, as she got back shots from Lenny, who was really hammering her pussy, responded, although it was challenging as she got railed: Simply tell him it celebrates how God created us and stands against evil people turning nature sinful for profit.
Paula smiled at the perverse duplicity of the answer as she suspected her granddaughter would like nothing better than to start an OnlyFans site featuring their multi-generation incest. Then she extracted the annoying egg from her pussy... annoying because she wasn't allowed to come. She responded: Perfect.
Melina had meant it when she'd said that not coming applied to her and her brother as well. But that didn't mean they couldn't fuck, and they did for another hour, but always stopping just short of climax, edging each other in a way that was incredibly erotic in its denial. But, God, would both of them be ready to pop as soon as Lenny had popped Nana's anal cherry.
Paula slid under the sheets with her still-sleeping husband. As she prayed, she requested that God give her the strength needed and guide Bill to the purity of family love... as she had discovered there was nothing more real, nothing more pure, than family love... Bill needed to know this.
MONDAY JULY 14 TH
Paula got up, showered, and was in the kitchen making eggs, in just an apron to protect her goodies, when Bill entered the kitchen dressed for the workday.
He saw his wife's naked ass and was instantly perplexed.
"Good morning, honey," Paula warmly greeted, walking over and hugging her husband.
"Good morning," he said and then asked, "Umm, why are you naked?"
"It's Nude Day, silly," she answered simplistically.
"Nude Day?" he echoed, hearing her words but not processing them.
"Yes, Melina reminded us that today is Nude Day," she explained, going back to the eggs.
"Melina told you to walk around nude?" he questioned.
"Yes and no," she replied.
"Yes and no?" he echoed, quite confused by the entire conversation.
"Well, she reminded us it was Nude Day today and that we should not be uncomfortable in the body God gave us," Paula said, knowing bringing in the Lord would throw him.
"I'm still not understanding," he said, as he stared at his wife's fine ass.
"Were Adam and Eve not naked when the world began?"
"Um, yes," he nodded.
"So, celebrating our nude bodies is a natural thing and a salute to the Lord, is it not?" Paula asked, continuing her well-planned attack.
"I suppose, but that was in the beginning, before the introduction of sin through the serpent," he said, as his wife, whose big ass, while changed over the years, still made his own serpent stir in his pants, moved eggs from frying pan to plates.
"So, God is disgusted by our naked bodies now?" Paula asked. "Bodies that he created?"
"I didn't say that," he said, "but if we are bringing the Lord into it, 2 Corinthians 5:3 says, 'If so be that being clothed we shall not be found naked.'"
Paula countered, "Genesis 2:25, 'And they were both naked, the man and his wife, and were not ashamed.'"
"Man and wife yes," he nodded.
"Am I not your wife?" she asked.
"Yes," he nodded.
"So, I can be naked then?" Paula questioned, then added, "According to the Lord?"
"I guess so," he said, as she brought his eggs to the table and the sight of her large breasts and their expansive areolae and nipples hanging out at the sides of her apron quickly quieted any desire to debate.
"Good, because I find it very liberating," she said.
"You do?" he asked, as she took off her apron and sat down across from him.
"Yes, I feel a little like Eve," Paula said, pushing the religion button a little more, then playing a trump card by scooting in close and plopping her big melons right on the table.
"Well, if you are comfortable like this", he began, "I guess I can accept it for one day a year."
"What if I wanted to do it all the time?" Paula asked.
"I don't even know what to say to that," he replied, finding this conversation bizarre.
"That can be a conversation for another time," Paula smiled.
They then chatted for fifteen minutes about this summer's travel plans. All the while, Bill was trying to process the many strange changes in his wife... and the fact her breasts were just sitting there in the open. So large, so soft, so inviting. Yet, he wasn't sure what to say or do.
Once Bill was gone, Paula phoned Jazmine and told her about what had happened.
Meanwhile, Bill drove to work trying to really understand his wife's rather extreme changes. More sexual, sucked his penis, swallowed his semen, swore and now was celebrating Nude Day... these were strange behaviours. Was this the backside of menopause? Was Nude Day even a thing?
At work, when he had a break, Bill surreptitiously searched Nude Day and was surprised, although slightly relieved, to discover the day did indeed exist.
According to a Google search, he learned: It's a day dedicated to celebrating and promoting nudism, also known as naturism, which is a way of life that embraces the natural state of the human body without clothing restrictions.
This definition made him feel a little better as it could be tied to the Bible and seemed a rather pure reflection of the bodies God created. However, he strongly doubted that if a bunch of people started walking around naked in public as the supporters seemed to want, that it would remain pure, let alone Godly.
Yet, all day he couldn't get his wife's strange behaviour and sexually charged persona out of his head. It actually distracted him during a meeting. On more than one occasion he also couldn't get his wife's ass and breasts out of his head. While he had always loved his wife and admired her body, it had been decades since he had been distracted by it. He also felt guilt over the fact that the image of her mouth wrapped around his penis popped into his head on too many occasions, not to mention the memory of how good it had felt.
These feelings were sinful... and he worried the Devil was at work. He knew he had to have a serious talk with his wife... one he didn't want to have, but knew he had to.
Paula was still naked when her husband came home. Supper was ready and already on the table. Such normal behaviour amongst all the abnormal only left him more confused.
He said, as he sat down, the scent of roast beef making his stomach rumble, "We need to talk."
"I'm supposed to be the one to say that," she joked.
He let out a soft sigh. "I'm not comfortable with this nude thing and your more sexual attitude."
"Well, I'm not going to pretend I am someone I am not anymore," Paula replied, her tone instantly shifting to cold.
"I don't want you to do that," he said, already wishing he wouldn't have started this conversation now.
"It sounds like you do," she said, not backing down.
"It's just..." he paused.
"It's just what?" Paula asked, her tone a warning.
"It's just your behaviour has been a little inappropriate," he blurted out before he changed his mind.
Paula's first thought was, 'If he only knew the truth'. She responded with, "So, wanting to have more sex with my husband is inappropriate?"
"No, I don't mean that," he said, rattled.
"Then what exactly are you saying?"
"It's just..." he began and again stopped.
Paula sighed and then went on the offensive, not yet telling him the whole sordid truth, but laying out that they were not going back to their 1950s' Christian lifestyle. "Look, I'm sorry if I've shocked you with what seems like a sudden change, but I am not apologizing for wanting to spice up our sex life. I am also not going to apologize for finally freeing myself from society's misogynist expectations that I will be a submissive housewife who cleans your house, cooks your meals, and relieves your 'male needs' when you say. This is who I am now. I like sex. I like your fat dick. I want a lot of sex. I want to be fucked. Hard. Pounded."
Bill couldn't believe his wife's language or the libidinous acts she was apparently calling for. Quietly he said, "Let us behave decently, not in carousing and drunkenness, not in sexual immorality and debauchery. Rather, clothe yourselves with the Lord Jesus Christ, and do not think about how to gratify the desires of the flesh."
"Romans, really?" Paula scoffed. "Isn't that the one that also says we should obey those appointed above us because they must be there by the grace of God? Yeah, look at Washington and tell me that's true. That is definitely not the gang I want doing my gangbang."
"Paula, that language has to stop," Bill said, shocked by his wife's foul mouth.
"Cock. Pussy. Fucked," she said one at a time as she stood up, her large breasts swaying and briefly distracting Bill. "I'm not fucking fourteen, Bill. I am a grown woman. I am not going to be scolded." She then stormed out, went to their bedroom and slammed the door.
Bill was bewildered. He had somehow made it way worse. He still couldn't understand what had motivated this change in his wife. He had never seen this anger... never seen her stand up to him like this. He didn't know what to do. He didn't know what to say.
He got up, grabbed his phone and called Jamal. "Can I come over?"
Jamal, naked, replied, "What's going on, Bill?" to alert Jazmine as to who was on the phone.
"I don't know," Bill said. "I just got in a fight with Paula."
"Oh, I'm sorry," Jamal said, as he walked to the kitchen, where his wife sat at the table, also naked.
"Yeah, I don't even know where to start," Bill said, feeling gutted.
"Come over," Jamal said, as Jazmine looked up.
"Thanks," Bill said.
Jamal hung up and said, "I'm not sure exactly what happened, but Bill is coming over upset over a fight with Paula."
"So, I should break Melina's Nude Day rule and get dressed?" Jazmine smiled.
"No, answer the door like that," Jamal joked.
"I would," Jazmine said.
"You know what," Jamal paused, "stay naked."
"Really?" Jazmine asked, she usually being the more brazen of the two.
"Sure. He already knows it's Nude Day, and he already knows Melina told all of us about it," Jamal said. "The best way we can support Paula is by sticking to the plan to make it completely normal."
"Then I'll stay naked," Jazmine said.
"Although you may give him a heart attack," her husband replied, waggling one eyebrow.
"Well, that would be the way to go," she smiled.
About a minute later, Jamal said, "Shit, this is probably a terrible idea."
A couple of seconds later, the doorbell rang and Jazmine shrugged, "Too late now." She then walked to the door and opened it. "Hi, Bill, come on in."
Bill's eyes went wide as he was suddenly seeing just his second woman ever nude. He was paralyzed.
She took his hand and pulled him in. "I can't keep the door open like this."
She closed the door and Jamal walked over and greeted, "Hey, buddy."
Bill's face was white as a ghost as he looked at his naked friend, large penis dangling pendulously between his thighs. Perplexed, he looked back at Jazmine and her huge breasts... Good God, they were even larger than his wife's.
"Sorry, we assumed you knew we would be nude since it is Nude Day," Jazmine said.
"Um, I, I guess I didn't think about it," Bill said, trying not to stare even though he couldn't not see what he was seeing.
"It's always such a freeing day," Jazmine said, continuing with the group's plan to treat the day like it was very well-known and accepted.
"Yeah, and so natural," Jamal added, seeing the shocked and mortified expression on his best friend's face.
"That is what Paula said too," Bill mumbled, turning away from Jazmine's voluptuous body.
"You should try it," Jazmine suggested.
"I don't think so," Bill said.
"So, what happened between you and Paula?" Jazmine asked.
"I don't know," Bill said, making eye contact with his oldest female friend outside of his wife and focusing on not looking down. "Paula has been acting strange the last while."
"Strange? How so?" Jamal asked, guilt ripping through him at the reality he had been regularly fucking his best friend's wife for, 'the last while'.
"Well, for one she is swearing," the white husband said.
"Oh," Jamal responded, thinking if only Bill knew the wicked words that had escaped his wife's lips while in the middle of a hard fuck.
"Yes, vulgar language," Bill explained.
"Have you met Jazmine?" Jamal joked.
"Hey," Jazmine protested, but with humour rather than anger.
"I have never heard her use the 'F' word," Bill said, hinting at how crazy things had gotten at home.
"Oh, trust me, there are two sides to Jazmine, "Jamal explained. "Aren't there, Jaz?"
"I will not dignify that with an answer," Jazmine said, putting her hands on her hips which allowed her huge tits to be even more the center of attention.
"Really?" Bill asked Jamal.
"Yeah, Jazmine is a true saint, but she's also a grown woman and can show a nasty side," Jamal said, trying to give slight hints without giving away the raw truth.
"I only get nasty when we are fucking," Jazmine wickedly said, deciding to quit tap-dancing and just lower the boom on their uptight friend.
Bill gasped.
"See?" Jamal said. "Everyone has more than one side to them."
"I don't," Bill said.
"I have a plethora of sides," Jazmine joked and then did a 360 spin.
"Jazmine!" Jamal faux-scolded. "I am not sure Bill is ready to see your big ass in all its naked glory."
"He already saw my tits," she shrugged.
"I just don't know what to do," Bill said, trying to get the focus back on his problem.
"Apologize and buy flowers," Jamal said, "that is always the answer."
"And maybe an extra good pussy licking," Jazmine added.
Bill's eyes went wide again. What was going on here? Jazmine was acting like a sex-hungry harlot just like his wife.
"You do go down on your wife, don't you?" Jazmine questioned.
"Um, no," Bill said, shocked this was where the conversation was going.
"Sorry, this is probably not helping," Jamal said.
"I'm just saying every girl needs her coochie munched on occasion," Jazmine said, laying more truth on the table.
"Coochie?"
"Pussy, cunt, twat, slit?" Jazmine listed off.
"I think maybe you should go check on Paula," Jamal said to his wife, worried Bill might have a heart attack right in front of them if she kept it up.



"I guess I should," Jazmine agreed but first moved to Bill and wrapped her arms around him, pressing her naked tits against him. "Remember Bill, we are always here for you; we're family."
"Thanks," Bill croaked, his eyes again going wide at the shocking reality that a naked woman who was not his wife was hugging him. Also, her hot breath on his ear made a warm chill go up his spine.
As Jazmine left, Jamal said, "Sorry about that, going nude all day for Nude Day really brings her sexual desires to the top."
"Really?" Bill asked as they went to the living room.
"Yeah, she normally needs it once or twice a day, but on special days like this...?" While all Jamal said was basically true, he omitted that it wasn't always his cock or his tongue fulfilling his horny wife's needs. He took a seat on the sofa and motioned for his lifelong friend to sit.
"A day?" Bill asked shocked, sitting on a chair and trying to keep his eyes from straying to his friend's pecker. Sure, after so many gym classes and golf club locker rooms he had known that Jamal was large, but he'd never seen his equipment while talking about using it on a woman... especially a woman who had just pressed her naked breasts... her large, beautiful, black naked breasts against him.
"Yeah, though the last few months have been especially crazy," Jamal said, that also being true.
"Don't you think that may be the Devil's work?" Bill asked, definitely feeling the Devil playing with his mind as he struggled to keep it on the conversation.
"Wanting to have more sex?"
"Yes."
"I actually think we have come closer to God through this time."
"Really?"
"Yes, God made our bodies and made the pleasure that exists within them," Jamal said. "As such, the more pleasure we can give to the people we love the closer to heaven we reach."
"Well, I am out of here," Jazmine said, as she walked in with a robe on now, though it was so short that the bottoms of her ass cheeks flashed when she walked.
"I'll see you soon," Jamal said
Jazmine walked over to her hubby, and purposely bent down, giving Bill a very up close and personal look at her big, juicy ass as she kissed Jamal, lingering longer than appropriate under any other circumstances.
Bill couldn't believe what he was seeing. He couldn't believe what was happening. Had the entire world gone mad?
Finally straightening up, Jazmine said, "I'll let you two men chat," before she sauntered out.
"Sorry," Jamal apologized, "like I said, she has been really sexually charged since Christmas."
Since Christmas, thought Bill. So, this was a relatively new change with Jazmine as well. "I really am concerned by our wives' behaviour," Bill said to his friend.
"Concerned? About your wife wanting you more?" Jamal said. "Well, I'm not complaining; I'm getting more sex than I ever have. And better. Hey, has Paula discovered she likes giving blow jobs? Because Jaz has been blowing my mind." He chuckled at his own pun.
"Oral sex is a sin," Bill said automatically while trying to process that whatever it was that had changed Paula and Jazmine appeared to have gotten to Jamal as well. Was he living through a sexual Invasion of the Body Snatchers?
"Where does it say that in the Bible?" Jamal asked.
"Nowhere, but it is inappropriate," Bill said. "I'll concede that God built in feelings of pleasure during lovemaking to encourage us to, 'Be fruitful and multiply', but oral sex is chasing erotic pleasure for the sake of pure titillation and putting your partner into a degrading, submissive position."
"There is nothing wrong with exploring the pleasures of the body with someone you love," Jamal said, repeating a message the stunned man had heard earlier from his transformed wife. "Also in Genesis, didn't God tell Eve, Your desire shall be for your husband, And he shall rule over you? Submission doesn't automatically mean degradation, sometimes it means surrendering to love."
"I suppose you could be right," Bill said doubtfully.
"Besides, what man would ever complain about getting a blow job or more sex?"
"I guess I do sound silly," Bill said, wanting to have a clearer conversation about the oral sex, but Jamal just didn't seem to be hearing his concerns. "I am also concerned about the language coming out of Paula's mouth."
"They are just words," Jamal said.
"I don't know."
"I was shocked by Jazmine's words at first too, but I have gotten used to them, they express her true feelings so much more directly."
"I am not sure I could ever get used to it," Bill said.
"Bill," Jamal asked, "is this the hill to die on?"
"I don't know," Bill sighed, so overwhelmed.
"If you love your wife, which I know you do," Jamal continued, "you have to accept her for who she is."
"I always have," Bill said.
"I know you have," Jamal said. "Or, like me in the past, you think you have."
Bill raised his eyebrows.
"You say Paula has changed and I thought the same was true with Jazmine. But when I sat down and really listened to her, we helped each other realize that these passionate feelings have always been there, we'd just been repressing them because we thought that was the right thing to do."
Bill thought he heard another echo of something Paula had tried to tell him but went with his original gut instinct. "No, I think I'm seeing some really wild changes."
"Like what?"
"Um...," Bill said, still finding this conversation difficult, even after the strangeness of the rest of the discussion.
"You can tell me," Jamal encouraged. "Think about it, Bill. If our wives are both going through similar 'changes' at the same time, it's because they talk openly with each other. It may be necessary for us to let down our 'man guards' a little if we hope to keep up."
"She wants more sex," Bill blurted.
"Oh no, you poor guy," Jamal mocked.
"I mean, like a lot more sex," said Bill.
"You poor, poor guy?" Jamal asked.
"I guess that sounds like a strange complaint," Bill chuckled awkwardly.
"Yeah, it does," Jamal agreed. "Bill, to be clear, I've gotten the same feedback from Jaz."
"I wonder what led to both of them having a suddenly higher sex drive?"
Jamal knew the answer to that question started with a sexy, caramel-coloured 'M', but he gave Bill a different answer, though it was also true.
"Who cares? The important thing is that she told me, and our sex lives are now more active than they've been since our twenties - I take it as a win."
"I guess so," Bill said.
"Hey, Bill, are you worried because your libido has gone the other way or maybe the body's no longer able even if the mind is willing?"
"What? No...no problems there, with either mind or body."
"Well then, enjoy the ride." Overall, Jamal was pretty happy with how this conversation was going, getting Bill to embrace Paula's heightened sex drive was an important first step. He was, however, still stumped at how to introduce the idea that Bill should share his wife to handle that heightened drive.
"I guess," Bill said, his voice trailing off. He needed to ask. He needed to know. "Um, this may be too personal."
"Naaah, man, nothing is too personal for us," Jamal said. "You're my brother and we need to help each other deal with our invigorated hot wives." Okay, there was a pretty obvious seed planted, he mentally congratulated himself.
"About what you said earlier, does Jazmine really put her mouth on your penis?" Bill asked.
"Oh, yeah, it is so great to have that back on the menu," Jamal answered. Seeing the confusion on his friend's face, he said, "You remember how it was when we were young, more than happy to trade oral pleasures, wink, wink, nudge, nudge. But the kid comes along, work pressures mount, community and church responsibilities mount, and by the time we were thirty I sometimes wondered if I'd imagined those early blow jobs."
"Really?" Bill asked, shocked by this.
Bill's slack jaw confirmed for Jamal what he'd heard from Paula, that oral sex had never been on the Landers' menu. He decided not to push that point. "Oh yeah, it's great getting my dick sucked again," he said. "Don't you like it?"
"Uh, yeah, I guess I do."
"I mean, it's intense," Jamal said.
"Yes, it is very different than intercourse," Bill said.
"Yeah, they are both great, but indeed very different."
"So, am I overreacting?"
"I think so, man," Jamal said. "I mean how many men in their sixties are still having a great sex life or any sex life?"
"Yeah, I guess I am overreacting," Bill agreed, feeling so much better and knowing he had to go apologize to his wife.
"Go," Jamal said, reading his best friend's mind.
"Yeah, thanks, you really are a great friend," Bill said.
This gutted Jamal a little, but he nodded, "I am always here for you."
"Thanks," Bill said and headed back home, only having a little time before he had to head to church for men's group.
"Don't thank me yet," Jamal said quietly after he closed the door.
Bill returned home, ready to apologize and was shocked once again when he entered the kitchen and saw his wife, fortunately now in a robe, talking to Jazmine in the living room and both of them had a glass of wine in their hands. He didn't mention it as he asked, "Can I speak to my wife alone?"
"Anything you can say to me, you can say in front of Jazmine," Paula said, purposely taking a long drink from the glass.
Bill thought about what Jamal had said about the ladies talking openly and how the men needed to borrow from their playbook if they wanted to stay in the game. "Okay," Bill nodded. "Paula, I am so sorry. I greatly overreacted."
"Yes, you did," Paula replied.
"Paula, your man is apologizing," Jazmine said.
"You are right," Paula said, standing up and walking over to her husband. "I'm sorry too."
"I really am sorry," Bill stressed.
"I accept your apology," Paula said, kissing him on the lips, allowing her wine breath to reach him.
"Thank you," Bill said.
"You're welcome."
"I love you," Bill said.
"I love you, too," Paula said.
"Aaaaaah," Jazmine said, just as the front door opened.
"The greatest grandchildren in the world are here for a visit," Melina declared, walking in.
"Hi, honey," Bill began with an automatic smile. Then when he saw her short dress and nylons that again showed the whole lace top, the smile froze. Though he supposed he should be grateful she was wearing anything at all, hadn't Paula said this whole Nude Day idea had come from Melina?
"Hi, Papa," she greeted, coming over to give him a hug.
"What are you doing here?" he asked, cringing inside for sounding unwelcoming, but knowing his wife and quasi-sister-in-law were sitting there naked except for skimpy robes due to the scantily dressed young beauty in his arms had him feeling severely conflicted.
"Came for a visit," she said with a bit of a questioning pout even as she leaned forward after releasing the hug to be sure he could see that her pert young tits were braless beneath her sleeveless blouse.
"Oh, I wish I could stay," Bill said. "But I have to leave in a few for men's group."
They then visited for about ten minutes before Bill headed out and Melina said, "Party time. Everyone get undressed." Her own fingers quickly undid her skirt button.
"Shouldn't we at least wait until he is out of the driveway?" Paula asked as she walked to the window to peek out.
"Well, I suppose we can wait another minute," Melina shrugged, leaving the skirt up but undoing her blouse buttons. "But tonight is your sodomy, Nana and I, for one, am dying to guide a dick into your big, beautiful ass."
"You really want to watch your fat old Nana get a big dick in her asshole?" Paula wickedly questioned as she watched her husband's car pull out of the driveway.
"Oh yeah, one hundred percent," Melina smiled, as she picked up her small clutch and pulled out a joint and some pot lube she laid on the coffee table.
"You are a very, very bad girl," Paula said playfully, not moving until she saw the car drive away, then making sure the drapes covered her peeking gap.
"And it is time for you to be a very bad Nana," Melina said, as she quickly shucked her skirt while Lenny undid the button and zip on his shorts and Grandma Jaz untied her robe and shrugged it off her shoulders.
Paula looked around and saw the other three get naked and begin closing on her.
"So, we are really going to do this? Paula asked, excited and nervous.
Reaching her red-cheeked nana, Melina assured, "Oh, yeah, we are definitely doing this."
"Okay," Paula nodded, willing to do anything her grandchildren told her to do, but still afraid that trying to squeeze in taking her anal virginity in just the couple of hours Bill would be gone for men's group was too risky... plus too rushed for her to really enjoy it.
While Melina unscrewed the lid on her small jar of pot lube, her brother undid their grandmother's robe tie and peeled the silk off the voluptuous old body. The instigator of all this incestuous madness then reached into her nana's crotch with her pot lube-coated fingers and slid them right inside the older woman's pussy. "Let's get these sweet holes high," she purred.
"Ooooooh," Paula moaned, as two fingers slid inside her very needy neglected pussy... going all day without having an orgasm, or two, or three was rare and dreadful.
"Oh yeah, Nana, we are going to give you the best night of your life," Melina promised, just as Jamal walked in from the kitchen, naturally using the shared backyard gate to enter the house from the rear. Just as he planned on soon entering his neighbour from the rear.
"I see you are starting without me," Jamal said, quickly discarding his robe.
"No, just getting our special guest warmed up," Melina said, pulling her fingers out of Nana's cunt and dipping them back into the lube.
Jazmine was already on her knees and stroking Lenny's dick with one hand while rubbing her other along the inside of her best friend's thick white thighs.
"Turn around, Nana, time to lube that big, beautiful butt," Melina instructed, capping the jar and laying it down on an end table.
"Okay," Paula obeyed. The curiosity of the forthcoming sodomy grew into anticipation as she thought about how this night was all about her. It made her entire big body tingle with excitement. Still, she said, "I can't believe I agreed to this."
Melina pressed her young, firm body up against the back of her grandmother's old, soft one and flicked her tongue into her ear. "Don't pretend you don't want to feel Lenny's big black cock in this big white ass of yours," the young slut trainer wickedly said, as she forced her hand between the fleshy globes of the old lady's ass and rubbed lube all over the virgin rosebud.
"Ooooo," Paula moaned. Then the front door opened and her eyes went wide with worry... had Bill come back home for something? Yes, she wanted him to learn the truth... but not like this. She looked over and sighed deeply in relief when she saw it was her son and daughter-in-law. Then she was gasping again when she realized they'd both walked in completely naked! "What the—Oh, my God!" she gasped as she felt a fingertip press through her sphincter and a surreal tingle course through her.
"You guys better not have started without us," Kayla said, as she lay a big shoulder bag down on the floor then put her hands on her hips with her legs spread wide, showing her pussy was already wet and opening.
"Just getting started," Melina said, popping her fingertip several times quickly in and out of her paternal grandmother's ass, making Paula pant, "Oh, oh, oh."
"Damn, baby girl, did you really come over here naked?" asked Jazmine.
"From door to door," bragged Kayla.
"Yeah, she said if we're going to do Nude Day then we were really going to do it," Kenneth said, shaking his head as he dropped his car keys in a bowl on the entry table while the rest of the room laughed.
Then Melina said quietly into Paula's ear, "How about you, Nana? Are you ready to really do this thing? If you want this to happen, bend over and show me." The young mistress loved making her subs surrender of their own free will and her pussy went completely wet when her latest conquest immediately bent at the waist, leaning on the arm of the sofa and spreading her legs without further instruction. Melina slowly slid her finger deeper into her Nana's ass.
"Your daughter's finger is in my asshole," Paula declared with a groan that increased everyone else's hardness or wetness.
"Well, soon every cock will be up that asshole," Kayla said, as she was dying to see her mother-in-law get that big white booty banged.
"Every cock," Paula repeated, her voice thick with saliva.
"Oh yeah, finally getting to fuck his mom's ass is all Kenny's been talking about all day," Kayla outed her husband.
"Kayla!" he hissed, even as his half-hard cock popped to full erection when he heard his mother say, "Every cock," as she pushed her butt back against his daughter's hands.
"Is that true, son?" Paula asked, as she remained bent over getting fingered in her ass. "You want to fuck Mommy's butt?"
"I always have," Kenneth admitted, a large bead of pre-cum already forming at the tip of his curved six inches.
"Did you ask Lenny if you could go first?" Jazmine asked, still stroking her grandson's dick, also glistening with pre-cum that she languidly licked off with gentle flicks of her tongue.
"I did," the middle-generation Landers man whinged, "but he gave me that 'dibs' bullshit."
"Sorry, Pop," Lenny laughed, "but I do have a streak I need to complete."
"But first, let's have a drink and a toke," Melina said, pulling her finger out of Nana's ass. "Give the pot lube some time to do its magic."
"Oooooh, okay," Paula said, oddly disappointed to no longer have that finger in her butthole.
Jamal poured the wine that was already open into glasses and then went into the kitchen to get another bottle from the two boxes he had brought with him, one of white, the other of red. After popping the cork on a chilled white, he poured until everyone had one.
Paula reached deep into the breakfront where Bill never went and pulled out the smokeless ashtrays she'd bought when she'd decided she wanted to be able to smoke in her own house without leaving it smelling like a college dorm room (or alerting Bill). People got comfortable, using the pile of towels Kayla retrieved from her mother-in-law's bathroom as butt doilies to keep from staining the furniture with lubricants or bodily fluids.
Melina lit a joint, took a hit and handed it to Nana.
"I can't believe you made me a pothead," Paula joked.
"And a pot bottom," Melina smiled, slapping the big white ass that hung halfway off the sofa arm she was now seated on.
This made everyone laugh as the mid-sixties woman squealed before taking a hit.
Paula, Jamal and Jazmine all told their versions of their interactions with Bill during their surreal Nude Day encounters.
Meanwhile, Bill himself was completely confused. As he drove to church, he tried to process the Nude Day concept. The fight. The reality he had now seen Jazmine completely nude and no matter how much he tried to push the image out of his head he couldn't erase it. The fact Jamal wasn't ashamed to be caught nude or bothered that his best friend saw his wife nude added to the perplexity of his growing bewilderment. He couldn't explain it, but something was going on. It could only be the Devil at work. He couldn't figure out what to do. He sighed, hoping the spirituality of men's group would provide some guidance for the way ahead.
"I can't believe you guys did that," Kenneth said, trying to imagine his dad's facial expressions upon first finding his wife naked, and then his best friends and neighbours.



"Yeah, I feel like shit," Jamal said.
"But you will still fuck my ass?" Paula asked, reaching over and stroking his big black cock.
"Yeah, I'm going to pound that white ass hard," Jamal assured.
"After me," Lenny reminded everyone.
"And me," Kenneth said, walking to his mother who grabbed his dick and started stroking it too.
"Don't worry," Melina assured, "you will all get your turn fucking Nana's asshole."
"I sound like a piece of meat," Paula joked. However, having taken four hits and now having two dicks in her hands, she was fully excited for the night's promise.
"Tonight, Nana, you are the pleasure puppy," Melina declared.
"I'm not sure I like that title," she said, getting quite high from the hits while also feeling the insatiable burn in her loins and a growing desire to have cock in all her holes right now. "But I do need to get fucked badly."
"In your ass?" Melina asked, as she stroked her brother.
"In all my holes," Paula said, high enough that any logical fears of being sodomized had faded into oblivion.
"All right," Melina said, as she moved to the sofa and sat down, "let's really get this paaaarty started. Nana, get on all fours on the floor in front of me."
"Okay," Paula nodded, as she let go of the two hard cocks that would soon be taking turns fucking her asshole. While her knees didn't love it, her submissive nature loved being on her knees.
"Ladies, get that virgin asshole ready for fucking," Melina ordered.
Jazmine and Kayla both moved to Paula... whose face was just a few inches from her granddaughter's enticing pussy... glistening like golden treasure.
Meanwhile, Jamal and Kenneth both took a seat on either side of Melina. She reached over and began to ever so slowly stroke both cocks... just keeping them hard, keeping them ready.
Jazmine squeezed her best friend's ass cheeks before pulling them apart and burying her face between them and licking the puckered virgin hole, the pot lube being edible, though one needed to go easy on swallowing too much. Kayla moved her hand to Paula's back and rubbed gently with one hand and reached under to squeeze a sagging tit with the other.
"Oooooooh," Paula moaned, enjoying the tongue on her asshole, but she wanted and needed more. "Just fuck my asshole, I want to be a three-hole slut like the rest of the women in my family."
"Patience," Melina purred like a sexual guru, "we don't want to damage that hole... at least not right away."
"Oh, shit," Paula said, worried her granddaughter wasn't just teasing. Then she felt Jazmine rub the target of everyone's abuse with a finger and lust once again replaced worry. Looking back over her shoulder, she said, "Slide it in my ass, Jaz, finger fuck my asshole."
"Gape that hole, Grandma," Melina instructed.
"Will do," Jazmine said, as she slid her finger inside, watching her fat, black digit disappear inside the virgin ass.
"Ooooooh, yes," Paula moaned, the pot lube having made her asshole a complete pleasure point... tingling sensations coursed through her.
"Yeah, get that ass ready for dick," Kayla encouraged, as she got on her back and wiggled her way under her mother-in-law to squeeze and suck the voluptuous tits.
"Yeah, Grandma, get that ass ready for your grandson," Lenny said, his dick raging as he admired his grandmother's black hands working over his nana's amazing white back end. He and Melina had role-played breaking Nana's ass nearly every day on their European vacation and his cock had been hard all day today in anticipation of the real thing finally happening. In fact, Melina had had to release him from the no-coming rule because she figured her brother might shoot off just as soon as he saw the pink eye winking at him. To keep that from happening, she had let him dump three loads in her own ass since this morning, so he'd be able to last a long time as he initiated the newest member of the family three-hole cum dump club.
"Oh, Lenny," Paula moaned, as Jazmine started moving her finger inside her, not in and out, but wiggling around inside... which caused surreal sweet sensations. "Do you really want to fuck your nana's white virgin asshole with that big black cock?" For some reason, both the incestuous angle and the racial kink enhanced her loins. Both were so strongly taboo in their own way... a black and a white person being together was still considered very wrong when she was his age.
"Oh yeah, Nana," Lenny assured, kneeling beside his grandmother and bringing his face to hers between his sister's wide-spread thighs. "I'm going to give your big, fine ass all the attention it deserves." Then he made out with the still-hot older woman for half a minute before saying, "I'm going to make sweet love to your tight, little butthole before I pound it and make your nasty hole gape."
Paula's pussy absolutely gushed at the hot kissing followed by the even hotter words. "A hard black dick reaming?" Paula gasped. When Lenny straightened up on his knees beside her and stroked his eight-inch pussy-pounding hammer just inches from her face, her pussy burned without even being touched.
"You really like the black dick, Nana?" Melina asked.
"I do, honey," Paula moaned, turning back and looking up at her beautiful granddaughter, as Jazmine really worked her asshole over with the finger rotating inside her butt, while Kayla was sucking on her left nipple with hungry attachment. "I know it's wrong, but I love being a slut for black cock."
"And black pussy," Jazmine and Kayla interjected in almost perfect unison.
"Yes, I love being a white, submissive, cunt-munching slut for delicious, addicting black pussy," Paula added, as she looked directly in front of her to the glazed pink lips perfectly surrounded by the caramel skin of her granddaughter.
"You want this young pussy, Nana?" Melina questioned.
"I always want it," Paula responded, with hungry lust.
"This young, delicious pussy?" Melina questioned, stopping stroking her dad to move one hand to her pussy and spread her wet lips.
"Oh, Melina, don't tease your hungry nana," Paula pleaded, "I have been horny all day, am high, tipsy, have a finger in my ass and your mother sucking on my tits. I need to eat pussy, suck cock and get fucked."
"Lick me, Nana," Melina ordered, "I do love seeing your pretty face between my legs and buried in my pussy."
"Mmmmmmmm," Paula purred, as she immediately put herself in the exact position her granddaughter described and slurped like a horse returning from a desert and finding a trough.
"Oh yes, lick that pussy," Melina moaned, as Kenneth stood up and offered his daughter his cock. She, of course, opened wide and began sucking the curved rod.
Jazmine then slowly inserted a second finger in her bestie's asshole and Paula gasped, "Ooooooooooh," as her anal entrance was stretched wider than ever before and her anal cavity suddenly was filled with two thick fingers.
"Oh yeah, your asshole just swallowed up my fingers," Jazmine said, as she enjoyed preparing Paula's ass for her first fucking, recalling doing the same for her daughter before she lost her anal virginity to Lenny.
"Yeah, honey, prep that ass," Jamal encouraged, as he slowly and rather haphazardly got jerked off by his granddaughter who was more focused on sucking her own dad's dick.
Paula couldn't believe how full she felt. It was so nasty, so wrong, which made it feel so damn good. The pot lube and the pot itself had shattered any pretense of moral responsibility and all she wanted was to be a three-hole fuck slut. The idea of a cock in her mouth, pussy and ass all at once now something she had to have happen to her before this wild night ended. "So full," she announced randomly between eager licks of her granddaughter's pussy.
"Is she ready, Grandma?" Lenny asked, rather impatiently.
Melina took her dad's dick out of her mouth and asked, pushing Paula's face away from her pussy, "You ready to be sodomized, Nana?"
Hearing sodomized and Nana back-to-back was crazy, but she didn't hesitate, "Oh God, yes, Lenny bring that dick over and slide it in your Nana's virgin asshole and make her an anal-loving family fuck toy."
"God, I love when you talk dirty," Jazmine purred, pulling her two fingers out and briefly admiring the gaped hole she had just created.
"I have to watch this," Kayla said, slithering her body from the tit worshipping she had been doing. She wanted to watch as her son slid his big, fat, fucking cock into her mother-in-law's asshole for the first time.
"Everyone gather around," Melina said.
Lenny moved behind his bent-over Nana, and squeezed her big, soft, white ass cheeks. God, he loved how big they were. Her entire body was voluptuous and he could drown in the big-bodied beauty.
Jazmine remained kneeling on Paula's left side. Kayla, once she got out from under Paula, knelt on her mother-in-law's right side. Each woman laid a black hand on the nearest white butt cheek and pulled them apart, completely exposing the bullseye for the young brown man kneeling behind the white woman.
Jamal and Kenneth stood up so they could see the action from above.
"Just slide it in," Paula begged, after all the months of stalling, now so badly wanting to feel a real cock sliding inside her ass.
"Make sure to breathe," Kayla said, gently rubbing Paula's back with her other hand, "his dick is longer and fatter than fingers."
"Yeah, there may be a little discomfort at first," Jazmine added.
"I'm ready," Paula said, as she felt Lenny's dick positioned at her anal entrance.
"Go slow, Lenny," Melina instructed.
"I know," her brother said, having been the one to take every other family member's anal virginity.
"Slide it in, son," Kayla instructed, "take Nana's anal cherry."
"Yes, Momma," Lenny nodded, then pushed his thick dick forward. After the slightest resistance from the puckered virgin hole, it slipped inside the intense warmth. While he'd become accustomed to this special warmth while repeatedly sodomizing his sister, mother, and maternal grandmother, it was still always special. And the first time inside his paternal grandmother? Thank God he'd already had three orgasms.
"Ooooooh my God!" Paula bellowed, as her asshole was stretched wider than she could have imagined and a wreath of fire burned inside her, causing a wild mixture of pleasure and pain.
"Breathe, Mommy, breathe," Kayla urged into her mother-in-law's ear, remembering the surreal mix of pain and pleasure when her son first penetrated her asshole... thankful for the pot lube to diminish the full pain that could have existed.
"Yes, Paula, relax and allow that big, beautiful booty to take your grandson's big dick," Jazmine added, looking forward to getting some dick in her own ass tonight.
"Okay," Paula said, her head going light at the reality she was currently being sodomized in her living room by her grandson while others watched and encouraged her.
"Yes, Nana," Melina added, "you've taken his fat head, the rest will be easier."
"And then you will be in utter heaven," Kayla added.
"Okay, yes, fuck," Paula agreed, the pleasure and pain spinning inside her, but more real was the utter euphoria at committing such a taboo act. She couldn't explain it, but sinning brought her pleasure. The more wrong society or the religious society thought it was, the more it stimulated her. And besides the ultimate sin of incestuous relations, being sodomized would be the next biggest sin... the fact she was being sodomized by her grandson may have made it the sin of sins. "I want all that cock in my asshole."
"Shit, so tight," Lenny groaned, in awe of the warmth and the way her insides seemed to perfectly wrap around his dick as he began slowly pushing in one inch after the other.
"Uunnnnhhhhh," Paula exhaled as the fire moved into her rectum like a shot of good whiskey going down her throat.
"He is almost all in," Jazmine declared, as she watched the big dick disappear between Paula's perfect pillows.
"Oh yeah, it's like the ultimate magic trick," Kayla said, also watching her son's dick disappear.
"So full," Paula repeated, her head in a daze.
"Not yet," Lenny said. Then his last inch slithered inside and he was resting his young body against his Nana.
"Ohhhhh," Paula said, unable to imagine how her butthole could possibly take all that cock.
"Yes, you took it all," Jazmine said, excitedly.
"Of course, she did," Kayla said, "she is after all a family fuck toy like the rest of us."
"I wasn't sure a white bitch would be able to take such a big dick up her butt," Jazmine said, the rest of the ladies being black or a black-and-white mix.
"Hey," Paula gasped, trying to get used to eight inches of cock impaled in her asshole, "I am just as big a slut as the rest of you."
"You are now," Jazmine agreed, slapping the side of Paula's ass.
"Now, slowly fuck her, big brother," Melina instructed, as she bent down and kissed her Nana on the lips.
As she felt the dick pull back out and slide back in, Paula's tongue danced inside her granddaughter's mouth; a surreal contradiction of loving intimacy as her back door was brazenly forced open.
"Oh yeah, you look so hot with black dick in your white ass," Jazmine encouraged.
"There's just something so hot about seeing the contrast in skin colour," Kayla said, as everyone watched Paula lose her anal virginity.
"Yeah, I can't wait to sink my dark dick in that pale ass," Jamal said.
"Hey, I'm next," Kenneth said, dying to fuck his mother's asshole. He already loved being called a mother fucker and getting into her big ass would be committing the ultimate Oedipus sin.
"You will all get to fuck her," Melina promised, breaking the kiss. "Just let her get used to a dick in her ass."
"Yes, you didn't all seem this excited to fuck my ass," Kayla pouted, as she continued rubbing Paula's back.
"Are you kidding, baby? I loved it," Kenneth said. "Don't you remember how fast I came?"
"I love it too, baby girl," Jamal said, fucking his daughter something he could never get enough of. The wild moans, the naughty words all the women freely spouted, were so much hotter coming out of her mouth than his wife's or granddaughter's. That said, the racial aspects of listening to Paula's ultimate nasty tongue were a truly guilty pleasure.
"You fucking better," Kayla said, speaking to both of them.
"I'll destroy that ass, baby girl," Jamal promised, moving to her.
"Remember, you can fuck all our holes as usual, but every load today is for Nana," Melina reminded everyone.
"Every load?" Paula asked.
"Every delicious load," Melina nodded. Then she laughed. "Although, you'll need taste buds in your anus to enjoy them since tonight is all about filling your butt with cum."
"Mmmmmmm," Paula said, realizing the slight pain, more of a slight discomfort, had completely dissipated, as her grandson continued slow, smooth strokes in her tingling ass.
Melina, the sexual empath, sensing that her nana had crossed the line into the anal pleasure zone, asked, "How's that ass feeling now, Nana?"
"Good," Paula nodded, "although I could use it going faster and harder."
"I can do that," Lenny said, doing exactly that.
"And how is your pussy, Nana?" Melina questioned next.
Even as full as her ass felt, Paula's pussy was also absolutely burning and desperate for dick. "Empty," she said.
"You want to be double penetrated?" Melina asked, remembering the remarkable graduation night orgy when the men had filled all her holes at once.
"Is my ass full of dick?" Paula answered playfully, as if saying, 'Does a bear shit in the woods?'. Then gave out a moan as the anal pleasure increased with the faster-paced strokes and harder back shots... she loved how the strong, young body slammed into her, absolutely owning her.
"Why yes, I think it is," Melina laughed hard, before ordering, "Daddy, lay on your back."
Kenneth, who was ultra horny and wanting his turn at his mother obeyed immediately, although he feared he might be giving up his place in line to defile the virgin ass.
"Straddle your son's dick, Nana," Melina said, so naturally carrying out her role as orgy conductor.
Jamal, who'd been rubbing pot lube into his daughter's asshole in preparation for showing her that he desired her back door just as much as Paula's, paused a moment to see the next stage in his granddaughter's master plan.
Paula moved, making the big dick slide out of her ass and she immediately felt achingly empty. Quickly she straddled her son and lowered her big body and soaking wet pussy onto his curved cock.
"Oh yes, Mom, I fucking love you riding me," Kenneth moaned, as her pussy swallowed his manhood.
"Mommy loves your dick in her pussy, son," she moaned, as she leaned forward, her massive jugs in her son's face, as she prepared to feel her grandson's dick return to her hungry asshole.
"She really wants your cock back in her ass, son," Kayla said, as she watched her son's big cock move towards that ass.
"Wait, I want to taste that ass juice first," Jazmine said, bending down and sucking her grandson's cock.
"Shit, so nasty, Mom," Kayla moaned, wishing she would have thought of that.
"I need that dick in my fucking ass, right fucking now!" Paula demanded, patience apparently not a virtue when you wanted to become a two-hole fuck toy.
"Fine, but your ass juices are delicious," Jazmine said.
It struck Paula's splinter of still functioning rational brain that this was a key reason behind the rigorous colorectal cleaning protocol she'd been shown as part of her ass fucking preparation. Interesting. But the rest of her mind was ready to be double dicked, and she merely replied, "Glad you like it, now give me back my dick."
"You ready, Nana?" Lenny asked, positioning his cock at the already gaped hole he had made.
"Fuck Nana's asshole, Lenny, pound me like you pound these other fucking sluts," the boy's grandmother demanded.
"As you wish," he said, sliding his entire eight-inch black snake back up her rectum.
"Fuuuuuuucking, yes," Paula moaned, the pleasure swarming through her.
Meanwhile, Bill was on his way home. He had waited for twenty minutes without one other person showing up at the church's meeting hall. It was very strange. He'd texted Jamal but he hadn't answered and then had realized he hadn't transferred the contact numbers of the other members into his new phone. So, after what felt like a reasonable time, he'd finally given up. As he drove home, he worried about what to say to Paula. He had to be strong enough to have a real conversation with her, a very 'adult' conversation according to her new perspective. At each red light, he prayed for the strength to have this very difficult discussion and the wisdom on how to reconcile his and Paula's overwhelming desire for each other with the desire to remain free of Satan's grasp.
Kayla rearranged herself slightly to have a good view of Paula taking two dicks for the first time, then said to her father, who still had a finger up her ass, "I'm ready, Daddy, time to put in the real thing."
"Yes, baby girl," Jamal agreed, dying to get his dick in a tight hole... all this watching had his rod raging.
Melina also watched, slowly rubbing her pussy, and Jazmine remained kneeling beside her best friend, speaking words of support and encouragement. "Oh yeah, Paula, you look so good getting double dicked."
"Oh yes, Daddy, show me how much you love your daughter's ass," Kayla moaned, as her father's big dick filled her up.
"Oh fuck, yes, fuck my pussy, fuck my ass," Paula moaned, the raw rapture growing inside her rapidly as the intensity of two dicks inside her fuelled her loins. The pot lube in both holes added gasoline to the uncontrollable fire inside her.
Bill pulled up and saw that Melina's car was still parked on the side of the driveway where it was when he left and that his son's car was taking up the other half of the driveway. He guessed the adult conversation would have to wait. While part of him was annoyed, another part of him was relieved. He needed more time and perhaps some advice on what he would say... what he should say. He parked on the street, then took a deep breath and got out of the car.



"Let me taste that ass juice," Jazmine requested, and Lenny pulled out and offered his cock to his grandma. Jazmine devoured the cock hungrily, the nasty act of sucking ass juices off a cock was a major turn-on.
"Shove that fucking black cock up my shit hole right now, young man," Paula sternly ordered, not at all happy to have one of her lower holes empty.
"Sorry, I needed another taste of your ass juices," Jazmine shrugged, as Lenny slid his dick back in his horny Nana.
"Oh yeah, harder Daddy, slam that big dick into your daughter," Kayla moaned.
"Oh yeah, baby girl, your tight hole is so damn good," Jamal groaned, unaware, as all of them were, that they had a spectator.
"Oh yes, fuck my ass, Lenny. And Kenny, buck those hips and fill Mommy's cunt," Paula ordered, as her orgasm was imminent.
Bill Landers couldn't believe what he was witnessing. On his drive home, he'd partially prepared himself for Paula having gone back to being naked for 'Nude Day', and had even sort of hoped she had. Then when he'd seen Kenneth and Melina's cars, that idea about his wife's nudity had disappeared. Now he found he had a whole houseful of naked people.
And these people weren't just casually celebrating some naturist day, they were naked for sex, and not just any sex. His wife was being sodomized... by their grandson... and she was also sitting on their son... she was in two of the new sex positions she had recently taught him at the same time... committing incest.
As was Jamal, whose naked body was pressed tightly against his daughter's on her hands and knees.
Bill quickly closed the front door so no passing neighbour might see the abominable behaviour going on in his house, then half collapsed back against it with a loud gasp, alerting everyone that he was there.
Paula looked up and saw that the horrible thought she'd had earlier of her husband finding out the truth this way was suddenly playing out for real. She froze in utter shock as she saw him standing there, looking absolutely ghost white as he stared wide-eyed.
Jamal stopped pounding his daughter but remained deep inside her, instinctively not wanting to expose his massive erection.
Jazmine gave just the slightest of smiles and gave her clit, which she'd been rubbing, a little pinch.
Lenny froze... balls deep in his Papa's wife's ass.
Melina, as usual, was not thrown by this... in fact she had planned it. She smiled warmly and greeted him as she walked to him in her birthday suit, except for the thigh high stockings she still had on, "Hi, Papa, you are home early."
"I-I-I..." Bill stammered and then began to get lightheaded.
"Bill, I can explain..." Paula began, although she didn't move with two dicks lodged in her holes.
Jamal saw the way his buddy's face was going white and pulled out of his daughter just as Bill started to waver.
"Y-y-you--" Bill tried to get a sentence out as everything went black.
Jamal reached his best friend just in time to catch him as he passed out.
"Oh, shit," Paula gasped.
Melina had swooped in with her grandpa and helped him ease her other grandfather to a sitting position against the front door. Her four years of coursework to be a psychologist had included a lot of medical training and she instantly took his pulse and monitored his breathing.
"Oh, my God," Paula gasped as she freed herself from the two men... letting out a moan as each penis left one of her holes. "Is he okay?"
"Yes," said Melina. "His pulse is strong and regular and he's breathing fine. I think he just fainted out of shock."
"Thank God," Paula said, taking a knee beside Bill and placing a hand lightly on his cheek.
"In fact," Melina mused, "this may actually work to our advantage."
"Advantage?" said Paula.
"Yes," Melina nodded. "Dad, go get a chair from the kitchen," she instructed, then began taking off her stockings.
"Okay," Kenneth agreed, getting off the floor, his dick wet with his mom's juices.
"What's the plan?" Jamal asked, holding Bill up.
"We tie him up so we can explain what is going on," Melina said.
"Tie him up?" Paula half gasped.
"Yes. I'd been wondering about how to get him to stay and listen if walking in on us made him freak out," she said, "and now we'll be able to."
"You were expecting him? You wanted him to see me..." Paula's voice trailed off, stunned.
Melina took her grandmother's face gently between her hands and spoke softly. "Look, Nana, we all agreed Papa needed to know the truth and I thought it would be most effective if he could see for himself how powerful the love among us is. I'm sorry I couldn't tell you, but you know it would have prevented you from relaxing and really enjoying your special night. You can see that, right?"
"I guess," Paula muttered, her mind split in two or three. One: her pussy and ass were still burning, felt empty and desperately needed to be filled. Two: she had been so close to climax and desperately needed to come. Three: she'd seen Bill's instant reaction of horrified shock and slow slide down the front door as he collapsed, making guilt course through her.
Kenneth returned with the chair and Melina pointed to a spot by the other furniture in the seating area as if simply adding a chair for an extra person around the coffee table. "Right there."
Kenneth placed the chair down and Melina ordered, "Put Papa on it." Her brother came over to help her grandfather carry out her instruction.
"Okay," Jamal said, worried for his friend, worried for all of them. He had known Bill would be coming back and catching them in the act after he had cancelled the men's night without telling Bill at Melina's request. He'd thought it was a radical move, but one that might just work... but now that he'd seen his friend's actual response, he wasn't so sure.
Once placed, Melina grabbed her Papa's left arm and moved it back and tied the end of one of her stockings around the wrist.
"Nana, go get another pair for his legs," she said.
Paula rushed out, her head spinning at the reality of what had suddenly transpired. This should have shut down her sexual drive and squelched the multiple fires that were burning inside her holes and her soul... yet it didn't. As she grabbed a pair of stockings she hadn't even worn yet, she couldn't help but want to feel those big cocks back in her pussy and ass. Yes, she was worried about Bill, very worried, and perhaps it was the wine, the pot, the lube or her insatiable sexual submissive lust, but God she needed dick.
She returned, handed the stockings to Melina and soon her husband's arms and legs were bound, while a pair of pantyhose Kayla had in her overnight bag had been put to use to go across Bill's chest and under his arms to hold him up against the chair back so he wouldn't slide off. He looked so helpless. Paula couldn't help but wonder what he was thinking before he passed out. She asked, "How long will he be out for?"
"It shouldn't be much longer," said Melina. Then she scanned the group and the room. Things were going pretty much as planned... minus the passing out... but how to make that play in their favour?
"Well, now that he knows, the hard part is over," she joked. "Now we simply carry on with the night as planned. Daddy, get back down on the floor, but there," she said, pointing at Bill's feet, "and lay your head under the chair."
"I don't know honey," he said, wanting to get back to fucking his mother, but quite worried about his father.
"Do it," she ordered. "This is how it must be. Utter shock value." Her father obeyed, though he felt distinctly less excited looking up at the bottom of a kitchen chair, with his father's feet on either side of his head.
"Well, you already almost killed him," Jazmine half-joked, as she knelt down and sucked on Kenneth's nervous cock until he was hard enough for Paula to straddle him.
"Place your hands on Papa's legs as you ride Daddy," Melina instructed Paula, as Lenny slid his dick into Kayla's mouth to get it ready to return to action.
"Okay," Paula agreed, her loins still in control of her actions, and curious how Melina planned to get Bill to partake in this family debauchery.
Her pussy swallowed her son's dick and she placed her hands on her husband's legs.
"And I fuck her ass again?" Lenny asked, wanting to make sure he and his sister were thinking the same thing.
"Yes, but go slow," Melina answered.
"Okay," Lenny nodded, moving behind the beautiful big white ass and sliding easily through the still-gaped back door.
"Ooooooh fuck," Paula moaned, the pleasure of two cocks in her almost making her forget her husband was right in front of her.
"Oh yes, Daddy, give me all that dick," Kayla moaned, as her father retook his position behind her kneeling form, only this time slithering inside of her wet pussy to complete the incestuous tableaux Melina wanted.
"This is crazy," Jamal said, as he looked at his still passed-out friend while simultaneously working his way balls deep in his own daughter's cunt.
"Wake up, Papa," Melina whispered in Bill's ear, gently slapping his cheek.
"Oh God, this is so wrong," Paula moaned, the moment of truth about to occur.
"It will be all right," Jamal assured, although he wasn't assuring himself... as he was very concerned about Bill's reaction.
"I hope sooooo," Paula moaned, the dick in her ass creating soothing sensations through her with each slow stroke, even as she fretted over her husband's reaction when he woke up. She really wanted him to join them, to make the family fun time complete.
"Wakey, wakey," Melina said, as she continued waking him up. She was certain Papa would find the image of his wife impaled on two cocks as intoxicating and arousing as she did and that any jealousy would be wiped away when he realized he would get to fuck her own sweet, young holes while watching his wife's sexual flowering.
As Bill groaned and began to move, every set of eyes, minus Kenneth's, were on him, even as they all continued their incestuous actions.
As Bill felt hot breath on his ear, hands on his legs and heard the unmistakeable sounds of moaning, he groggily opened his eyes and saw his wife staring up at him from where she, still naked, knelt at his feet. It was her hands on his legs.
Paula looked at her husband; Bill looked at his wife.
"You scared the shit out of us man," Jamal said from off to the side.
"W-w-what's going on here?" Bill stammered, as he looked along his wife's bare back and saw their naked grandson kneeling behind her.
"Family fun," Melina said softly into his ear from behind.
"Family bonding," Paula moaned.
"Why am I tied to the chair?" Bill asked, trying to move his arms.
"We need to make sure you are calm as we share with you our new family traditions," Melina explained.
"Dad, you need to relax, we are just enjoying each other's company as a family," Kenneth said.
The voice sounded to Bill like his son was also out of sight behind him, like his granddaughter, though not as nearby. How much more shocked would he have been to realize his son was lying right at his feet, his head actually between them, underneath his captive's chair? Kenneth was not visible to him because his prone body was blocked by Paula's full frame straddling it.
Kenneth was really worried about how his old man was going to react, but knowing there was no turning back now, he pressed up with his pelvis to keep his dick hard in his mother's hot, wet twat.
"Baby, you scared me so much I didn't get to come," Paula said, offering perhaps the worst words of concern ever, but as her orgasm was being rekindled by her son's actions beneath her and her grandson's amazing cock giving her deep back shots up her ass, her mind was once again melting into lustful goo.
"We're all family here, Billy," Jazmine added from where she sat on the floor alongside Paula, leaning back on her hands with her knees up and legs spread wide, giving Bill a full, front-on view of her voluptuous black body with its massive jugs hanging down and hairless crotch with its dark pink center. "We've built an incredible expression of family love, please just enjoy the rest of the show until you're ready to join in."
"Is this really happening?" Bill asked incredulously, not able to keep from staring at Jazmine's incredible display.
"Oh yes, baby, it is really happening," Paula moaned and her fingers began to squeeze her husband's thighs. "Your grandson's cock is buried in my asshole right now."
"No!" Bill said, looking into his wife's glazed eyes. Was she drunk?
The surreal, brief eye-to-eye moment was broken when she gasped, Lenny slamming into her hard. "Oh fuck, yes, give me that dick, fuck your Nana, give her all that black cock."
"Paula!" Bill gasped, as the reality of what he had witnessed when he'd first entered the room came rushing back to him and he looked down to see his grandson was still having sex with his wife, and Jamal, his best friend, was having sex with his own daughter, Kayla.
"Sorry, Bill, but I am the family slut," Paula moaned softly, the slow strokes making her body burn.
"We are all the family sluts," Kayla corrected, as she got hard back shots from her father.
"Yes, Papa, we are all family fuck toys," Melina said, coming around to beside the chair and moving her hand to her Papa's crotch.
"Melina, move that hand off me right now," Bill firmly ordered.
Melina gave him a squeeze but did as she was told.
"Honey, we can explain," Paula moaned more deeply, as for some reason the thrill of finally getting caught enhanced the pleasure going through her as did the hope that the behind-the-back family sex could end.
"Let me taste those ass juices," Jazmine said, wanting to get in on the action and also shock Bill.
Lenny pulled out, and Bill watched in amazed disgust as Jazmine took their grandson's penis in her mouth. "Ass juices?" he muttered, feeling nauseous.
"Yes, honey, today our grandson took my anal cherry," Paula admitted.
"You allowed your grandson to sodomize you?" Bill asked incredulously.
"I did," Paula said. "I'm sorry I didn't give it to you first, I wish you had asked or just taken it. But regardless, I've never felt closer to God and my family since submitting to them sexually."
"Closer to God?" he questioned, baffled.
"Yes," Paula moaned, as Lenny slid his long, fat cock back in her asshole. The stops and starts were driving her wild.
Bill went to stand up and only then realized he was completely bound to the chair. "Why am I tied up?" he questioned angrily as he tried to move his arms and legs.
"So, we can talk to you without you storming out," Melina explained.
"Untie me right now," he demanded.
"Honey, you need to calm down," Paula said softly.
"Calm down? Calm down?" he said in utter bewilderment. "You want me to calm down when my entire family is committing incestuous sin and adultery?"
Paula had oddly never pondered the reality this was adultery and a slight tinge of guilt hit her... although the pot lube and dick in her ass didn't allow it to seriously distract from the amazing pleasure of being double-dicked.
"Bill, you need to listen," Jamal said.
"And what are you doing?" Bill said, shifting his anger from one betrayal to another. "You are actually having sex with your daughter?"
"He fucks all of us," Paula said, knowing she had to admit all the truths... let the truth set her free... set them all free.
"You fuck my wife?" Bill said, his anger still there, but a tone of utter devastation added.
"It's not like that," Jamal said, stopping deep in his daughter.
"Don't stop fucking me, Daddy," Kayla moaned. "Your baby girl needs it so bad."
"Then what is it?" Bill asked.
Jamal wasn't sure what to say. There was no simple explanation. There were no magic words that would make this right. He had been hoping that by some miracle, Bill would see the incestuous orgy and shed his moral code and join them. Now, he realized, even as he obliged his daughter's request, how short-sighted that thought was.
"Papa, the Bible says judge not," Melina said.
Bill saw his daughter-in-law going into the shallow-breathing body trembling he'd come to associate with Paula on the edge of orgasm when her father, his best friend, resumed stroking into her from behind. "The Bible also says don't commit adultery and incest," Bill retorted with undisguised disgust.
"The rules against incest are to protect children," replied Melina, "and that is the way it should be. But there are no children here, Papa, there was no grooming of teenagers. Lenny and I developed our own sexuality before bringing it back to the family."
"I have never felt closer to our children and grandchildren, and my husband, than I have since we started making love with each other," Jazmine said, before pulling on Lenny's hip to make the boy again withdraw from his other grandmother's ass and offer her the nasty, tasty cock.
As Jazmine hungrily sucked the big, caramel dick, Bill, bewildered that this degenerate, bestial activity was how they defined making love to each other, asked, "What would ever make you think this is appropriate?"
"The love we've always shared," Melina said, stroking his forearm. "And feeling that love grow even stronger as we've added the physical to the emotional and spiritual. You know how incredible it is to completely open yourself to Nana, how you're flooded with love even as you flood her body with your seed. We have that now between all of us and we want to have it with you too."
"Shove that cock back in my ass, Lenny," Paula demanded, her immediate need and long-simmering frustrations driving her to really push Bill... she needed him to join. "Show your Papa the wide range of pleasure we want to share with him."
"Lenny, do not put your penis in her anus," Bill ordered.
"Sorry, Papa, but I can't resist; this feels so good and Nana is so eager for you to try it too," Lenny responded, before sliding right back inside the warm anal inferno.
"Oh yes, Lenny, give it to me, fuck Nana's asshole with your big cock," Paula moaned, even though she was looking directly at her husband as she said it.
Jazmine had had enough, while also needing more. After guiding her grandson's dick back into her best friend's gaping asshole, she moved over to Jamal and Kayla and got her bubbling cunt in place beneath her daughter's head. "Eat my pussy, Kayla," she ordered, letting tight-ass Bill know just how far the family love went.
"Oh, yes, Momma," Kayla breathed, dropping from hands and knees to elbows and knees and burying her face in her mother's very wet snatch, even as her father continued burying his cock in hers. Becoming a sex puppet for her parents was all it took to send the middle-aged black MILF over the edge and she began loudly orgasming.
"You see, Papa? So much love," Melina cooed. Then she began issuing commands. "Grandpa, take Lenny's place fucking Nana's beautiful ass, and brother, come over here and let me suck that big, juicy, ass juice-coated cock." Melina wanted to let Papa Bill see all the wickedness up close in hopes it would convince him how strong the family remained when they shared their love.
"Melina, language," Bill scolded out of habit as if that was the worst part of that perverse sentence. He then turned his gaze to his best friend who was moving behind his bride, his loyal faithful bride, or at least that's what he'd thought until a few minutes ago. "Jamal, what are you doing?"
"Bill, I'm sorry, but we all follow Melina's lead in this, she's the one who brought us all together, and she's right how loving each other physically has only increased our emotional love," Jamal said. And though he was gutted by the look of devastation on his best friend's face, he was also horny as hell from the wild stop and start of this family orgy. As he gazed upon the obscene beauty of Paula's gaping asshole, Jamal prayed silently that Bill would understand, and Bill would succumb. Man was weak, he had been weak, but in the end, once he'd accepted his weakness and transgressions, he'd realized there was nothing more pure, nothing more true, nothing more pleasurable than family love.



"Jamal, don't you dare," Bill firmly demanded. But then his attention was snatched by the image of Lenny walking up to his sister where she kneeled alongside Bill, and the girl taking her brother's shockingly large penis in her mouth... he'd never seen a penis that big. "And you two, stop that this very instant," he sputtered.
But they didn't. Like everyone else, they continued with their sin; everywhere he looked was sin. Kayla between her mother's legs doing unthinkable things with her tongue, his best friend about to sodomize his wife, and his grandchildren having unimaginable oral sex. He was overwhelmed. This couldn't be real. Plus, where was his son?
"Stop teasing me and shove that big black cock in my asshole, Jamal," Paula demanded, looking defiantly up at her husband.
"Paula!" gasped Bill. Then he stared slack-jawed as he looked along his wife's back and saw the best man at their wedding all those years ago gripping a massive, black club in his hand and rubbing its tip all over his bride's anus. A quick glance to the side showed his moaning granddaughter bobbing her head on her brother's truly large penis... but it was no longer the biggest Bill had ever seen. That tool was now being forced into his wife's most forbidden hole.
"Sorry, baby," Paula said, though her moan was of pure pleasure as Jamal's cock slithered inside her well-fucked and needy asshole. "But this is all part of God's will."
"God's will? God's will?" Bill repeated, utterly exasperated. "You are all sinning in the eyes of the Lord."
"Sinning?" said Paula. While she'd originally felt guilt after submitting sexually to her grandchildren, she had come to accept this was God's will. God had gifted humans with this pleasure, and she had come to accept unconditionally that incestuous love was the ultimate connection. "I remember you recently agreeing that sex for pleasure is not a sin, or are you really still trying to get me pregnant when you come so hard inside of me when we fuck?"
"You know that's not the same," Bill replied. "This is not lovemaking between a husband and wife," he said, looking around, "this is Dante's Second Circle."
"This is not Hell, my darling, foolish man, this is Heaven. You've started to finally see for yourself the incredible capacity for love and pleasure He has built into us, a capacity we held ourselves back from sharing with each other for so long for no good reason. And now here we have what's needed to explore that capacity without sin because we're working within a relationship as strong or stronger than marriage... family. A family with all the love and trust and understanding to allow each of us to explore and enjoy God's gifts."
Before Bill could mount any sort of response to his wife's passionate argument, Melina pulled her expert lips off her brother's delicious ass-coated cock and said, "Papa, the concept of suffering the wrath of God for enjoying the pleasures that the Lord himself gifted each of us is contradictory."
"Contradictory?" Bill questioned his granddaughter, even as his gaze was locked in front of him, where he could see that his best friend had somehow managed to insert his entire, huge penis into Paula's rectum. "Please, Jamal, please stop sodomizing my wife."
"No, fuck my asshole harder," Paula begged, her orgasm rising yet again. "Show my husband how much more pleasure is available to us than we ever dreamed."
"This is not Christian," Bill stressed, finding it impossible to fathom why each member of the family was acting so sinfully. They had grown up in the church. They had been baptized. They were true followers of the Word.
"Papa," Melina said more loudly, then, when she had his attention, deep throated Lenny's eight-inch milk chocolate stick just once, dramatically. "Do you love us?" she asked when she came back up.
Bill Landers was stunned. That had to have gone into her throat. Was that really possible?
"Well, do you?" the temptress repeated, knowing full well what was going on behind her grandfather's shocked eyes. "Do you love us?"
"What kind of question is that?" Bill finally responded. "Of course, I love you all."
"And I know you would be willing to do anything for each member of this family," Melina continued, as she stroked her brother's spit-covered cock. "Like we all would. And all we're asking you to do now is to open yourself to showing your love for us in a more tangible, physical way. That's what we've done and none of us has ever felt closer to the others than we do now."
"Oh yes, baby girl," Jazmine moaned, "eat Mommy's pussy."
"Give me all that nut, Momma," Kayla hungrily said, "I love when you come all over my face."
"Jesus!" Bill quietly gasped upon hearing Jazmine and Kayla and then couldn't believe the word he had just used.
"Oh, fuck, harder, hammer my asshole harder," Paula demanded, wanting to come so bad.
Her words cut straight into his chest and Bill glared at her with a mixture of devastation and anger. "And you, how could you do this to me?" he questioned. "Somehow, you've all convinced yourself that what you're doing isn't incest since everyone's an adult, but what about the adultery? Are you going to claim that you haven't been cheating on me?"
This time Paula had no come back, and her eyes dropped in her first moment of shame. There was no way to deny that she had been carrying on behind his back.
"I'm sorry, Bill, that's on me," Jazmine declared with panting breath as she recovered from her orgasm, gently stroking her daughter's hair as Kayla slowly licked pussy juice from her mother's thighs.
"You?" said Bill.
"The rest of us joined Melina and Lenny as couples," she said, "and we all tried to recruit you two together as well. But while Paula could see something was going on, could especially see how much happier I suddenly was, any time we even tried to steer a conversation toward sex or a more relaxed definition of morality, you immediately put on your Elder's hat and froze the discussion. We started to think we were going to have to leave you two out, but I couldn't bear to do that to my best friend, my sister, the woman I realized I'd always wanted to kiss and touch for almost my whole life."
As she shared these feelings, Jazmine extracted herself from Kayla and moved on hands and knees until she was parallel to Paula. The other woman turned her head to her female soul mate and said, "I love you too," before they pressed their mouths together right above Bill's trapped thigh.
Melina again stopped sucking her brother's delicious cock. "You see, Papa?" she said. "That's the kind of love we're talking about, love that makes the sex both more exciting and more sacred."
"Sacred?" Bill gasped, even as he wondered if his wife was trying to tell him she was actually a lesbian and was leaving him for Jazmine. But that didn't track with what came next.
"Oh, fuck," Paula grunted into Jazmine's mouth. "Your husband is tearing up my ass so good with his big, beautiful cock."
"He is good, isn't he?" her best friend smiled. "I told you you were going to love taking a dick in the ass and becoming an ass slut."
"Oh, God, you were so right," Paula moaned.
Jamal had slowed but never stopped stroking full length into Paula's rectum while the two women shared their love story, but once he saw them start kissing, his love for watching lesbian action kicked in and he started really fucking the big white ass again.
"Oh fuck, I'm comiiiiiiiing!" Paula screamed, her hands squeezing her husband's legs hard as her body pulsated with intensity as she enjoyed her first-ever anal orgasm.
Bill looked at his wife crestfallen. Why did she succumb to sin? Why had they all succumbed to sin? Was all the time he was gone at work to blame for this? They obviously had been doing this for some time. How long? Since when?
For Jamal, who was already on the edge from stroking in the hot, tight hole while feeling his cock rub up against his son-in-law's through the thin barrier separating Paula's ass and pussy, the woman's sudden clenching of her ass muscles on his cock was the final straw. "Fuuuuuck," the old black stallion grunted as he became the first to unload in Paula's asshole.
"Yes, fill my asshole up with that big load," Paula babbled, the sensation of a dick throbbing and cum erupting inside her dirty ass adding to the orgasm that was still reaching into every crevice of her insides.
Bill looked across at his best friend... his former best friend... utterly betrayed.
Jamal saw the look in Bill's eyes and felt instant regret inside himself even as he kept pumping his load in Paula's ass. He knew he had committed the ultimate betrayal by fucking his wife. He'd always thought that when Bill got his chance to fuck Jazmine - mouth, pussy and ass - that his friend would be able to forgive him for the delay in sharing. Now as his lust waned and he sat back on his butt after pulling out of Paula's, he wasn't so sure.
"You see, Papa, look how happy Nana is," Melina said, as Paula's eyes fluttered behind her closed lids and she actually drooled a little bit on her husband's leg as she thought about how open and exposed she was and hoped someone else would fill up her ass again soon.
Bill had no reply for his granddaughter because he couldn't deny she was right, his wife looked absolutely blissful, and it hurt to know he'd never put a look so intense on her face.
And then, Bill saw something that incredibly shocked him even further.
When Jazmine had crawled over beside Paula, Kayla had followed behind on her own hands and knees and kept her face buried between her mother's big ass cheeks, licking both pussy and asshole, while the two grandmothers made out. She'd heard the intense orgasms of both her father and her mother-in-law and when she realized that her daddy had pulled out, she quickly moved her mouth from her mother's ass to her mother-in-law's... it was time to get some of Daddy's nut cream from Paula's gaped asshole.
The night's central slut suddenly glanced left and right with wide eyes, registering that Jazmine and Melina were still at her sides. That left only... "Oh yes, Kayla, eat my asshole, you nasty slut," Paula growled, her orgasm refusing to fade away, especially with her son's dick still lodged in her pussy.
When Paula's face suddenly popped up off his thigh, Bill reflexively pulled back, but after hearing her outrageous words, his gaze was once again drawn to her naked ass. This time, instead of a black cock being pushed into it, he saw a black face.
When Kayla saw her father-in-law staring at her in shock, she gave a theatrical suck on his wife's cum-filled anus, then lifted her head slightly with a smile guaranteed to give a corpse a boner. "Oh, Bill," she purred, "I hope I'll get to eat your cum out of our darling Paula's sweet ass soon. Wouldn't you like to see that?" Then she buried her face back between the big white cushions.
"Oh, you nasty, incestuous, pussy and ass munching slut!" Jazmine wickedly said, before laying two loud slaps on Kayla's ass, one on each round, black cheek. The woman just wiggled her big butt and pushed her tongue deeper into Paula's back tunnel.
The white sexagenarian gasped and then looked up at her astounded husband. "Would that help, baby? Would it help if you could give me a good spanking?"
"Spare the rod, spoil the child," Jazmine laughed before aiming her next swat for her best friend's pillowy left ass cheek. The sound and immediate reddening of the pale flesh were so satisfying and sent a tremor through the black woman's pussy.
Trying to get this diabolical trainwreck back onto some sort of meaningful track, Bill asked the question that most lingered in his broken heart. "Why, Paula? Why?" Meaning, of course: What did I do wrong? Wasn't I good enough? Man enough? The same questions every cuckolded husband anguished over.
"Oh, Bill, we've been trying to tell and show you why: amazing, unquestioning love and pleasure," Paula said before pausing to enjoy the tongue probing her asshole and the short rhythmic thrusts of the cock below her. Then she added with a lust-drunk slur, "The real question is, will you join us?"
"Join you?" he questioned.
"Yes, join us, Bill," Jazmine said. When she straightened up on her knees to speak to him, he couldn't help but notice her huge black breasts, soft and fairly saggy but still so arousing, like his wife's. But that beautiful dark skin was so exotic and somehow made her breasts even more erotic... he suddenly found himself wondering if that black flesh would taste different than his wife's creamy white skin.
Before he could properly chastise himself for such sinful thoughts, the increasingly overwhelmed man took another close hit.
"Yes, Papa, you can fuck me anytime you want in any of my three young, ripe holes," Melina offered, slurring the words against the head of the large penis she held against her lips, not two feet away.
"And me too," Kayla chirped in without moving her face from between the ass cheeks.
"Bill," said Jamal, "I don't think you fully understand what we have between us. No one is cuckold here, we're not asking you to surrender your wife to us, we're asking you to share her. Just like we're all eager to share our wives with you. I can't wait to see my best friend's white dick inside Jazmine's beautiful black and pink pussy."
"And Kayla's pussy is just as beautiful and so tight and hot," joined in Kenneth. "I can't wait to share it with you, Dad."
"Kenneth? Where are you? Are you part of this madness too?" his father beseeched, swiveling his head, trying to place where the voice had come from.
"Oh, he's right below us," Paula answered for her son, "and he's definitely part of this, a wonderfully curvy part that has been giving his mother her first DP."
"I hope you and I can do that with Kayla," Kenneth added.
As Bill struggled to grasp what a DP was and why Kenny seemed to be under his chair, Lenny joined in the mobbing.
"And I really want to see you open up Melina with that thick dick Nana's told us about," he offered, finally putting out there what all the others had already instinctually understood, the twins were no longer just brother and sister, they were also husband and wife... even if not legally, and Lenny was offering his sister-wife to their grandfather.
"You see, man," Jamal said encouragingly, "no one loses, everyone gains. I promise you; there's nothing better than becoming one with your children and grandchildren."
"Come on, Papa, join us," Lenny suggested, as he stepped away from his sister and back toward his nana to take a second round in her asshole... but seeing his mother's face buried in Nana's ass and how good that looked, he decided to start off with an anal daisy chain and fuck his mom for a wicked family threesome.
"You all need to stop," Bill said, the shock continuing with the offers from all to join. "And Kenneth, get out where I can see you."
"I can't," Kenneth replied.
"Why?"
"Mom is on my dick," Kenneth answered, making the other six degenerates laugh.
"You are also having intercourse with our son?" Bill asked, suddenly recalling seeing his wife on top of their son when he first walked in before he passed out.
"Yes, he has such a great curved dick, honey," Paula explained.
"Oh yes, fuck me son, show Papa what kind of mother-fucker you are," Kayla moaned into Paula's asshole, even as her son slid into hers.
"Will this just end?" Bill begged of Heaven.
"We are just getting started," Melina said. She pointed to Jazmine and then her pussy and Bill watched as Jazmine crawled around the sexual foursome occurring at his feet and to Melina.
"Untie me right now," he demanded, as Jazmine wordlessly began licking Melina's vagina.
"Sorry, Papa," Melina moaned, "not until you have heard our side."
"I have heard enough," Bill said, so disgusted by each and every one of them.
"No, you are not really listening," Melina insisted.
"How am I not listening?" Bill asked. "I have heard every twisted word and inappropriate moan. I have seen the Devil alive in my own home."
"There is no Devil here, Papa," Melina said as she moved her hand to Jazmine's head, and then asked with her sultry pout, "Unless you are calling me the Devil. Are you calling me the Devil, Papa?"
"Oh fuck, harder, son, destroy Mommy's asshole," Kayla moaned, the hard strokes feeling so good, even as she continued eating Paula's anal cream pie, oblivious to the conversation between Melina and Bill.
"Hey, this is Nana's night, Mommy," Melina said, turning her attention from Bill to the threesome. "You can't leave her with an empty ass."
"What!?" Kayla whined when Lenny suddenly came to a halt deep up her Hershey highway. "Oh shit, fine," the black MILF conceded, "but can I at least eat my ass juices off his cock?"
"Of course," Melina smiled, turning back to her Papa. "So, am I the Devil, Papa?"
Bill didn't know what to say. He looked at Jazmine licking Melina's vagina. He looked at Kayla sucking her son's penis that was just in her bum. He looked at the completely disheveled but lustful look in his wife's eyes. He looked at Jamal still sitting on his butt to the side, calmly taking it all in.
It was Paula who broke the silence, her horniness overriding her concern at the shocked look on her husband's face. "Lenny, get that cock back up my shit hole right now, young man," she demanded, in such rapture she was unable to not talk like a nasty slut.
Jamal almost laughed seeing Bill's stunned facial expression from hearing Paula's shocking words, words that for him promised to bring his cock back to life. But he had to step in to get his friend to see things differently. "Bill," he said, "when this started for us I also had all the same questions, but now I wonder if the devil and fear of sin haven't just been devices that church leaders have used to prevent people, especially women, from enjoying the true pleasures that God gifted us because it might make us not follow them so blindly."
"That is self-justifying nonsense," Bill replied, as he watched his grandson move behind his wife.
"Papa, the Bible is a man-made book used to keep men in power and women submissive to them," Melina said, this she completely believed.
"Oooooh yes, Lenny, fill Nana's asshole up, help your father DP me," Paula moaned, as she was once again filled with two dicks continuing to keep the fire burning in her needy loins.
"I fucking love your tight ass, Nana," Lenny said, as he slowly began pumping his dick, amazed at how tight her ass really still was even after taking dick in it the last thirty-plus minutes.
"And I love your black dick up my white shit hole," Paula assured her grandson. Then to her husband she said, "This is what heaven is like, honey. Pure, raw, passionate sex between family."
"That is the most ridiculous thing I have ever heard," Bill said, continuing to be bewildered by this nonsensical conversation. Unfortunately, he also kept finding himself bewildered and bewitched by the naked bodies of the women of his family and their obvious enjoyment of everything being done to them... the knots in his belly from flashes of excitement followed immediately by pangs of guilt had him almost ready to hurl.
Lenny stopped stroking and pulled back until his cockhead was just about to pop free, to tease Nana and give himself a chance to regain control over his excitement.
"Don't stop, baby," she begged, "I need you to go for it and fuck the shit out of me."
Jamal's dick was slightly swollen at all the hot action going on around him and would certainly come back to full strength with just a little wank, but the betrayal was still weighing heavy on his mind and he decided to light up a joint instead... hoping it would calm his inner turmoil.
"Is it ridiculous?" Melina asked, responding to Bill's comment, as Kayla walked over to join her father on the sofa to take a hit.



"Yes, heaven is not a living room full of depraved sin, heaven is paradise," Bill said.
"I am in paradise right now with my son's dick in my cunt and my grandson's cock up my asshole," Paula said, then added, "The only thing better would be to also have your dick in my mouth, honey."
"And I hope heaven is exactly like this," Melina added. "Not the sterile cloud sold to us by men who want to control us by controlling our feelings and getting us to ignore what God has put inside us."
"Do you even hear yourself?" Bill asked completely frustrated, addressing his question to his wife and granddaughter.
"I do," Paula said. "This is who I am. This is my paradise. This is my heaven," the no-longer-traditional wife explained, as Kayla brought over the joint and held it to her lips. "Family love is the gateway to heaven," she said, before taking a long drag.
"What are you doing?" Bill gasped, as he watched his wife do drugs.
"This really calms the nerves," she explained after finally exhaling the cloud of smoke. "And helps with my old knees."
"Here, take a hit, Bill," Kayla offered.
Bill shook his head.
Melina took the joint instead and took a long hit before handing it back to her mother. Bill's mouth dropped open in amazement at the casual nature of it all and Melina used the opportunity to blow her smoke right into his open mouth.
Bill coughed. "What are you doing?"
"Relaxing you," Melina said, even as Kayla took a hit and gave Bill another cloud of sweet smoke.
"Stop that," Bill demanded.
"Trust me, honey," Paula moaned, as her back door was pounded, "It relaxes you."
"It's the Devil's smoke," Bill said. "And while I don't believe any of you are the Devil, that doesn't mean he can't get inside you, and this supposedly harmless smoke is one of the ways."
Melina countered, wanting to make sure her grandfather didn't think they were all drug addicts, "I know what you're thinking, Papa, we've been taking something stronger that's ruined us and made us sexual deviants. But no, we don't do meth or coke or anything, just a little medicinal marijuana to ease tension and help with the aches and pains in Nana and Grandma's bodies."
Bill was relieved to hear they weren't all addicted to hard drugs, as he'd begun to see it as an explanation for the outrageous behaviour he was witnessing from all his loved ones. But if it wasn't the drugs fueling this incestuous orgy, then-- His perplexed thoughts were interrupted by his wife's next words... words that not only distracted him but also further broke his heart.
"Oooooooh, harder, Lenny, really ream my shithole," Paula moaned, then added, "and son, buck those hips up and fuck Mommy hard in her other hole."
"Don't you dare, Kenneth, this has to stop!" Bill sternly ordered.
As Melina pulled in her third hit, her mind spun, trying to think of how to overcome Papa's resistance, resistance so much stronger than the rest of the family members had shown when she'd laid these temptations in front of them. Each had been relatively easy, opening up to her almost automatically as she massaged the psychological and physical triggers she'd seen in each one... all backed up by the allure of her own youthful body as the prize for giving in to their desires.
"Sorry, Dad," Kenneth apologized, but having been lying here for an eternity with his dick lodged in his mother's pussy he was dying to do more. So, he ignored his father and obeyed his mother and bucked his hips up, trying to time it with his son's thrusts.
"Stop having sex with your mother," Bill frantically said, as he watched the jolts pass through his wife's body as the two men thrust into her pelvis from different angles. She was really leaning on his strapped legs to keep herself from being bounced around like a Raggedy Ann doll, but her large breasts were still bouncing and swaying all over the place between his spread knees. He couldn't help but remember how much he'd been coming to enjoy that display after she'd introduced him to the new sex position with her on top. Now Kenneth was in his place, and he knew just how good his wife's vagina grinding on him must feel.
Bill couldn't deny that he had felt such strong sexual impulses while treating his wife the way his son and grandson were now treating her, and how she had shared and encouraged those feelings. He had even begun to accept them as natural and acceptable in their relationship. Now he had to wonder if he'd been deluding himself to rationalize his sin of lust or if his family could somehow be right, that the pleasures of sex really were part of God's design and all that was needed to keep them from warping into sin was to ensure they were wrapped in a cocoon of love and respect. Although what he heard next meant he would have to radically redefine his understanding of those two words for that new idea to be true.
"I can't stop," Kenneth said. "When Mom gets this hot and wound up, she needs to get fucked hard to reach her peak and really explode with pleasure."
"Papa, can't you see how beautiful this all is?" Melina asked, as she enjoyed her black grandmother's tongue probing her pussy while her white grandmother put on such an amazing show.
"Beautiful?" he said, breaking his eyes from his wife's breasts, her huge areola area and her incredibly hard nipples. As he looked at his granddaughter, he couldn't help but glance at her breasts. They were much smaller than his wife's, though the areolae were also quite large and the nipples big and protruding. Her caramel skin, a perfect blend of chocolate and vanilla, was very appealing to look at. "No, no, this is not beautiful at all." Somehow his words of protest had lost some of their strength.
Following his mesmerized gaze, Melina asked, "Are my tits not beautiful?" as she cupped her firm, perky, youthful breasts, holding them out as an offering to him.
"Melina, you shouldn't ask me that," Bill said, even though he had to struggle not to ogle them and scolded himself for looking... the Devil was trying to draw him into sin.
"But Papa, these tits are the end result of years of our two families blending together to become one," she said, becoming increasingly certain a serious lump was forming in her grandfather's lap.
"Oh my God, fuck, this family fuck toy is going to come again," Paula declared, as she was used as a vessel for their pleasure and in doing so, received equal pleasure.
"Come, Nana, come from being a two-hole cum dump," Lenny encouraged, as his balls boiled and he was soon going to nut in his white goddess.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck my cunt, fuck my asshole, show my husband that I was born to be a pleasure puppet for the men in this family," Paula wickedly moaned, about to erupt.
Bill was speechless. He watched helplessly as his wife was sodomized... dominated... and seemingly receiving pleasure far beyond anything he had ever given her. Her facial expressions, her moans, and the look in her eyes spoke volumes and... quite frankly... made him feel inadequate... broken. He also couldn't stop looking at her breasts as they bounced like basketballs.
"That's it, Grandma," Melina moaned, her orgasm close. "Eat my peach. Get that tongue right in my snatch."
Kayla knelt down beside her son and watched his cock slide in and out of his Nana, while Jamal just sat back, having the joint back in his hand, and watched Bill. His old friend was being stubborn, but the way he looked at his wife's tits and his granddaughter's, there was something there... a sliver of hope.
"Fuuuuuuuuck!" Paula screamed, as another orgasm ripped through her like a tornado touching down, making Bill's legs shake.
"Oh yeah, I'm going to nut," Lenny announced just before he unloaded in his nana.
"Yes, fill my asshole up," Paula weakly said, this second intense orgasm seeming to usurp all the energy out of her well-fucked body.
As she leaned forward, again laying her head on Bill's thigh, both dicks gradually slowed, drawing out her release.
Once Lenny was spent, he pulled out and rolled backwards until he lay on the floor, gasping. His mother followed and devoured his cock, hungrily getting all the ass juices and cum off that perfect cock.
Kenneth put his hands on his mother's hips and got her to raise up just enough for him to pull out and then he wiggled out from under her to the side. Getting up onto his hands and knees, he crawled around to her backside, got up on his knees, and drove his thrumming cock straight into her gaping, cum-leaking asshole. Paradise indeed.
"Son, don't," Bill said helplessly, as he watched his son penetrate his mother's bum.
"Oh yes, Kenneth, fuck Mommy's ass," Paula moaned, the orgasm still pulsating through her core existence.
"Please," Bill pleaded, just as his granddaughter moaned loudly.
"Oh yes, I'm coming, lap up all my nut," Melina demanded of her Grandma Jaz.
"Oh yes, Mom, clean up my cock," Lenny encouraged, loving watching his mother suck him... while all his family cock suckers were great, his mother sucked with such lustful hunger it was amazing to watch and feel.
It wasn't even a dozen deep, hard strokes before Kenneth declared, "I'm going to come."
"Fill Mommy's asshole up," Paula encouraged, as she remained resting on her husband as her orgasm refused to let go.
"I can't take this anymore," Bill said and pleaded, "Please untie me."
"Fuuuuuck," Kenneth groaned, as he dumped a third load inside his mom's well-used asshole.
"Soooooo goooooood," Paula said in a daze.
"Papa, we are not done discussing this whole Devil thing," Melina said, as she let go of her grandmother's head.
Jazmine stood up, her face glistening with wetness and said, turning her full, womanly body to Bill, "You have to taste your granddaughter, she tastes like heaven."
"He doesn't do that," Paula said quietly and sadly.
"What?" Jazmine gasped in fake shock since she knew this. Reaching into her crotch, she pulled her swollen labia apart, exposing her wet interior, dark red with her high excitement. "Darling Bill, isn't this beautiful, don't you just want to eat it up?"
"It isn't sanitary or appropriate," Bill choked, even as he stared at what had to be her clitoris, poking out like some tiny penis. He forced his gaze away, only to find himself looking at the huge black breasts, the unbelievably big areola area and the biggest nipples he had ever seen... not that he had much experience in the area.
Melina copied her grandmother's move and pulled her sex open to Papa's gaze as she asked, "Where in the Bible does it say oral sex is wrong?"
Bill had been asked that question a number of times recently and still had no answer.
Kenneth pulled out of his mother, and Paula, with Jazmine's help, stood up, her knees killing her. As Jazmine reached around and cupped Paula's breasts, she asked, "Billy boy, how can you not go crazy with this beautiful white granny whore?"
Kayla took her son's dick out of her mouth and crawled to Paula. Getting up on her knees so her face was at ass level, she kissed and squeezed the big, white pillows before looking across them at Bill. "We know you've started taking Paula from behind, slamming into this big, beautiful ass yourself. So, you've seen her cute, pink starfish winking up at you. Don't you want to experience that hole too, don't you want to claim your wife's hot, tight asshole as your own?"
Bill realized instantly that his wife had told the family about their improved sex life. But how had Paula known he'd been gazing in wonder at her taboo place with its cute wrinkles as he'd knelt behind her? Could a man really reclaim his wife simply by taking her last?
Kayla squeezed Paula's ass and added, "Who wouldn't want this amazing woman to fuck?"
"Enough," Bill said, shaking his head in utter desperation. "Untie me right now."
Kayla ignored him and buried her face between her mother-in-law's big ass cheeks to eat her second anal cream pie.
Paula had to grab onto Jazmine to stay upright as she immediately thrilled at the anal tongue probing. But she soon realized she was parched from the marathon anal hammering. "I need a drink," she said into her best friend's bosom.
"Who else needs a drink?" Jamal asked.
"I'm sure we could all use one," Melina said.
Jamal went and grabbed a wine bottle as Bill said, "So, besides committing incest and doing drugs, you are also drinking now?"
"Wine has been a drink for Christians for centuries," Melina said.
"Perhaps," he said, that one tougher to argue. "But they sure didn't do pot."
"But perhaps they should have," Melina suggested, as Jamal came around with glasses of wine.
Paula took one and looked across it at Bill. "Honey, you can't deny wine plays a huge role in the Bible. Isn't it more about avoiding drunkenness than completely avoiding alcohol?" Then she undercut her own argument by downing half her glass.
The sweet taste triggered a different desire... the pot and the fucking had made her hungry. As she headed toward the kitchen to grab some munchies, she felt cum ooze out of her pleasantly sore asshole and realized she was still horny even after taking three men through her virgin back door. She definitely wanted more sex. But first food.
After squatting to retrieve a box of Cheez-Its from a lower cabinet, Paula's inebriation and sore knees gave her away and she fell forward while closing the door and managed to smack her tit with the cabinet door. Falling back onto her ravaged, cum-dripping ass, she screamed, "Mother fucker!"
"That's me," Kenneth joked, and hurried into the kitchen to help his mother.
"You okay?" Jazmine asked when they came back to the living room with chips and crackers.
"I fucking caught my tit in the cabinet door," Paula said, "and it hurts like a bitch."
"Well, that's what happens to big tit whores," Jazmine quipped teasingly.
Everyone laughed, although Jamal uncomfortably, as he kept watching Bill's reaction.
Bill was stupefied by the language used... actually he was stupefied by everything that he had witnessed since he walked into the house.
Kayla walked over to her mother-in-law and said, "Let's see that tit, I don't want anything bad to happen to my puppies." Then she hefted the big fun bags and laid a gentle kiss on each nipple. "Where's the boo boo?" she cooed.
"On the left," sighed Paula.
Kayla gently took the white breast in her black hands and examined it. "Ooh," she said over her shoulder to the group, "our puppy really does have a small hematoma."
Jazmine stepped over and looked closely as her daughter held the sexy, saggy boob out to her. "Awwwww, poor white titty," she purred and kissed the colouring bruise. Then she kissed where there was no bruise. When Kayla's hands moved away, Jazmine put hers in their place and sucked the big nipple into her mouth.
Kayla had only moved as far as Paula's right breast which she began to also kiss and suckle while massaging its warm heft.
Jamal had taken a seat just off to Bill's side in a tableau that would have looked completely normal if Bill hadn't been tied to his chair with nylons and Jamal hadn't been naked. Not to mention they were watching two naked black women worshipping an awe-inspiring pair of white jugs. He said quietly to his hopefully still best friend, "I never get tired of this view."
Bill had been staring transfixed at the scene across from him but took a quick glance to his side. The black hog leg on his former friend's thigh twitched on its own, showing Jamal wasn't lying. Looking back, Bill remained without words as he watched the two striking black women squeeze and kiss his wife's large breasts as hard or harder than he ever had.
He had never really pondered two women being intimate, let alone three, and especially let alone three all related by blood or marriage and his moral compass spun wildly when the black women began moving their mouths; kissing the nipple on the other white breast, kissing each other, kissing Paula. Even as all he believed in told him this was wrong; he couldn't take his eyes off of it.
"Now you suck my big udders, Paula," Jazmine ordered, straightening up from her friend's chest. Glancing over, she saw both old men seemed transfixed by the tit-worshiping action. She'd noticed Bill checking out her huge black boobs back at the house earlier and now he seemed to be showing the same fascination with lesbian action that her own husband had... good, it meant he did still have a pulse in his cock and so could still be brought into the new family.
Kayla released the white tit she'd been nursing on and went to sit up against her father on the loveseat near Bill's captive chair to watch with the drooling men as the big-breasted beauties went at it.
Paula didn't say a word as she took both of her best friend's heavy tits in her hands and started sucking on one of them. After a moment, she declared, as she moved from one nipple to the other, "I love your tits so much!"
Kenneth moved to his daughter who was slowly stroking his son's dick and Melina began to multitask by stroking both family cocks.
Bill's mind was a tornado of thoughts. How long had this been going on? Did the girls do lesbian stuff behind his back? Is this what happened when he was out of town?
"Grannies, look at what you've done with your naughty, big titty play," said Melina as she cupped the balls under her brother's caramel cock and her father's white one, both pointing like divining rods at the older women's massive jugs.
"I'm sure your soft, skilled hands stroking those big cocks has something to do with it," Paula smiled.
"Bring those cocks here," Jazmine said.
As Lenny and Kenneth sauntered over to offer their cocks, both the grannies dropped to their knees. However, as soon as Paula did, she changed her mind and said, "Nope, this time I'm going to be comfortable," and moved to the sofa and sat down. "The pot helps with the knees but doesn't make all the pain go away."
Jazmine liked the idea too and sat right beside her best friend. "Great idea."
"I have one on occasion," Paula smiled, as the men followed, hard dicks in the lead.
As both ladies stroked their respective cocks, Melina said to her Papa who had been speechless for some time, but was staring at the double hand jobs, "Don't you love how their big, beautiful breasts bounce while they stroke those hard penises?"
Kayla said, "I can't wait to see them take the men in their mouths."
Bill spoke for the first time, but just one word. "Mouths?"
"Just watch," said Kayla, as she reached into Jamal's lap for his big cock.
Then, Bill saw in slow motion as his wife and his best friend's wife opened their mouths and penises that weren't either of their husbands entered the oral orifices.
"Ohh, Nana Paula, I love you so much," moaned Lenny.
"Paula stopped sucking to respond, "Oh baby, I love you too." Then, turning her eyes to look at her husband, she added, "And I can't get enough of this beautiful cock," before taking it back in her hungry mouth.
"Momma Jaz, you and your daughter are so good at cock sucking," Kenneth complimented, as he reached for a tit and started pulling and rolling Jaz's nipple between his thumb and forefinger.
"Aw, Kenny, you sweet talker, you," Jazmine cooed, as if he'd said how beautiful they both were. Then she gave a little gasp. "And I love how you play with my nipples." With a lusty moan, Jazmine continued sucking her son-in-law's white cock.
Jamal and Kayla were watching the double blowjobs and kissing, when Melina slipped off her chair to hands and knees and crawled across in front of Bill to where her mother and grandpa were seated, hip-by-hip, Kayla's left leg draped over Jamal's right. Kayla immediately pointed her dad's hard cock downward and her daughter dropped on it with her mouth open wide. Melina then reached into her mother's crotch and slid two fingers inside the birth canal she'd entered the world through.



Bill sat there helpless as he watched every person he cared about... every person he loved... every person he trusted, in some sort of incestuous debauchery. He couldn't believe it. It was like a nightmare that just wouldn't end. It was Hell on earth.
Obviously seeing things from 180-degrees, or maybe one-thousand eight-hundred degrees of difference, Kayla broke off the kiss with her father to smile at her father-in-law. "I'm so glad the whole family is finally together, sharing how much we love each other. We've all really missed including you, Bill. And I'm especially looking forward to a father-son spit-roast." Then she went back to swapping spit with her own father.
Hearing Kayla's blatant words of welcome to the family fun, Jaz and Paula paused and got their studs to swap places so they could take a good look at Bill. Unfortunately, his face remained frozen, and they still couldn't tell if it was from awe or disgust. Then their mouths were being filled with cock again, this time caramel for Jazmine and vanilla for Paula.
Melina skillfully multi-tasked sucking and finger fucking.
Jamal French-kissed his daughter while playing with her tits.
Bill wasn't able to process what was happening, his "perfect" family were a bunch of vulgar perverts... every single one of them. Weren't they? He closed his eyes to stop the barrage of unimaginable images and to think.
Melina stood up and whispered into Kayla and Jamal's ears while they leaned their heads together. Then while Kayla got to her feet and headed toward Bill, her master manipulator daughter moved over to her grandmothers and their boy toys and whispered more instructions.
Bill's eyes flew open, startled, when he felt a weight on his lap. It took him a moment to focus and realize that Kayla's big black breasts were just inches away from his face, his daughter-in-law had straddled him on the chair.
"Melina thought you might like a lap dance," Kayla cooed, as she ground her naked crotch against his covered one and lifted her hefty cantaloupes up and out from her chest towards her father-in-law's face. "Have you ever had a lap dance, Daddy Bill?" she asked.
"Huh, wha'?" he mumbled as he took in the succulent orbs so close.
Kayla had naturally followed her dominant daughter's directions immediately, middle-aged MILF moonlighting as a stripper being one of the role plays Melina had introduced early in her mother's conversion to freeuse family slut. But now that she was actually here in the stunned man's lap, she realized she would have to take control if anything was going to happen, Bill was frozen. Thinking back to the previous week when she'd tricked her mother and mother-in-law into letting her be the dominant female for a night, she remembered how much she'd enjoyed her temporary switch and felt sure she could pull it off again with her husband's father.
She gazed intensely into his eyes until she had his rapt attention and then turned her head to look over to where Paula and Jazmine were sucking passionately and noisily on Kenneth and Lenny's cocks, mother-on-son and grandmother-on-grandson. From the corner of her eye, she could tell that Bill's gaze had moved with hers and registered his eyes managing to get even wider at the sight. Now pinching her nipples and pulling them out toward him to get Bill looking at her again, she said, "I figured that if my husband was getting to enjoy your wife, it was only fair that you got to enjoy his. What do you think, Bill, do you enjoy my big tits? Have you ever been this close to black boobs before?"
Melina was so impressed with the way her mother was working Papa Bill that she decided her Mommy-pet deserved a reward. After scooping out some pot lube from the jar on the coffee table, the young slut trainer snuck in behind her mother without her mesmerized papa noticing and began rubbing the goo on and in Kayla's anus.
"I... I..." stumbled Bill in response to the question about black boobs.
"Ay-yi-yi," parroted Kayla as she felt her daughter's finger teasing and then penetrating her browneye. Fortunately, Bill remained speechless long enough for her to adjust and continue. "You know one of my favourite parts of our new family dynamic? The variety. I mean, I know how wonderful Paula's huge breasts are and how much you enjoy them, but wouldn't you also enjoy sucking and biting on my girls?" She leaned in and dragged a hard nipple lightly across his lips before leaning back again so he could take in the whole picture. "I would sure enjoy it if you would," she purred.
This time Bill at least managed to say, "Kayla?" before getting tongue-tied again.
While Melina's right hand was busy working a second finger up inside her mother's tight poop chute, her left hand was signalling to the foursome on the sofa.
"Of course," the MILF lap dancer said coquettishly as if giving away an embarrassing secret, "we ladies also enjoy variety." Then she was reaching her hands out to either side, hands that were suddenly filled with hard cocks.
Bill was jerked out of his trance when he realized that a naked man now stood on either side of Kayla, Kenneth to her left and Lenny to her right, and that their erect penises were not much more than a foot away from him. The shocked man's gaze was drawn to the one on his right when Kayla leaned that way and ran her tongue around the pale knob.
Seeing that Bill really seemed entranced, perhaps finally ready to give in to the desire that filled the room, Paula and Jazmine quietly made their way over to the developing scene, each grabbing a hassock along the way and setting them up as low seats beside the standing men. Each then took a moment to trade tongue-wrestling kisses with Melina and check out how she was finger-banging her mother's ass; her mother who might finally be getting to Bill.
Speaking into the head of the white prick like a microphone while gazing lovingly up into her husband's eyes, Kayla said, "Of course, your Kenny is without a doubt the love of my life and such a wonderful lover, but to be able to taste and feel other cocks and then go back to him has made life so much more--" She suddenly dropped her mouth, engulfing all six curved inches. After a few gurgling seconds she came back up smiling as Bill's son groaned. "Fulfilling," she said, completing her thought. Then she was twisting the other direction and leaning forward to allow her son to thrust his big brown sugar stick between her lips in an up-close, erotic profile to his stunned grandfather.
When Mel sent Kayla over to work directly on Bill, Jamal took the opportunity to collect all the white wine glasses and take them back to the kitchen where he opened a couple of bottles of the red. Since the Landers weren't drinkers, at least Bill still wasn't, it took him a moment to find more glasses in the back of the pantry, but then he had them full and on a tray and made his way back into the living room.
As he crossed the room, he saw his daughter still sitting in Bill's lap and going back and forth between Lenny and Kenneth's cocks right where his old friend could get a good look at how sexy Kayla's full, dark lips looked getting dragged up and down a hard, shiny cock. And every time she turned to the other dick, one of the old ladies quickly took over loving on the penis she was leaving, so for Kenneth and Lenny, there was always a hungry mouth to fuck, and for Bill there was a non-stop montage of sensuous mouths eagerly accepting straining erections.
Melina was seriously curious about whether she could get a third finger up her mother's tight shitter but didn't want to mess up the other woman's incredible rhythm, so when she saw her grandpa coming in with fresh wine, she quietly backed away and joined him. After a searing kiss and then a sip of the red, she snuggled against him to watch.
"You know, we're serious about experiencing your variety too," Kayla was saying to Bill during a momentary pause between rotating back and forth between her two toys. Now that her ass wasn't full of fingers, though she'd been enjoying the hell out of them, she was able to sit down harder and grind better on her father-in-law. "All of us women really are looking forward to feeling this big joint I feel under me inside our family coochies. In fact, if you want me to, I'll unzip you right now and..."
Bill felt very far away, even though the outrageous sin was happening right within his reach... if his hands were free. And if they were, what would he do? Push his gorgeous harlot of a daughter-in-law off his lap or grab one of her large, black breasts...or the back of her head as the other men were doing to pull her even deeper down on his manhood? Deeper the way all three women truly seemed to want it, the times they nearly gagged and then came back up sputtering and gasping seemed to be the times their eyes blazed brightest, and their smiles became grins of pride and joy at their accomplishment. That's the noise he heard now on his left where his wife had taken the time when Kayla was speaking to him to really go to town on their grandson.
Paula bobbed on Lenny's big cock like a professional porn star, only her moans of desire and hunger were completely real, she could feel the boy's orgasm growing and she wanted it. She dropped down from the small hassock to her knees to get a better angle and took him deeper into her throat, that cum was hers!
Then she suddenly felt a finger shoved full length up her butt and when she froze, there was a voice at her ear. "Remember, every load today goes in your ass, Nana," Melina reminded her. She did it a little theatrically for everyone's benefit, especially Papa's. She sensed he was weakening and thought that seeing his wife's ass gaped and dripping cum would do it... who could resist being part of that kind of debauchery?
"Can't I have at least this one in my mouth?" Paula begged, taking the hard, young dick out of her mouth but still holding it against her saliva-dripping lips. "You know how much I love cum."
"I know you do, Nana, both pussy and cock cum. But we have to remember today's special mission: taking your anal virginity." Melina smiled at her bound grandfather, "I'm sorry, Papa, I don't think we made that clear before. Nana has never taken it up the butt before today, have you, Nana?"
"Never," she said, then gasped when a second slender finger pushed inside her.
"And now that you have?" the wicked young woman asked while spreading her fingers apart.
"I love it," the sexy sexagenarian admitted with a groan. Then she looked up at her husband and said, "And I'd love it even more if you were part of turning me into an ass-slut, baby. Won't you please join the other men in baptising my newly opened rear end with your cum?"
"Okay, I can't listen to this anymore," Bill said, shaking his head as he pulled out of his silent daze. "Kayla, please," he said sternly, motioning her to the side with his head.
Sadly, his daughter-in-law stood up from his lap and made her way over to where her father was holding a wine glass out to her.
But then Melina was sliding into the vacated lap. "You know, you still haven't answered my earlier question about if you think I am the Devil," Melina said.
Bill looked at his granddaughter. "No, child, you are not the Devil."
"But I am the one who seduced every member of our family," she declared, before taking a drink of wine given to her by her black grandfather.
"Why?" her white grandfather asked.
"Because I love them," she answered.
"I love them too," Bill said, trying not to be distracted by her firm breasts and hard nipples. "But there are many more appropriate ways to show your love."
"I disagree," Melina said. "There is no purer thing you can do than to love your family unconditionally." She then paused for a second before she added, "And with no judgement."
"How can I not judge this sinful behaviour?" Bill asked, still unable to understand why nothing he was saying was stopping this depravity.
"Because you accept your family without conditions," Melina repeated her argument.
"So, then you won't judge me for being disgusted by your behaviour?" Bill asked.
"No," she sighed, "although we are hoping you will come to understand we do this out of love, not sin."
"I'm afraid you're going too far in saying love justifies sin," replied Bill.
"Sin is only sin based on the judgement of a male-dominated world," she said, "and the words written by nomads."
"Do not question the Lord's word," Bill ordered firmly.
"I wouldn't question them if I knew for sure that they were actually the Lord's words," Melina countered.
Kayla, fearing all her progress was being lost, moved up behind her stubborn, headstrong daughter and reached around with both arms, one hand taking Melina's wine glass, the other a firm breast. Her lips moved like warm butterflies on the girl's ear as she said, "This French red is very good, but what I'm really in the mood for now is some American pink," while her hand caressed across the tight belly and into the young pussy that was spread open from Mel straddling Papa.
Melina turned her head to the side and kissed her mother with a smile. Then she stood and moved over to the ottoman Paula had been using and took a seat, spreading her legs even wider. Her mother immediately kneeled and pressed her face between the firm, young thighs.
Also wanting to end the religious blather that didn't seem to be softening her husband's stern resistance, Paula said, "Is this a doctrinal debate or my anal debut? Isn't someone going to fuck me?" The last part completely serious as the wine, the pot, the lube and the situation were making her crave more cock in her asshole.
Her mother's words and talented tongue had Melina's eyes back on the prize and she said, "Daddy, put that couch pillow on the floor." Kayla rewarded her return of control by plunging her tongue deep inside her daughter's sweet pussy. The party mistress sighed in pleasure.
"Got it, baby," Kenneth said, although he didn't take his eyes off them while carrying out his task... always enjoying watching his wife and daughter in any sort of lesbian action.
Bill just felt more and more perplexed. He thought he'd made it clear that their debauched behaviour was undeniably sinful and yet they not only ignored him but kept escalating things. How much longer would they carry on this filthy orgy? Was the extended depravity a side effect of the marijuana? Was that also why all three generations of women seemed to really love not only servicing the men but also each other? Or could the sex really be just that good, that freeing? 'No, no, no!' he shouted at himself. 'Away with you, Satan!'
"Nana, lay on your back with that big white ass on the pillow," Melina instructed, "I'm guessing your knees may be a little sore."
"A little sore," Paula nodded, as she did exactly what she was told to do, "although the pot and wine help."
"Men, ten slow strokes in that pretty white asshole and then get your cocks cleaned by any of the other sluts here," Melina said.
"Including you?" Lenny asked, even as he moved to be the first back in his Nana's ass.
"Yes, including me," Melina said. "I do love a nice, tasty asshole."
"This has got to stop," Bill demanded, so frustrated by his helplessness.
"Oh, honey, stop being so old-fashioned and stubborn," Paula said, as Lenny lifted up her thick legs.
"Old-fashioned?" he gasped, as he watched his wife assuming a surprisingly flexible position and then his grandson resuming sodomizing her.
"Yes, Papa," Melina said, scooting her low, cushioned seat next to his chair and gesturing for her mother to fluff and clean the men waiting for their next turn in Paula's hungry ass. She moved her hand to his crotch... his dick not very hard, but also not completely flaccid. "Old fashioned. We just want to show you how much we love you."
"Move your hand away," Bill ordered, as he heard his wife moan over the sounds of his grandson's body colliding with hers.
"Oh yes, hammer my asshole," Paula cheered, the deep, hard ass shots from this different angle stimulating her pussy while penetrating her asshole.
"Ooh, it's true what Nana told us about your big cock, Papa," Melina complimented, giving it a rub, desperately wanting to suck and ride her Papa's dick. She had always been turned on by him, and he was the final submission, which made the seduction more enticing. Yet, she was beginning to get frustrated with her inability to seal the deal.
Bill moaned, not able to hide that his granddaughter's hand on his penis created a perverted sense of pleasure which instantly sent a wave of guilt through his core being. "Move your hand right now, young lady."
"Bring that cock over here, Lenny," Melina said, moving her hand away, slightly frustrated, but only after giving it one more squeeze. "I want to taste Nana's ass juice off your big cock the way I hope to taste it off Papa's."
"Of course, sis," Lenny said, pulling out from his Nana's tight asshole after deep stroke number ten. His dad immediately replaced him... although Kenneth took slow strokes to get the most out of his quota.
"Don't do that," Bill said mortified, as Lenny walked over and offered Melina his cock.
"I have to Papa, the taste is so fucking good," Melina said, continuing to try to push her Papa to the brink. She opened her mouth and deep throated the entire eight-inch shaft and savoured all that delicious asshole wetness. "Mmmmmmmmmm. Oh, Papa, please let me do this to you."
"That is disgusting," Bill said, making a face as if he'd just eaten a lemon, as he watched bewildered his granddaughter suck his grandson's penis that was just in his wife's butt. He couldn't even begin to fathom the reality of how his God-fearing Christian home had been corrupted into this den of iniquity and sinful debauchery.
"Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm," Melina moaned, holding that sound as long as she could.
"Oh yes, Kenneth, I love your curved cock in my asshole," Paula moaned, as Jazmine moved over and began sucking on one of her hard fat nipples.
"I love fucking your asshole, Mom," Kenneth complimented back, as he continued to avoid any sort of eye contact with his father. He prayed Melina could use her sexual wiles to seduce him... but was worried she may fail since both he and Jamal had fallen much quicker.
Melina backed off the cock and said, "Bring that ass-coated cock over to me when you're done with your ten strokes, Daddy."
"Okay, honey," Kenneth nodded, eight slow strokes in.
"Kenneth, stop penetrating your mother," Bill demanded, every order he made falling on deaf ears. His son did pull out a moment later but not because he was obeying his father; rather, he was obeying his daughter and her ten-stroke rule.
Bill watched Lenny move away, Kenneth walk over, and a second dirty dick slide into Melina's open mouth.
He couldn't believe what his family was doing. He couldn't believe their utter depravity.
Melina again moaned as she enjoyed the erotic taste of her Nana's asshole, "Mmmmmmmmmmmm. Papa, Nana has told us how much you enjoyed your introduction to oral love. Wouldn't you like to feel my lips wrapped around your thick manhood?"
Bill found himself really registering his granddaughter's full lips for the first time, while disbelieving those beautiful features could be saying such obscene words. Then in the corner of his eye, he caught Jamal moving in to take his turn in Paula's second pulling of an anal train.
"Jamal," Bill called, as he turned his head more squarely in that direction, only to see Kayla had at some point joined Jazmine in playing with and sucking on his wife's breasts. Each black woman was also pulling back on one white leg to roll Paula's ass up higher to aid in her continuing sodomy. "Please," the Landers patriarch added in utter desperation as the head of the Myers clan again brought his massive black cock to the gaped hole.



Jamal was gutted. He hated that he was hurting his best friend so badly. He could see how wounded he was. Yet, he also believed wholeheartedly that this family love was best for all of them. He sighed, ever so softly, as he said, "I'm sorry, man, I have to."
Bill then watched helplessly as his best friend again sodomized his wife. He weakly said, "You don't have to. You want to."
"Yes, I want to," Jamal agreed. "Just like I want you to feel this feeling in my wife, daughter and granddaughter. Join us, brother."
"Bill, his cock feels so good in all my holes," Paula said... although she could no longer see his face with Jazmine kneeling at her side and pulling back her leg for Jamal's entrance.
"What has come over you, all of you?" Bill said with exasperation, hearing Jamal call him brother adding to the inner pain he was feeling over the plethora of betrayals.
"Acceptance," Paula said, both her tits being worshiped and the slow, teasing, deep anal penetration allowing her to accept she was a slut for her family.
"Acceptance?" he asked.
"Yes, I accept that God made me to give pleasure and become one with each and every member of my family," Paula said believing it.
"That is ridiculous to the point of blasphemy," Bill said, as Melina allowed her dad's dick to slide out of her mouth to rejoin the debate.
"Think about it, Papa," the young mistress said. "You have been missing out just as much as Nana all these years. You have been stuck in a world where church leaders 'guide you' with 'the Word', while actually using fear-mongering tactics to control their followers. Where the enjoyment of the God-given pleasures we all have inside of us has been falsely twisted into something sinful in order to get people to surrender their freedom to the supposed protectors of their souls. They stole from your marriage to maintain their power," Melina declaimed.
"Exactly," Paula nodded. "Amen," Jazmine exclaimed around a mouthful of warm tit.
"No, now you are the one twisting the Bible to support your surrender of morality to a pagan pursuit of pleasure."
"No, the church and perhaps even you Papa," Melina continued, "use the Bible for your own purposes and sometimes those purposes are nefarious and include centuries of putting minorities and women in a second level of importance. Of course, Grandpa Jamal and you have also lost out due to these archaic expectations."
"They're not archaic or nefarious," urged Bill. "They're ancient and fundamental."
"Don't you see you are doing it right now by judging us?" Melina continued.
"Because you are sinning," Bill said, incredulously. "Your very souls are in danger."
"Oh, Papa, don't you see? It's your soul that's in danger because human souls are made up of love and caring and happiness and joy. All the things you've been fighting against and all the things we're trying to give you," Melina said.
While Bill and Melina renewed their debate, Jazmine shook her head and got to her feet. While she loved her granddaughter to death and was so proud of what the girl had accomplished in school, she sometimes wondered if there wasn't such a thing as too much book learning. She wasn't going to get this honorable old coot to surrender through his mind, the attack had to focus on his heart and his cock... two areas the voluptuous black matron was well equipped and experienced for.
"We love you, Bill," Jazmine said simply, bending down and wrapping her arms around Bill and his chair, cradling his head against her motherly bosom.
"What are you doing?" Bill gasped, as the soft, warm black jugs pressed into his face. The scent of her so powerful, so natural, so arousing.
"Oh, Bill, suck on her nipples the way you suck on mine," Paula moaned as Jamal gave her slow-motion back shots in her gaping new fuck hole. "She loves having her nipples sucked the way I do; share that pleasure with her."
"I can't believe you shared intimate details with our family," Bill said, even as the large, soft, warm, black breasts were right there. Lucifer was ruthlessly tempting him.
"Oh, honey, it's no secret that we all love having our nipples sucked,'" Jazmine uttered, before leaning back far enough to lift one of her own saggy chest pillows to her mouth and tongue its fat nipple directly in front of Bill's gaping eyes. Then she dropped the tit and again cradled the man against her voluminous bosom.
"And we share everything with each other," Kayla added, before turning at a touch by Lenny to take his cock in her mouth in preparation for his pending turn in Paula's ass.
"Just like we've shared with you how much we love sucking nipples too," Melina added. "Tits are loved by both genders."
Bill tried moving his head to get away from his 'second wife's' large breasts, but she had him buried in her cleavage and he would have had to shake like a madman to get loose, and he wasn't ready to inflict pain or injury on one of his family yet. Instead, he tried again to argue for decency.
"Their main purpose is breastfeeding," he said after getting a clear inch to speak. "You're not going to try and turn nursing into a sex act, are you?"
Melina had begun playing with her own handfuls of tit flesh while watching her grandma roll out the big gun and now she pulled hard on her sensitive nipples and gasped, "Oh, trust us, they have many more purposes."
Paula added, "Think of how little of our lives our breasts are actually used for nursing. No, God made these breasts for much more than just baby feeders."
Jazmine again pulled a little bit away to present her full, fat, succulently droopy breasts to the trapped man's face and said, "When we're feeding our babies is the only time when they're not part of our sex. Otherwise, they are for men to worship; by sucking them, fucking them, and showering them with their cum."
"And for women to suck and worship," Kayla added, as she leaned back down and resumed pleasuring Paula's hard-as-diamond nipple.
"Seriously, Bill, do you not like my black tits?" Jazmine bluntly asked as she cupped the sagging udders. "Are you going to deny looking at them over the years? Wondering what they looked like naked? Now you know."
Incredibly, Bill's first thought was wishing he had on his reading glasses so he could see in detail what he had indeed imagined many times over the past fifty years. Then Jazmine pulled back just enough for him to focus on one fat, hard nipple... though just a crane of his neck would put it back within range of his tongue. 'No, no, no!' He could never admit these thoughts, nor act on them.
Jazmine squeezed her right tit hard, really making the sensitive nipple bulge. God, she wanted to force it between his lips. Instead, she said, "So, now that you've finally seen them, are they all you dreamed of?" Her voice making it clear it wasn't a rhetorical question.
Trapped, Bill said, "They are... they are... well, they're fine."
"You didn't really just call a woman's breasts fine, did you, Papa?" Melina said, her tone a mixture of humour and disappointment.
"Especially Jazmine's," Paula said from the floor. "Her gazongas are magnificent... sensual... perfect!"
"They are very nice," Bill corrected, feeling attacked from all sides and yet neither wanting to insult Jazmine, nor let slip some of the real words her amazing bosom raised in the back of his mind.
"Nice? Nice?" Jazmine asked as she rubbed her nipples against each other, nearly causing poor Bill's eyes to cross.
"Oh, Papa, you should know that no woman wants her body parts to be called nice," Melina said.
While Jamal was feeling pretty shitty about how things were going for Bill, he had to laugh inside at the way the women were ganging up on his old buddy now; sometimes a guy just couldn't win. For his own part, he was absolutely loving being inside Paula's ass again, somehow, her being all fucked out and full of cum just made it more exciting and he was actually kind of glad he was on number nine of his quota of ten strokes... he wasn't sure he could make it past twelve if he kept going.
Unfortunately, in a case of whatever negative serendipity was called, just as he pushed in to finish stroke ten, Paula moaned out, "Oh fuck, your cock in my ass is so fucking good, give me more." Followed immediately by an anguished, "Noooooo," when he pulled out.
"I'll fill you right back up," Lenny promised, as he replaced his grandfather and slid his dick into the very gaped asshole.
"Oh, thank you, grandson," Paula moaned, so happy to have her asshole filled again and hoping that her husband really was beginning to weaken because she thought his fat cock would feel incredible in her ass right now.
"Well?" said Jazmine, cradling her glorious fun bags in her arms so Bill could reach the plump nipples with just the slightest craning of his neck.
Right there, they were right there just the way Paula's were when she rode him when she fed hers to him in the heat of their lovemaking, the way she wanted Jazmine to feed him now. But Paula wasn't begging his best friend or his grandson to sodomize her when offering him her breasts to suckle and Bill managed to shake off the effects of the mounds of soft, black kryptonite in his face.
"I don't know what you want me to say," Bill told Jazmine and by extension all of the women. "I feel you've twisted private intimacies into perverse sin and it's completely inappropriate and I want no part of it."
Melina was really beginning to get worried and frustrated... not used to anyone even giving even a weak resistance.
Lenny pounded his Nana's asshole but couldn't help but notice the look on his sister's face. This was clearly not going as she'd planned.
"My turn," Kenneth said, as he counted his son's ten strokes.
"Yeah," Lenny said, pulling out and walking over to his sister. In an effort to help save her plan by showing his grandfather the power men held in this family, he ordered, "Suck off our nana's ass juice, slut."
Melina, distracted and distressed, hesitated a few heartbeats longer than she usually would, but then purred, "Yes, baby," easily able to shift from dominant to submissive. As she sucked the delicious ass juice, her grandfather sighed in concern.
"Papa, you can have any of the family sluts," Lenny said, stunned that any man could resist this generous offer. "Any hole, any time. It's like Grandpa Jamal said, we don't steal, we share."
"Yes, honey, fuck your granddaughter," Paula moaned, as her son's curved dick slid into her well-used asshole.
"Do you even hear yourself?" Bill questioned while trying to remain strong himself, to remember Jesus in the desert. No, he did not think that being smothered in Jazmine's lush valley of flesh was the same as facing Satan himself, but he was only a mortal man, not the Saviour, and sometimes he thought he could actually taste the woman's exotic blackness.
"Do you hear yourself?" Paula retorted, annoyed. "You are the outcast in the family; you are the one calling our love sin, the one not seeing how close this has brought the family."
"This isn't keeping the family close," Bill said exasperated, as Jazmine tried to put her large nipple in his mouth.
"Suck it, Billy," Jazmine seductively said, desperately trying to push Bill past the point of no return.
Bill found himself nearly overwhelmed by the large black breasts that kept him from seeing anything else... which may have been a blessing in disguise. 'Forty days, He lasted forty days, can you not last even forty minutes?' he kept repeating to himself, even as he bit on his tongue to keep it from flicking out to touch the hard, soft nipple rubbing across his lips. Somehow, he managed once again to spit out the right words, the righteous words. "Move those breasts away from me," he demanded.
"The family has never been closer," Paula countered.
"Yes, Papa," Melina said, backing off her brother's delicious cock and moving her hand to her Papa's crotch, still surprised to not find a hard cock. Still, she pressed on. "You can get closer to me by sliding this dick in my perfect cock sucking lips, my pretty pink pussy or my tight asshole."
"Young lady, stop this nonsense," Bill ordered firmly as he again felt a hand on his penis. He supposed it was Melina's, but Jazmine had ignored his demand and still all he could see was black flesh. Soft, warm, fragrant black flesh.
"Don't make love to me, son, fuck me," Paula demanded, the slow strokes Mel had ordered really starting to fucking annoy her. In her mind, the ten-stroke rule should have evolved into a blur of one cock after the other plunging into her newly opened slut hole, but each of her intended ravagers had instead been dragging out his allotted time in her ass.
Kenneth looked over to his daughter to see what the game master thought of her nana's request. Melina gave him a quick nod. "Sorry, Mommy," Kenneth apologized, shifting up in both speed and force, which wasn't going to help his staying power, but fuck, did it feel good to really rail his mom's juicy ass.
"That's better, son, give Mommy all that fucking cock up her asshole," Paula wickedly said, really trying to push her husband and show him what was really available to him now, still desperately hoping it wasn't too late for her husband to see how good family fun could be.
"And you, Paula, stop this inappropriate behaviour right now," Bill demanded, wishing he could see her face, but all he saw was black flesh.
"I am not your property," Paula said. Then added, "I'm every family member's property."
"We are all every family member's property, Papa," Melina added, rubbing his dick. "Don't you want to make love to me? I've wanted to make love to you for years."
As Bill Landers mentally struggled with the idea that his granddaughter sounded sincere in her desire for him, he used his head to push against the smothering breasts.
Jazmine stumbled back, surprised by the push, but caught herself.
"No, Melina. I don't want to take advantage of a young woman who's obviously dealing with issues I wasn't aware of. I'm so sorry for that and please move your hand away from my lap."
Caught completely off guard by Papa Bill's description of the situation, Melina rocked back on her heels for a moment. Then her natural confidence surged, and she put her hands on her hips to showcase her perfect caramel body. "Papa, I'm not some P. Diddy victim, I'm a grown woman who embraces her sexuality. Don't you think I am beautiful?"
Kenneth pulled out and Jamal slid into his place in Paula's ass while watching Bill intently. He didn't seem to be breaking. This whole house of cards could come crumbling down if his friend didn't give in like he had.
"Real beauty is on the inside," Bill answered his granddaughter, even though he had called her beautiful her whole life.
"So, I was only beautiful before you found out I like sex?"
"No, you are still beautiful now," Bill said, "but you are not using your beauty properly."
"By sharing my heart and soul with my family?" she asked, as she moved closer to her Papa, her shaved, glistening pussy now right in front of him as she placed one foot up on his leg.
"Young lady, that is enough," Bill ordered.
"Harder, Jamal, give me that black cock," Paula demanded. "And no more of this ten-stroke shit."
"Papa, God made this pussy, God gifted me with this pretty, delicious, pussy; it was made to be eaten, to be fucked," Melina said, pushing the envelope as far as she could, before turning to the others and commanding, "Pull Nana up and have her place her hands on Papa while you fuck her from behind."
"No, no more," Bill repeated his demand.
Jamal pulled out of Paula's amazing ass and helped her to her feet.
Paula placed her hands back on her husband's thighs and said, "Bill, please stop being so stubborn. This is who we are as a family now and we want you in our family."
"No, never," Bill said, shaking his head adamantly.
Lenny moved behind the bent-over old, but still damned sexy, lady and asked, "Ready to really get this big white ass fucked, Nana?"
"Oh yes, grandson, slam that big black cock up Nana's shit hole," Paula wickedly said, her eyes not leaving her husband's.
Bill was getting very angry, something he never did with family, but having his granddaughter's vagina right in his face and his wife getting repeatedly sodomized right in front of him was pushing him to the brink, just not the brink the others were expecting. "Enough!" he roared, just as his wife moaned from taking yet another penis where none should ever go.
"Papa!" Melina scolded back, although her worry was growing, so she shifted the focus to her grandmother as she moved her burning, frustrated pussy away. "Papa, look at Nana, isn't she beautiful?"
"Yes, she is very beautiful," he answered, somehow not wanting to hurt his wife's feelings even as the roller coaster of emotions continued through him... anger, but also a reminder that he loved each of these people... even if they were sinning at the moment in the most inappropriate way possible.
"Pull out, bro," Melina ordered, and once Lenny did, she helped her grandmother straighten up and then showcased the voluptuous body. "These titties are absolutely perfect," Melina said, before spinning her around and pushing Paula's big ass right in front of him, "and this ass, Papa, isn't this an amazing big white booty?"
"I don't even know how to respond to that," Bill said.
Jazmine walked over and pulled Paula's ass cheeks apart and asked, "Doesn't that gaping ass look sexy?"
Bill gasped as he saw the wide-open butt hole.
"Wouldn't you love to fuck it?" Jazmine asked.
"Yes, Papa, fuck your wife's asshole," Melina encouraged, even as Jamal showed him how it was done when Kayla simply bent over with her hands on her knees just off to the side of Paula, and he slid his dark dick into his daughter's asshole.
"Oh yes, Daddy, fuck my asshole," Kayla moaned. "Oh, Bill, it's so incredible, you have to do it."
"This is unnatural," Bill stressed.
"Oh, Papa, it is the most natural thing in the whole world," Melina said, continuing to repeat the family mantra of how natural incest was.
"Stop, stop, stop," Bill said.
"Please, honey, fuck my asshole," Paula whined as she thrust her butt back farther, trying to entice her husband and push him past the brink of no return. "I need your cock in my asshole so fucking bad."
"Never," Bill said, shaking his head.
"Fine," Paula said frustrated and annoyed, spinning around, placing her hands on her husband's legs and saying, "then you can watch me take three more loads from other men in my butt. Lenny come and dump a load in your nana."
"Yes, Nana," Lenny obeyed, as Jazmine demanded, "Kenneth come and plug my ass, show this foolish old man just how natural it is for us to share all of ourselves with each other."
Kenneth obliged, and soon every woman minus Melina was being sodomized in front of Bill. The moans echoed in his head creating a symphony of humiliation.
"Oh yes, fuck me, Daddy," Kayla moaned.
"Harder, Kenneth, my nigger ass needs some white dick deep in it," Jazmine wickedly said, trying to shock the shit out of a clearly bewildered Bill.
"Jazmine!" Bill gasped, never once having heard that word used before him.
"That is what I am, Bill," Jazmine said, moving her hand to his dick, "I'll do anything for white family cock."
Bill was shocked as he felt her hand on his dick.
"Oh yes, fuck my ass, Lenny, fill my shit hole up with your big load," Paula moaned, as he hammered her from behind making her orgasm rise rapidly.
"Remember sluts, every load goes in Nana," Melina reminded the other two getting their back doors plugged.
"Enough, God damn it!" Bill roared. Then his mouth snapped shut and his eyes went wide that he had lost control enough to drop to their level and profane the name of the Lord.



"You need to relax a little bit," Lenny said.
"Yes, Papa, let us take care of Nana," Melina said, as she moved her hand under Paula and cupped a swaying tit.
"No, this has gone way too far," Bill continued, frustrated that his words were falling on deaf ears.
"Sorry, Bill, I need this cock, I need it so bad," Paula moaned, as her orgasm was about to erupt.
"Shit, I'm going to unload in you, Nana," Lenny groaned, her tight ass impossible to last long in when he could do more than ten strokes... it was still so tight.
"Fill my asshole up, baby, show Papa what kind of family fuck toy I am," Paula moaned.
Defeated, Bill shifted from anger to pleading. "Paula, please don't do this to me."
"I'm doing this for you, for us," Paula explained, even as her orgasm was about to erupt.
"For us?" Bill responded.
"Oh yes," Lenny groaned, unloading inside his Nana.
"Fuuuuuuuuck!" Paula screamed in response as she felt her grandson's dick erupt in her ass which instantly triggered her own orgasm.
"Nooo," Bill quietly groaned, humiliation compounding humiliation as he watched his wife come right in front of him... her face looking so happy which somehow gutted him more. He had never heard her scream that loud or make that facial expression.
"So good," Paula moaned.
About thirty seconds later, Lenny pulled out, leaving cum leaking out of the huge gaping hole and Melina swiftly moved behind her Nana and buried her face between the beautiful white ass cheeks to retrieve the anal cream pie.
"Lord, please forgive my family for their sinful acts," Bill prayed, as he closed his eyes, unable to watch this anymore.
"Thank the Lord for giving our grandson such a great big cock," Paula said, "and a granddaughter who woke our family's inner slut."
"No, no, no," Bill said, as Melina probed the gaped hole for cum and Kayla and Jazmine continued to keep the other men's dicks hard with their own assholes.
"Our granddaughter's tongue is in my butt, honey," Paula said.
"No, no, no," he repeated.
"Son, come give me that curved cock," Paula said, as she moved her hand to her husband's dick and couldn't believe it wasn't hard. How could it not be hard?
Bill's eyes snapped open to see Melina moving aside and Kenneth taking her place behind his mother, only closing in with his pelvis instead of his face. "Don't," Bill said sternly.
Paula gave her husband's reluctant crotch another squeeze. "If I can't get this one of my cocks to fill me, I have to use another."
"One of your...? No," Bill corrected, "my penis is not one of your twisted toys."
"What's yours is mine and what's mine is yooouuuuurrs," she said as Kenneth slid into her rectum. "For better or worse, remember, honey?" Paula added when she caught her breath. "And Bill, baby, love of my life, this is not the worse, it's the better. Think about the last two months," she insisted as her big tits swayed each time Kenneth pounded her hard. "You have to admit you've been having a much better time in our bedroom and hasn't that made you feel better about your whole life?" Then Jazmine came over and reached under her friend, swatting the big bouncing tits like volleyballs, and Paula got lost in the beautiful pain.
The words from their wedding vows froze Bill as he had often made it clear he didn't believe in divorce and had spent much of his time in the church helping couples stay together and overcome difficult times. But now he had to consider if adultery this extreme could only be answered with divorce.
"Oh, Daddy," Kayla moaned, as she rubbed her pussy frantically, "I'm going to come from your big dick in your baby girl's asshole."
"Oh yes, honey, come for Daddy, come like the sweet, family fuck toy you are," Jamal said.
Bill couldn't believe Jamal was having sex with his daughter or that his son was having sexual relations with Paula... but that was the situation he found himself unwillingly witnessing.
"Oh yes, Mommy, your asshole is so tight," Kenneth groaned, as he knew he wasn't going to last long in her asshole.
"Then nut in me, mother fucker," Paula wickedly said, the nastiest term she could possibly use. "Unload that big load in your Mommy's asshole."
"Lord, forgive them," Bill said, then began to quietly repeat it over and over.
No one was really listening anymore as rapture consumed them all. Kayla begged, "Oh Daddy, your baby girl is so close."
"Oh yes, honey, fuck our daughter," Jazmine encouraged, "make our slut come."
"Fuuuuuck," Kenneth grunted, as he watched his wife get reamed as he unloaded his second load of this wild night in his mom's asshole.
"Fuuuuck!" Kayla bellowed as her orgasm ripped through her.
"My turn for an anal cream pie," Jazmine declared as she stopped playing with Paula's titties and as soon as Kenneth pulled out, she buried her face in the leaking asshole.
Bill continued to repeat his prayer, even as his wife's hand was on his penis.
"More dick, I need more dick in my shit box," Paula begged, even as her asshole was probed by Jazmine's tongue... the pot and the wine making her an insatiable slut.
Melina watched Papa. Listened to him. He wasn't breaking. Fuck... she wasn't sure what to do. She pondered just fishing his dick out and either sucking it or riding it... both fantasies she'd hoped to make come true tonight originally... but that would be rape... and that she didn't want to do.
Jamal pulled out of his daughter's ass and moved to Paula. He watched his wife eat that ass for a moment as he looked at his friend with his eyes closed and praying. He felt like shit, but yet also needed to bust a nut asap... his balls boiling from fucking his daughter's tight ass.
"Cock, cock right fucking now," Paula demanded.
"I've got you covered, girlfriend," Jazmine said, standing up and reaching out to her husband's straining cock, guiding it to the bruised, swollen ring of flesh surrounding the swampy, gaping hole.
"Oh, God, babe, I need to nut so bad," Jamal said, fascinated at the outrageous image just an inch from the tip of his cock.
"That is what the white whore is for," Jazmine said, giving a hard spank on Paula's ass.
"Oooooooh," Paula moaned, as she felt Jamal's long dick fill her up. "Oh yes, give me all eight inches of that big black cock."
"Yeah, take every family inch," Jazmine added, as she went to her duffel bag and pulled out the strap-on cock.
Melina wasn't sure what to do. She was apprehensive. This was uncharted territory... not having the man or woman submit by now... and she was struggling for the first time with the possible consequences of her actions.
"Oh yes, blacken my white asshole," Paula moaned, yet another orgasm rising through her as she moved her hands to her husband's legs for better balance as Jamal really hammered her hole.
"Yeah, destroy that white asshole," Jazmine encouraged her husband as she pulled the harness up her thick black legs.
"I want that cock first," Melina said, when she spotted her grandma gearing up, hoping a good fucking would distract her from her current frustration and maybe help her come up with an idea to push Papa past the brink of sin.
"Oh yeah, I'll pound that young pussy," Jazmine assured, as Bill refused to open his eyes and continued praying.
"Oh fuck, yes, fuck me, fuck me, don't fucking stop, don't stop, oh yes, fuuuuuuuuck," Paula babbled as the hard back strokes triggered yet another intense orgasm.
"Oh shit, yeah," Jamal groaned, Paula's orgasm tightening her ass cheeks around his cock leading to him erupting a few strokes later.
"Yes, nut in me," Paula moaned, feeling the throbbing cock pulsate and unload in her well-fucked asshole.
"On your knees, slut," Jazmine ordered, as she tightened the harness and walked towards her granddaughter.
"Yes, Grandma," Melina quickly obeyed, looking forward to a good, hard fucking.
"Oh, lucky baby," Paula weakly said, the lengthy orgy and intense multiple orgasms had usurped almost all the energy out of her, "Jaz is so good with the strap-on."
"Oh yeah, the granny whore is the best lesbian fucker I have ever had," Melina said, as the hard fake cock slid inside her wanton hole.
"Yes, Momma fucks as good as any man," Kayla added, as she knelt beside her daughter hoping for some back shots from her Momma.
"Aaaah, that is sweet," Jazmine said, as she began fucking her granddaughter.
"Hey!" Jamal protested, as he slowed down his deep strokes in Paula.
"You fuck me good too, Daddy," Kayla said.
"Oh yes, fuck me," Melina moaned.
"You really should watch this, honey," Paula said, wanting her husband to open his eyes, "it's pretty fucking hot."
Instead, Bill prayed louder, trying to drown out the moans.
Jamal pulled out and all three men rested after dropping two loads each in Paula's ass.
Paula could feel the cum ooze out of her as she watched the lesbian act beside her.
After a couple dozen strokes, Jazmine pulled out of her granddaughter and ordered, "Kayla, get your daughter off."
"Yes, Momma," Kayla nodded, disappointed to not get fucked, but excited to eat her daughter's pussy.
"Are you ready, my beautiful white cunt?" Jazmine asked, as she moved behind the big white ass.
"Give it to me, my black Mistress," Paula replied, looking forward to a cock in her pussy.
Jazmine slid inside Bill's wife hard.
"Oh yes, give it to me, give me that cock, Jaz," Paula moaned, as Bill, confused, opened his eyes to see Jazmine's huge breasts swaying all over the place as she apparently was having sex with his wife.
"Oh yes, Momma, eat my peach, I need to come so bad," Melina moaned, as her mother attacked her pussy.
"Come for me, baby girl, come all over Momma's face," Kayla ordered, as she really worked the wet, horny pussy over.
"Ooooooh, fuck me, pound my pussy, give me that dick," Paula moaned, somehow another orgasm was rising rapidly... the power of pot lube.
The men watched the two grannies' titties sway all over from the hot, hard lesbian action and even Bill was unthinkingly captivated.
"Yes, Momma, oh yes, oh yes, fuck, fuck, Mommaaaaa!" Melina screamed as she nutted on her mother's face.
Kayla hungrily lapped her daughter's juices as they gushed out.
"Oh yes, don't stop," Paula moaned, as the deep back shots made her pussy burn.
"Come, my white slut, come all over my dick," Jazmine said, her hands on Paula's hips as she hammered her hard.
"Oh fuck, yes, call me names, show Bill how his wife likes to be treated, what really gets her off," Paula said, looking right into her husband's eyes.
"Paula," was all he could muster, so disappointed in his wife, in his whole family.
"Come, slave, come like the family fuck toy you are, a slutty granny cum dump," Jazmine listed off which triggered one last orgasm in the elderly white woman impaled on her black dildo.
"Fuuuuuuuck!" Paula screamed as she came again.
Jazmine fucked her friend for another minute before pulling out.
Jazmine helped Paula up and kissed her.
The rest of the family joined them and there was a family hug.
Melina, hoping Papa would join, suggested, "Let's untie Papa."
"Yes," Paula nodded, "it's time for my man to retake his place in the family".
As they did, Paula moved in front of him and when his hands were free and his legs were untied by the others, she pulled him into a hug.
"No," he said, breaking the hug and walking away, stumbling from being strapped down for so long.
"Bill, come back," Paula called back. "Join us."
Bill stopped at the door. "Paula Anette Landers, Hell will freeze over before I touch any of you," he declared before he turned around and stormed out of the house.
"Shit," Jamal sighed.
"What are we going to do now?" Kayla asked.
"I don't know," Melina sighed, looking at Lenny with concern.
Lenny shrugged, equally unsure.
Paula looked at Jazmine and broke down, tears rolling down her face.
Jazmine held her arms open and her friend moved into the comforting embrace. "Shh," Jasmine hushed. "It will be okay, we'll fix this."
"Yes, we will," Melina said, putting her hands on her hips as she pondered her next move... even though for perhaps the first time in her life she wasn't sure what to do.
Jamal stood there gutted by his best friend's reaction and the look of utter betrayal that wouldn't leave him.
Lenny walked over to his sister. "Now what?"
"I don't know," Melina said, looking at each member of her family fuck group. She had had a hundred percent confidence they would draw Papa in... and now... now... now she didn't know what to do.
The house of cards had apparently come crashing down and each member of this close-knit family was unsure what would happen next.
The end?
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Granny Lends a Hand
"Ooh, there's a nice one," Madelyn said quietly, and Eve and I followed her gaze to take in a topless young man with a serious six-pack.
"I know it's a gorgeous day," I said, pretending not to feel my pulse jump at the twenty-something's raw beauty, "but don't there seem to be an especially high number of scantily clad people out today?"
Our sexagenarian trio of two widows and a divorcee - we joked we were a 21st Century Golden Girls, only with no Sophia to make us all look younger - was enjoying our daily early afternoon coffee under an umbrella on the sidewalk in front of our favourite café. The young stud Madelyn had pointed out was at least the fifth shirtless man we'd seen so far. There had also been even more women in barely-there bikinis or other outfits.
"It's Nude Day," Maddy said, "but I guess this is as far as they dare go in this fuddy-duddy town."
"What's Nude Day?" I asked.
"A worldwide day celebrating our natural state where everyone is supposed to go around nude," answered Madelyn.
"Well, I wish they would," said our third member, Eve, the Blanche Deveraux of our granny gang. "Then we'd know what they're really packing so we wouldn't fall for big arms and a tiny dick; turns out weightlifting can't help a man's Johnson."
"Eve!" I gasped.
"Don't you, 'Eve', me," she said. "If two extra inches in the pants comes with six extra inches around the waist, I'll take the jelly roll every time, and so would the two of you."
Madelyn laughed and I forced a smile, though I was really thinking of my lost Jimmy, who'd kept his waist trim and his penis hard for me right up to the very end.
As if reading my mind, Eve said, "It's alright to think about finally getting some dick, you know; it won't mean you didn't and don't still love Jimmy." Me getting 'back into the game' had become a regular theme after my husband had been dead a year and even more so now that it had gone past two years.
"Or at least spend some time with a man," the more realistic Madelyn added. She had been dating a plumber the last couple months, while Eve kept up a carousel of dates as if she was still in college.
"Blah, blah, blah," I waved them off, not sure I would ever want to go on another date. I had been with one man my entire life and he had been a good man in every way, so I was fine with that.
Fifteen minutes later, I was taking the long way home by wandering through the park. I still wasn't seeing any fully nude people, but the warm weather certainly had led to a lot of eye candy on display; I kept finding myself wondering what it would feel like to run my fingers across the chiseled chests, rippling abs, and well-defined arms and shoulders of the young men playing Frisbee and soccer.
But that wasn't why I had come this way, no, for me there was just something about seeing young kids playing, young couples holding hands, and the simple beauty of nature that made this one of my favourite routes.
Plus, although I was sixty-two, I still enjoyed going for walks. Being a widow, having lost my husband just over two years ago, I had to make an effort to get out of the house. To stay in shape. We had been soulmates, and I wasn't really sure what to do without him... even two years later. Maybe the girls were right. That said, I wouldn't even know where to begin to meet a man socially these days, and especially not just for some fun to relieve the sexual tension that Jimmy had been so good at easing.
I watched the young children playing on the slides, running around playing tag and climbing on the jungle gym. It reminded me of when my kids, now with their own kids living in Columbus and Boston, would spend hours outside just playing and using their imaginations. So, it was always a delight to see young children today outside and playing instead of being indoors staring at their computers or other technology gadgets.
After about twenty minutes, I continued on to my home on the far side of the park. I went the way I always went, through the small, rear parking lot. There was a footpath from there that led back to my street through a large copse of trees. I was at the end of the parking lot, about to reach the lovely, forested path, when I was walking by a blue truck parked in the shade and was surprised by a voice saying, "Hello, you look like you're enjoying yourself in our beautiful nature."
It took a moment for my eyes to adjust from the bright sun, then I saw a young black man in the truck's driver seat. 'Another one,' I thought when I realized that he was shirtless like so many others I had seen. I couldn't see his chest or abs, but his shoulders seemed wide and well-toned; rangy rather than bulging, the way I actually preferred men.
"Hi, young man," I replied, greeting him warmly.
"How are you on this lovely day?" he asked, not being much older than twenty if I had to guess.
"Great," I smiled, not used to having a younger man being so polite. "It's a great summer day."
"Yes, it is a beautiful day, "he agreed. "And it just got even more beautiful," he said.
Was he flirting with me? He was a very handsome black man, but he was a third my age. I played oblivious as I replied, "And I believe it is supposed to get even warmer."
"Say, if you have a minute, could I ask you to give me a hand?" he asked.
"With what?" I asked innocently, not catching on to his question even as I registered his left arm moving slowly.
"Come closer," he said.
This should have been a warning, but I was curious and wasn't remotely thinking about anything out of the ordinary as I moved to the truck. As I looked inside, my attention followed his pumping arm. My eyes went wide when I realized he was completely naked and was stroking a massive penis. "Oh my!" I gasped.
"Happy Nude Day," he said with a wide grin that showed he had beautiful teeth.
'Oh, doesn't Eve wish she were here right now?' I thought. Then, as if I was channeling my randy friend, I heard myself say, "I've been wondering if I was going to meet anyone brave enough to fully embrace the day."
"Oh, ho, so you know about Nude Day? I thought there was something special and cool about you."
"I don't know about all that," I said, "I actually just heard about Nude Day today." I realized I was talking to his penis, but didn't seem to be able to raise my eyes from his lap where he was slowly stroking a long, thick shaft topped by a fat, purple mushroom... way, way, way bigger than my deceased husband's.
"And what do you think?" he asked, leaving no doubt he was talking about his manhood rather than Nude Day.
What did I think? I thought I should be turning and walking away, but I couldn't take my eyes off of his penis. Especially when he switched hands and I could see it even more clearly... so big... so hard... a bead of liquid beginning to form at the eggplant-coloured tip.
"I like it," I mumbled. Then, lamely, "Nude Day, that is... the idea..."
"Go ahead," he said, seeing me stare at his penis.
"Sorry, I should go," I said, although I made no attempt to move away or break my stare.
"You sure?" he asked. "I really could use a hand."
"Right here?" I asked, the temptation growing. I hadn't been with a man since my husband passed away and just assumed I never would again, but the tingle I suddenly felt down below seemed to be saying my old hungers hadn't died with Jimmy, just gone into hibernation.
"Yeah, we are in a safe place," he said. I looked around. There was no one in sight, his truck parked in a shade-darkened corner and somewhat out of the way.
I looked back to his lap and said, the penis very tempting, "It's so big."
"I'm flattered," he said, as he continued to slowly stroke his thick rod. "Not to be crude, but a woman as beautiful as you has surely had her pick of men, so I'm glad you like what you see." After a pause, as he saw I couldn't take my eyes off of his huge penis, no matter how hard I tried, he said, "Go ahead, stroke it for me. We both know you want to."
"I don't know," I hesitated, even as I desperately wanted to touch that big penis. I wondered what it would feel like in my hand, even in my mouth or long forgotten vagina.
"Go ahead," he repeated, as he lifted his hips and offered me his penis. I couldn't explain it, but his slow strokes had me watching hypnotically.
I moved my small hand inside the open window and reached over to his throbbing penis. I couldn't believe I was doing this, yet there was something pulling me in. "Oh, my goodness," I gasped when I tried to wrap my hand around it... but it was too thick.
"That's it," he groaned as he moved his hand away, "that feels so good."
"Such a large penis," I murmured, as I tried to stroke his really chubby equipment. It was so fat. I couldn't fathom how any woman could wrap their mouth around it or take it in their vagina.
"It's a dick, pretty lady," he said. "Call it a dick."
I wasn't one to use such language, but I was so captivated by his large penis I replied, "You really do have a really big dick."
"Oh yeah, stroke it just like that," he groaned.
For a couple of minutes, I jerked his penis. My small white hand doing my best to masturbate him, remembering the many times I had done this for Jimmy, but God love him, my dear departed had never filled my hand like this.
"Ever had such a big dick?" the guy asked, reading my mind... or more likely, the fawning expression on my face.
"No," I admitted, then added for some reason, "The only dick I ever touched before now was my husband's.
"He passed a couple of years ago," I added quietly. I suppose I didn't want this audacious boy to think I would cheat on my husband, even for such a treasure.
"Oh my, you poor thing," he said, sounding sincere. Then he got things back on track. "Say, why don't you climb into my truck and get more comfortable?"
"I don't know," I hesitated, as I looked around. Yes, we were pretty secluded, but someone could walk by at any moment.
Seeing me struggling with the temptation, he added, "If you come inside, you can finish it with no one seeing. Wouldn't you love to feel it explode in your hand?"
Oh, God, I had loved that moment when my husband surrendered his all to my touch. How incredible would it be with a man this young and strong and well-endowed?
I looked around again and then shrugged and began walking around the truck. "I can't believe you are doing this," I said out loud to myself as I rounded the hood and got in the passenger side. This could be such a dangerous decision, but I was thinking with my libido.
"Oh yeah," he said, as he smiled at me while pushing his seat as far back as it would go.
Up on my knees in the passenger seat, I balanced against the center console and prepared to resume stroking the fantasy penis. But before I did, I remembered an old trick that I'd done with Jimmy as much for the erotic imagery as for its practical purpose.
Quickly working up a mouthful of saliva, I spit it into my palm and then began running my small white hand up and down the large, dark penis... no, not penis, what had he told me to call it? A dick? A big, black dick. I felt the thick vein on the underside pulse just as I heard the young man groan, and suddenly my panties were damp.
After about two minutes of me playing with my new toy, from cupping the large testicles to smearing pre-cum over the fat head, he said, "Hey, why don't you pull out those titties? You can be a small part of Nude Day, plus it will make me come even harder."
"Oh, you bad boy," I purred, as I sat up. "Do you really want to see some old granny titties?"
Now it was his turn to lick his lips. "Hanging fat and heavy on your chest? Oh yeah, I bet your husband worshipped those beauties," he said, staring at my well-endowed chest area.
In fact, Jimmy had, and in turn, I had always liked flashing him in public places by lifting up my shirt or hiking up my skirt or dress. I had really enjoyed Jimmy's looks of shock, which were always followed by looks of lust. In fact, I had blown my husband in the car, a movie theatre, a change room stall in a clothing store and under a table at a restaurant... so this wasn't as taboo as this young man might have thought it was.
"Well, since I have seen you in all your birthday suit glory," I smiled, as I unbuttoned my blouse one by one. Once unfastened and spread open, I asked, even though I knew the answer he was going to give, "Is this good enough?"
"Show me those white titties," he growled, staring at them like my husband had so, so, so many times.
I reached behind and unclasped my bra, allowing my large breasts to pop out.
"Jesus, granny, those are tremendous," he said, reaching out and cupping them.
"I bet your dick would feel great between them," I said, my memories of past times once again making me say things I really shouldn't have been saying. I was just glad that it would have been too difficult to pull off in the cab of the truck; otherwise, I probably would have let him do it. I mean, yes, I had committed to completing the hand job, but I hadn't completely lost my mind. Had I?
"Fuck, I'd love to, but I need to nut so bad," he said.
"Nut?"
"Yes, come," he clarified.
"Oh, well, then let me rectify that," I smiled, leaning back down and taking his hard, big dick back in my hand, while he fondled my breasts.
Although he'd said he needed to nut so bad - such a fun, bold word - he didn't complain when I continued taking my time making manual love to his penis... it wasn't like I was ever going to get another chance like this, and I wanted to make the most of it. I worked his manhood like a potter working her clay, stroking it up, down and around, with occasional additions of saliva.
"You know you just licked your lips again," he purred after I'd been playing with his remarkable equipment for some minutes. "It's okay if you want to suck it, it's only natural."
I stopped stroking but didn't release my grip on his staff as I stared up into his eyes. If he'd been sneering, I might have jumped out of the truck, but instead, he was smiling warmly, looking much more mature than his years implied.
"Come on," he encouraged, "you are clearly as passionate as you are beautiful. I bet you are a great cock sucker."
I felt my cheeks blush with a compliment I never imagined getting from another man, accepting that it was true since my husband had been quite expressive about how good I looked and felt when he was buried in my mouth. "Um...."
"Go for it," he said, flexing some internal muscle that made his dick twitch in my hand.
While I had sucked my husband quite regularly, I hadn't had a dick in my mouth for years and I had to admit that I missed it. I had always enjoyed sucking my husband's penis. I liked the way he moaned. I liked the way his legs stiffened. I liked the way his cock pulsated in my mouth. And, while I would never tell anyone this, I had liked the taste of his semen. Would I like this young man's as well? Would it have that same salty tang that I'd relished because it just made me know I was a wanton woman?
"I-I don't know," I stammered indecisively. "I haven't... sucked a dick, since before my husband passed," I said, even as I resumed stroking the hot, hard, huge erection.
"But you've missed it, haven't you?" he asked, again showing remarkable insight or people-reading skills.
I looked around through the windows again and then answered his question by lowering my head into his lap, opening my mouth and taking the thick, black dick between my lips.
"Oh yeah, granny, suck that dick," he groaned. I don't know why, but the way this young man said granny made the whole thing even more erotic. I tentatively bobbed on just the first couple of inches. Luckily, I discovered that sucking dick is like riding a bike, it isn't something you forget how to do... although I was suddenly on a 15-gear mountain bike versus the reliable Schwinn Stingray I had mouth-pedaled for over forty years. As I sucked on the fat cock head and a couple of inches, I created extra saliva like I always had for my husband. He'd said he loved that.
"Jesus, that is amazing," he groaned, which made a chill go up my spine and more wetness leak into my panties.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, as I slowly took more in my mouth.
"Yeah, you like my dick, granny?" he asked.
I moaned on his dick in response, as I didn't want to stop sucking. I couldn't explain it, but I really wanted to feel his cock pulsate in my mouth and give me his semen.
"Tell me, granny, tell me you want my dick," he moaned, as he pinched my hard nipple.
I sat up, looked into his eyes and said, stunned by my words and desperate tone, "Yes, I want to suck your dick and swallow your semen."
"My nut," he corrected.
"Yes," I nodded, stroking his cock and rolling my finger over his cock head feeling a little sticky pre-cum, "I want your nut in my hungry granny mouth."
"Show me," he said, and I immediately bent down and took his dick back in my mouth.
This time I bobbed faster, with a lustful exuberance, desperately wanting to be a good cock sucker for him... wanting to make him come... wanting to taste his cum.
"Oh jeez, Granny, you have a magical mouth," he groaned.
I was flattered by his words, and it encouraged me even more. While I never took more than half his massive dick in my mouth, my sloppy blow job had him moaning and I sensed he was getting close.
About a minute later, he warned, "I'm about to nut, granny."
I bobbed as fast as I could as I moaned on his dick, desperate to taste his cum.
"Oh fuck, granny, yes, fuck, here it comes," he grunted as his dick jerked in my mouth, and I received his warm, creamy load. "Jesus," he added as I swallowed noisily, the way my husband had liked.
I kept sucking, albeit slower, as I extracted every drop of this young man's cum and he squeezed my tits.
Finally, I sat up and ran a tongue theatrically around my lips with a growling, "Mmmm, tasty. Thank you for making my Nude Day debut so special."
"No, thank you," he said, looking at me impressed.
Then I came out of my cum trance and said, "Oh my, I can't believe I just did that," even as I looked at his big dick and savoured the aftertaste of his cum.
"Yeah, well, if you ever want it again, I'll give you my cell," he said.
"Really?" I asked, feeling a warmth of exhilaration at what I'd just done. I really felt alive for the first time in a long time. I thought my sexual years were over and now I wanted more.
"Yeah, I'd love to fuck you," he said.
"Really?" I repeated, I guess I'd been assuming he'd only latched onto an old lady like me because I happened to be the woman walking by just as he was close to finishing his hand job.
"Are you kidding? You're fucking gorgeous," he said, as I admired his still hard dick and wondered what it would feel like in my cobwebbed pussy. "And you were so good to me that you deserve a good, hard fucking."
"It has been a long, long time," I admitted, "but before my husband passed unexpectedly, we still had sex a few times a week."
"That's the way to live," he nodded, "loving to the end."
It was then that I realized that Eve and Madelyn were right, I could feel and exercise my passion without losing my love for Jimmy. This time it did register when I licked my lips as I looked back into his lap.



"Give me your phone," he said.
I entered the password and handed it to him. He typed his number into it and handed it back.
I looked. He had listed himself as BigBlack. I smiled, "What is your actual name?"
"Joe," he said.
"I'm Bunny," I said.
"What a perfect name," he smiled.
"Thanks," I said.
"I'd love to chat, but I have to get to work," he said.
"Will you be going in like that?" I chuckled, looking down at his softening but still impressive penis resting on a well-muscled thigh, cum leaking from the tip. "Does your workplace celebrate Nude Day?"
He grinned back at me, "Unfortunately, no, though it would certainly make the job more interesting. But if you'd like to continue celebrating Nude Day with me later, I get off at ten. We could end the festivities with a big bang. If you'd like to get banged big tonight, text me," he said.
"I may take you up on that offer," I smiled flirtatiously, not wanting to sound too eager, although the way I kept staring at his dick probably made it pretty obvious I would be beckoning him over for a late-night rendezvous.
"Oh, you will text me," he assured.
"Maybe," I offered, acting coy like I had when I was four-plus decades younger.
"Yeah, maybe," he grinned crookedly.
"Well, thank you for that big load, young man," I said, not really wanting this to end and wanting him to see me as a naughty granny. "You've got me feeling more perked up than I have in a long time," I added as I made sure he could see me stuff my bra into my purse rather than putting it back on.
"Just think how perky you're going to feel when the next load goes into that long-neglected pussy," he said.
"You might break me in two with that dick," I said, giving it a squeeze.
"I'll be gentle," he said.
"No, I will want you to fuck me hard and really give it to me," I bluntly said, my coyness apparently gone as I buttoned up my blouse, my nipples showing clearly through the light summer fabric.
"Shit, text me your address and I'll stop by as soon as I am off," he said.
"And then I'll really get you off," I quipped, as I opened the door and left on that wicked last sentence.
He chuckled as I closed the door.
I watched him leave.
I looked around.
Wow... I couldn't believe I'd just done that. I pulled out my phone and texted BigBlack my address before I changed my mind.
Tonight, I was going to get fucked.
Nude Day, what a wonderful surprise. As I headed down the forest path to my home, I wished I had enough courage to at least unbutton my blouse again, but for now I would have to settle for knowing my granny bra was tucked in my purse and my old tits were flopping around free, my sensitized nipples sending lovely tingles through me as they rubbed against the silk. But I would get naked as soon as I got home and spend the rest of the day in the nude, which would certainly mean a number of sessions with some toys that hadn't come out of their drawer in far too long as I'd slumbered in my widow's depression. And I would be nude when I opened the door tonight, opened it wide, to the young dick that was either going to break my old cunny or bring it back to life, or both.
The End... unless you want to read a second stroke story where Bunny goes for a hop on a big black dick.
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Turning Contest: A Movie Theatre
Summary: A kinky threesome transpires in a dark theatre.
All characters in sexual situations are 18 years of age and older.
Thanks to hfernandez1983 for the story idea suggestion.
Thanks to OhDave1 and Shuj for proofreading.
THE TURNING CONTEST is a week-long competition between five MILF best friends over who can turn more straight teens, college girls and women.
The prize: The winner gets a weekend with the other four women's 18-year-old daughters.
Although each story definitely stands on its own, this is the twenty-sixth seduction scene. Here is a quick refresher of what has happened so far.
1. Turning Contest: A Beautiful Blonde, in which seductress VERONICA STONE seduces a teen in her clothing store.
2. Turning Contest: A Cute Maid, in which reluctant seductress (she is more a submissive) and rich wife CAROL WHITE seduces and dominates her temporary maid.
3. Turning Contest: A Delicious Model, in which seductress and casting agent PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute 19-year-old model who is auditioning for a part in the new Matt Damon movie.
4. Turning Contest: A Desperate Asian, in which black professor CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a shy Japanese student in her office.
5. Turning Contest: A Dominated Thief, in which store owner VERONICA STONE molests an 18-year-old who tried to steal from her store.
6. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bday Girl, in which married seductress JASMINE JONES molests, seduces and fucks a 21-year-old birthday girl at a club.
7. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bride 2 Be, in which JASMINE JONES continues her night at the club by seducing a friend of the birthday girl as well as a bride-to-be at her bachelorette party.
8. Turning Contest: A Edible Waitress, in which CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a cute, big breasted, 18-year-old waitress at an open-all-night diner.
9. Turning Contest: A Fashionable Cutie, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute Victoria's Secret saleswoman in a change room.
10. Turning Contest: A Fateful Birthday, in which CAROL WHITE seduces a chubby girl at the beach and doubles down on a peeping Belle.
11. Turning Contest: A Former Student, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into a former student, goes back to her place and seduces her slyly.
12. Turning Contest: A Friend in Need, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces, somewhat by accident, her good friend who just caught her husband sucking cock in her kitchen.
13. Turning Contest: A Friend of Amy's, in which VERONICA STONE gets her third turn with a surprisingly quirky nerd with the assistance of her first seduction (turn 1: A Beautiful Blonde).
14. Turning Contest: A Girl Guide's Sis, in which JASMINE JONES seduces an 18-year-old selling cookies for her younger sister and who just happens to be her own daughter's cross-town rival.
15. Turning Contest: A Hit & Lick, in which CRYSTAL WATSON is hit from behind at a red light by a teen girl and uses the opportunity to get not one, but two turns seducing the nerdish driver and her Muslim friend.
16. Turning Contest: A Kinky Cuckquean, in which VERONICA STONE catches two teens having sex in one of her dressing rooms and uses it to blackmail them into submitting sexually to her.
17. Turning Contest: A Kismet Encounter, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into her daughter's grade three teacher in line at a coffee shop and brings her home for a sweet seduction.
18. Turning Contest: A Lick for a Raise, in which VERONICA STONE turns a good employee who may be trying to blackmail her, into a pussy licking and strap-on taking pet.
19. Turning Contest: A Lick Shop, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces and turns a mother and daughter individually at a fancy dress shop.
20. Turning Contest: A Lift, in which PORTIA JAMES picks up and turns an elderly woman stranded on the side of the road.
21. Turning Contest: A Maître D, in which PORTIA JAMES continues her hot streak seducing a young southern belle at a five-star restaurant.
22. Turning Contest: A Makeover, in which CRYSTAL WATSON with her daughter's help seduces a shy nerd using vegetables as an appetizer.
23. Turning Contest: A Mommy Fantasy, in which CAROL WHITE meets up with a young stranger to role-play a wicked Mommy lesbian fantasy.
24. Turning Contest: A Mormon Visit, in which VERONICA STONE gets a visit from a pair of Mormon girls who she challenges about their faith and seduces both of them.
25. Turning Contest: A Mother-In-Law, in which JASMINE JONES gets a call from her upset mother-in-law. One thing leads to another and she fucks her 65-year-old mother-in-law and invites her daughter over to join in a family threesome.
TURNING CONTEST: A MOVIE THEATRE
Carol got a text at 8:10 from Tabitha: We have changed to an earlier showtime. We are now going to the 9:10 movie at Seven Oaks Cinemas if you want to come and give me another birthday present.
Carol responded: I expect you to be in a skirt or dress that is easily accessible to that pussy of yours and do not wear panties.
Tabitha responded, unable to get the pleasure she received out of her head earlier in the day: Already in a sundress and will find a place to discard my panties.
Carol smiled: Good girl. Is your friend going to be there too?
Tabitha replied, looking at her best friend Daphne as she drove: Yes.
Carol replied: Good, I'll see you soon.
"Yeah, it's Hope Grows Sweet," Tabitha said, a romantic comedy she had been dying to see.
.....
Carol got a text from Tabitha at 8:55: Theatre 4. Row 24, Seats 7 and 8. I also bought seat 9. Text me when you arrive and I'll bring you the ticket.
Carol had arrived at the theatre a few minutes earlier and was sitting in the parking lot. She saw she had again dropped to last place. While she was disappointed, the possibility of the sleepover multiple turns was keeping her encouraged... although she wasn't sure how she was possibly going to get a turn in a movie theatre.
Score at 8:31 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 7
Portia: 7
Veronica: 7
Jasmine: 5
Carol:4
Carol texted back: In the parking lot.
Tabitha, excited to see this woman who changed her life again, although she wasn't sure how she would possibly get a chance to get eaten and eat that pussy with her friend there or how Carol would possibly be able to seduce Daphne too, responded back: I'll be waiting in the lobby.
Carol got out of the car and walked into the lobby, definitely overdressed in her pink stockings. She also had taken off her lesbian slave collar, but it was still in her purse to put back on for the sleepover.
She saw Tabitha waiting for her. "Hey birthday girl," Carol greeted, giving her a hug.
"I'm happy you could make it," Tabitha smiled.
"I wouldn't miss it," Carol said, seeing the entrance of the theatre lobby quite empty. This was promising. "Let's get some popcorn and drinks."
"I told Daphne that was where I was going," Tabitha said.
"By the way you look so cute," Carol said.
"I dressed for you."
"And I dressed for you," Carol countered, as they got to the line that had one family in front of them. "Although perhaps I overdressed."
"I underdressed," Tabitha said, feeling so naughty not wearing panties.
"In that case, I underdressed too."
"So do you have a plan?"
"Are there many people in the theatre?"
"There were only two other tickets sold when we bought ours," Tabitha said, in a whisper so the family in front of them wouldn't hear, "and they are way up in row six. I picked the very last row hoping we would have some privacy."
"Good choice," Carol approved and was impressed by this young girl's initiative. "You must really be looking forward to having that sweet pussy munched again."
"Yes," Tabitha replied, her cheeks going red at those words as the woman didn't whisper like she had.
"Does she know you bought three tickets?"
"She does!" Tabitha nodded. "She was quite confused, especially when all I said was that I'd met you today."
"So I'm assuming she doesn't know about our special relationship or how old I am."
"No way."
The family before them walked away, seemingly oblivious to their conversation and Carol ordered a large popcorn, a box of Junior Mints and three drinks. She paid as well, even after Tabitha protested, and they headed to the theatre.
"So what is the plan?" Tabitha asked, both excited and nervous.
"I honestly don't know," Carol admitted, "but it will come to me."
"And I'll come for you," Tabitha wickedly said, her one sexual encounter making her freer with saying such things.
"Oooooh, you'll be coming all right," Carol assured, figuring if the turn of her friend failed or didn't even get off the runway, she would take this eager girl to the bathroom and munch her there. Because of the triple turn potential of the sleepover later tonight, she was suddenly less determined to get this seemingly much more difficult one. That said, if she could find a way, she was going to take it.
In the movie theatre, Daphne looked at the two of them perplexed as the friend Tabitha had brought was more than twice their age. What the fuck? She hid those thoughts although her facial expression wasn't able to play as nice.
"Daphne this is Carol, Carol this is my best friend Daphne," Tabitha introduced.
"Hi," Daphne said, trying to be nice.
Carol could see the confusion in the teen's eyes and said, extending her hand, "It's a pleasure to meet you."
"You too," Daphne said, finding the older woman's word choice odd and the fact she was in a dress and pink pantyhose even weirder. Who dresses like that for a movie?
Carol, seeing Daphne looking at her outfit, explained, "Yes, I'm overdressed for a movie, but I came directly from dinner," which was kind of true if pussy counted as dinner.
"Tabitha made us dress up too," Daphne said, not thrilled to be wearing a sundress instead of her usual shorts and t-shirts, but Tabitha insisted.
"Well, both of you look absolutely adorable and sexy," Carol complimented, as she took her first major risk by adding the word sexy and her second when she sat down in between the two best friends.
Daphne looked again at the woman and then the still-standing Tabitha perplexed before Tabitha just shrugged and sat on the left side of Carol.
"So how long have you two known each other?" Carol asked as she handed Daphne the root beer.
"Since we were in grade one," Tabitha answered.
"That's a long time," Carol said.
"Yeah, we have always been inseparable ever since," Daphne said, hinting at her annoyance at this older woman sitting in the middle.
Carol caught on but ignored it, "Oh, so where were you when I met this beautiful birthday girl at the beach?"
"Working," Daphne said, unable to get the day off.
"Too bad, you missed a lovely time," Carol said, as she patted Tabitha's leg. "Isn't that right, birthday girl?"
"Yes, it was a great time."
"What did you do?" Daphne asked since she had not heard about any of this until now. Tabitha had failed to mention this woman at all except to say there was a third person joining them and she sure didn't give any hints it was a woman in her forties.
"Um, well, we, uh...." Tabitha was not a good liar.
"Let's just say we got to know each other better," Carol said, giving both girl's legs a squeeze, just as the lights started to dim, "much, much better."
Daphne was confused by the answer and Tabitha's flushed cheeks went instantly red. The woman's hand briefly on her leg also added to the confusion. But her last words, her tone shifting had the strangest thought pop into her head. Did they have a lesbian experience?
"Popcorn?" Carol asked, seeing the confusion and perhaps the beginning of revelation in the girl's eyes.
"No thanks," Daphne said, as she took a sip of her root beer and tried to figure out what the heck was going on.
Carol sighed as two more people entered the theatre, but they too went way up near the front and other than the risk of people walking in or the four way in front going to the washroom or going to get more snacks they had a pretty private area. Perhaps, the goddess of turns was encouraging her to take the risk.
During the trailers, Carol didn't do anything other than eat some popcorn and ponder ways to make this turn possible. Nothing really came to mind. She had at least planted a seed in the cute teen's mind, but that was all she could do.
Daphne, like Tabitha, was big-framed and large-breasted; a few minutes into the movie, Carol moved one hand on Tabitha's leg.
Tabitha felt an immediate chill go through her body. While she had really wanted to see this movie, she was having a hard time paying attention as the anticipation of what may occur kept her unfocused.
Slowly over the next few minutes, Carol continued slowly moving her hand under the dress and eventually reached the wet pussy of the eager teen. Tabitha let out a slight moan although not enough to alert Daphne.
A wicked idea popped into her head, Carol moved her hand away, took a couple kernels of popcorn and moved them under her dress and to her pussy. She wasn't sure if it was obvious or not, but she moved the two kernels up and down between her pussy lips, letting them get wet with her sweetness.
She then pulled them out and handed one to Tabitha. Tabitha opened her mouth and took the piece of popcorn unaware of its added flavour. Her eyes went wide at the reality that she was suddenly eating a piece of pussy popcorn. Which, in turn, instantly made her pussy tingle.
"Want another piece?" Carol asked, feeling so naughty doing something so naughty.
"Yes, please," Tabitha said, opening her mouth as the older woman popped the piece of popcorn in her mouth.
Daphne looked over and shook her head.
Carol grabbed some more popcorn and replicated the flavour addition, this time Daphne noticed. "What are you doing?"
"Adding flavour to the popcorn," Carol answered, moving her hand back out. "Want to try?"
"God, no," Daphne said, disgusted.
"I'll take it," Tabitha said, reaching over taking the few pieces and popping them into her mouth.
"Tabitha! Those were just down there," Daphne pointed to the woman's vagina.
"I know, it's delicious," Tabitha said, answering with food in her mouth.
"What is going on here? How do you two even know each other?" Daphne asked.
"Well," Carol said, as she snapped her fingers, looked at Tabitha, and pointed to the teen's pussy, "actually we just met today at the beach."
"Here?" Tabitha asked, looking around and yet so badly craving this woman between her legs eating her pussy again she was willing to do almost anything in the almost empty theatre in front of her best friend.
"Yeah, my dear, right here and now," Carol said, as she handed Daphne the bag of popcorn and moved to her knees on the hopefully clean floor.
"Tabitha, w-w-what is going on?" Daphne stammered as she witnessed this well-dressed woman move between her best friend's legs.
"I have my own lesbian pet," Tabitha said, as she parted her legs as wide as she could in the slightly restrictive chair.
"You're not really going to let her..." Daphne began as the older woman moved her head to her best friend's vagina. "Oh, you are."
"I can't help it, Daphne," Tabitha moaned ever so softly, "the feeling is absolutely amazing."
"Since when are you a lesbian?" Daphne questioned.
"Move to this seat, you are talking too loud," Tabitha said.
"I'm talking too loud?" Daphne asked, even as she did move to the seat beside her best friend. "You think that's the problem here?"
"Oh, that's it," Tabitha moaned, this woman able to create pleasure inside her that she never knew existed before today.
"You are going to get caught," Daphne warned, trying to bring some reason to her best friend committing such an act in public. She looked down and watched in the semi-dark theatre, the surreal reality of an older woman licking her best friend's vagina.
"I don't care," Tabitha replied, "this is the most amazing feeling I have ever experienced."
"So you are a lesbian?" Daphne asked again.



"I don't know," Tabitha answered, "but I definitely like being eaten by another woman and...."
"And what?"
"And eating a pussy," Tabitha finished, looking right into her best friend's eyes. The thought of perhaps having a best friend who could get each other off suddenly was a very appealing thought.
"Did you eat her vagina?" Daphne asked. She again looked down at the woman between Tabitha's legs. She was confused by the fact that she found the view oddly erotic. While she had never had sex of any kind, and she definitely found boys cute, she had also admired many of the pretty girls in her school. This had always confused her, but as she watched this surreal act right before her eyes she couldn't help but have some strange inner feelings.
"Yes and it was delicious," Tabitha answered.
"All pussy is delicious," Carol chirped in between licks. When she knelt down she wasn't sure if she had a remote chance of a turn, but Tabitha was playing this perfectly and perhaps had her own inner seductress inside her. While she couldn't see Daphne's facial expression, her tone that started somewhat angry had shifted to seemingly curious and confused. Those two feelings were the perfect blend for a turn.
"From my limited experience that is true," Tabitha said.
"How many girls have you been with?"
"Just one and a half I guess," Tabitha answered, her orgasm rising from the amazing tongue action.
"One and a half?" Daphne asked. "How were you with half a girl?"
"I wasn't with-with her," Tabitha explained, "we just both worked over Carol's pussy and ass together."
"Ass?"
"Well, the other girl did that," Tabitha said. "I just ate her delicious pussy."
"You can't be serious?"
"Don't knock it until you try it," Tabitha said, letting out a long controlled moan.
Daphne tried to process this surprising side of Tabitha. As she did, she again watched the lesbian act before her. She couldn't help but feel her body get excited watching. It was so taboo and wrong and yet quite hot.
"Come for me, sexy," Carol instructed, as she slid two fingers inside the quietly moaning teen and prepared to make her come.
"Oh yes, finger fuck me, fuck my pussy, eat my cunt," Tabitha wickedly said, close to coming but also trying to put on a show for her best friend.
"Tabitha!" Daphne gasped, as she went back and forth from watching the woman eat her best friend to looking at her best friend's lustful desperate facial expressions. She was also shocked by her friend's naughty language which weirdly added to the tingling sensation inside her.
"I can't control myself, I'm about to come," Tabitha moaned, the fingers fucking her and the tongue flicking her clit driving her absolutely nuts. Taking a risk in the moment of complete rapture, she leaned to her side and kissed her best friend.
Daphne's eyes went wide at the sudden kiss. She didn't even have time to respond back one way or another as Tabitha backed away and leaned back onto the chair, her eyes remained locked on hers as she came.
"Oooooooooh," Tabitha moaned, biting her lip to not scream... both her oral orgasms in public-ish places where she couldn't let out the primal scream she was feeling.
Daphne watched her best friend come. It was fascinatingly erotic. Tabitha looked so peaceful, yet so vulnerable and somehow also sexy.
Tabitha felt the orgasm wash over her and enjoyed the ultimate pleasure for a second time today. She also kept looking at her best friend wanting to find a way to do this with her.
Carol lapped up the excessive sweet juices of the birthday teen wondering how Daphne was reacting. The fact she was still there was a good sign.
"Someone just stood up in front," Daphne warned, instantly bringing her back to reality. "Someone just stood up and is coming this way."
Carol took one more lick and quickly got up and moved to the other side of Daphne, knocking over the popcorn bag that had apparently been put on the floor at some point.
A teenage girl walked by oblivious to the naughty act that had just transpired rows behind her.
Carol, seeing Daphne's look of confusion in her eyes, smiled, "I can do you too!"
"Let her," Tabitha said, "she will change your life."
"I couldn't," Daphne said, looking at Tabitha who leaned in and kissed her again.
Carol watched, unaware of the first brief kiss. Daphne couldn't believe her best friend was kissing her. The lips were so soft. Her body was burning which had her confused. Before she knew it, she was kissing her back.
Tabitha felt a gush of wetness come out of her as Daphne kissed her back.
Carol wanted to just drop to her knees and make this turn a reality but had to wait until the person returned to the theatre.
The two girls kissed for a couple of minutes, tender, yet passionate. Tabitha was already thinking of all the things they could do to each other back at her house tonight, while Daphne was processing the reality she was making out with her best friend.
A little light came from behind them and Carol warned, "She's back."
The girls hastily moved back from each other as the girl walked past and returned to her seat way up front.
"Now you two make out and I'm going to give Daphne some special attention," Carol said, kicking aside some popcorn kernels she didn't want to kneel on before moving back to the floor.
"I don't know," Daphne said hesitantly.
"Just let go and kiss me," Tabitha said, as she resumed kissing her best friend to distract her and hopefully help her discover the joys of oral sex.
Daphne felt her legs being parted and when hands reached for her panties she willingly lifted her hips up and allowed them to be pulled down and off.
Carol smiled as she was about to get an epic turn as she leaned forward and licked the hairy teen pussy which was subtly wet.
"Oooooooh," Daphne moaned into her best friend's mouth the moment contact was made on her pussy.
"Isn't it amazing," Tabitha whispered, as she moved her lips to her friend's neck.
"Feels good," Daphne mindlessly said, the hot breath and lips on her sensitive neck mixed with the tongue probing her pussy instantly creating intense multiple pleasures.
"Yeah, you're so hot, Daphne," Tabitha purred, splattering kisses all over her friend's neck.
"I am?" Daphne asked, not a description she was used to hearing said to her.
"Yes, Daphne, you're so fucking hot," the best friend stressed, as she cupped one of Daphne's big tits under the dress.
"Is this why you insisted I wear a dress today?" Daphne asked with a moan as she was suddenly being felt up by her best friend and a clear realization hit her.
"Yes, I hope you don't mind," Tabitha said, kissing her friend's neck and cupping her tit... enjoying being the seductress.
"I can't believe it," Daphne moaned, as all her pleasure points being stimulated at once had her orgasm rising quickly. Sure, she had masturbated and had orgasms, but this was a whole other level of euphoria which was rising rapidly inside her.
"You taste delicious, Daphne," Carol said, between licks as she worked the pussy over good and tried to escalate the orgasm as time was of the essence in the rather public setting.
"I knew your pussy would taste delicious," Tabitha purred, feeling a wicked sense of play in the heat of the moment.
"Oh, Tabitha," Daphne moaned, her friend's words and the woman's tongue making her a complete mess as her orgasm rose quickly.
"Come all over her face, Daphne," Tabitha encouraged, continuing to cup her friend's tit and now tugging on her ear.
"Oh, Tabitha," Daphne repeated in a growing rapture.
Carol listened intently and knowing the girl was close attacked her clit aggressively.
"Oooooh myyyyyy," Daphne moaned a little loudly and covered her mouth just before she was about to erupt.
"Come, my sexy bestie, come right fucking now," Tabitha demanded, with just a touch of an authoritarian tone.
"Oooooooooooh," Daphne moaned into her mouth as her orgasm cascaded through her with a massive wave of intense pleasure feeling her juices squirt out of her unlike any orgasm she had experienced by her own fingers (and handle of brush once).
Carol caught as much of the excessive cum that squirted out of her... more than she had ever experienced from one pussy.
"Good girl," Tabitha purred, tugging on her friend's ear. "You look so hot coming."
"Oh God," Daphne responded in a daze as the euphoria continued to wave through her over and over and over.
About a minute later, Daphne, overwhelmed with the aftermath of the pleasure, gently pushed the woman away and said, standing up, "I got to pee."
As she scurried away, Carol got off her knees and said, "We should take this to the washroom."
"We're not done?"
"Have I come yet?" Carol asked and realized her answer almost rhymed.
"I guess not," Tabitha said, as she followed Carol out of the room and towards the bathroom which was only a thirty-second walk from the theatre they had just left.
"I'm going to the last stall," Carol whispered, seeing the third one closed and assumed that was where Daphne was urinating.
"Okay."
"Bring her as soon as she leaves the stall," Carol ordered.
"Okay," Tabitha repeated.
"Ready to eat your best friend's pussy?"
"God, yes," Tabitha answered, the idea exciting her so much. The idea that she and Daphne could please each other any time now was the ultimate birthday present.
Carol went to the last stall and waited hearing the toilet flush just seconds later.
When Daphne exited the stall she was startled to see Tabitha standing there. As her best friend took her hand, she asked, "What are you doing?"
Tabitha didn't answer but led her into the final stall, a larger one for wheelchair access.
"Sit on the toilet, Daphne," Carol instructed.
"What? Why?" Daphne questioned, looking at the woman.
"Time for you to repay the favour," Carol said.
Having a little bit of time to calm down, Daphne's head had been spinning with the possible consequences of her moment of weakness.
"Time for me to eat you," Tabitha added.
"You want to eat me?" Daphne asked.
"Tabitha's birthday present from her Fairy Godmother is to have you two able to pleasure each other anytime and anyplace," Carol said, somewhat feeling like she was in a kinky version of Cinderella.
"Really?"
"Sit down and spread your legs, Daphne," Tabitha ordered.
Daphne obeyed, processing the idea that this could be a regular thing between them. Did she want that? She sure didn't want anything to come between them as best friends. "I'm not sure about this."
"I eat all my best friends," Carol said, sensing what was perhaps holding this young girl who desperately wanted to feel more of the pleasure she just experienced.
"You do?"
"All the time," Carol said, as Tabitha dropped to her knees and spread her friend's legs.
"And I want to do this to you all the time," Tabitha said, as she moved her head between her best friend's legs and immediately began licking before Daphne could protest.
"Oooooh my," Daphne moaned as her best friend was suddenly licking her pussy.
"And now you need to discover the taste of pussy," Carol said, moving beside the toilet, pulling her dress up and offering her perfect pink peach to this frazzled teen.
"Fuck it," Daphne shrugged without even a thought of protest. She leaned forward and began licking.
"Good girl," Carol moaned.
Tabitha looked up from between her friend's legs and smiled. She said, "You look so hot eating pussy, Daphne."
"Shut up and eat mine," Daphne ordered, partly because she was embarrassed by the compliment and she wanted her friend's tongue licking her. Also, she couldn't help but feel a major rush at the fact she was eating a pussy, it was so surreal, exciting and tasty.
"Yes, you two sexy girls, eat pussy like you were born to do," Carol encouraged, as she reached for her phone that was in her purse which was conveniently over her shoulder. She didn't want to put the 700-dollar bag on the bathroom floor (although ironically she would allow her knees to touch said floor).
As both girls licked, she checked the scoreboard and was happy it had been over an hour and no change to the scoreboard. While she would still be in last after this turn, she would only be two behind the three tied for first and she had a really great opportunity to earn three more turns at the sleepover later tonight.
Score at 9:47 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 7
Portia: 7
Veronica: 7
Carol: 5
Jasmine: 5
Once the score was updated, her phone still on silent, she secretly took a few photos of the wicked threesome she was not only a part of but had expertly created. This turn had given her confidence that she could compete with the other four ladies.
A couple of minutes later, with her phone back in her purse, and Daphne making up for her lack of experience with eager exuberance, Carol was about to come. She gently guided the teen's head and pressed it against her wetness which the young girl properly understood was to go faster.
Daphne, her face suddenly pressed against this woman's pussy and hearing her increased moans, slid one finger inside the woman.
"Oh yes, finger fuck me," Carol moaned.
Tabitha thought that was a great idea and slid two fingers inside her best friend's very wet pussy.
"Oooooh," Daphne moaned, as the instant addition of fingers inside her accelerated the speed of a second orgasm rising through her.
"Don't stop," Carol moaned, placing one hand on the wall for balance just before she erupted. "I'm coming."
Daphne was surprised by how much cum could come out of a woman as her face was drenched with it. She licked as best she could while her own second orgasm was imminent.
Tabitha hearing Carol come doubled down her efforts to get her best friend off and she furiously finger banged her and attacked her clit.
It didn't take more than forty seconds before Daphne's screams of euphoria were muffled by Carol's cunt as her second orgasm flooded out of her.
Tabitha got as much of the gushing cum as the thrill of getting her best friend off enhanced her desire for another orgasm.
Once her orgasm was done, Carol smiled and said, as she backed away, "I'll let you two have as much fun as you want here. I'm going to go and finish watching the movie."
"Okay," Daphne said in a bewildered aftermath of giving and receiving... her orgasm, still leaking out of her and into her best friend's mouth.
Carol headed out and returned to the theatre happy with her latest turn.
A few minutes later, the two girls returned, sat side by side and were holding hands.
This made Carol smile. If these two found their secret truths from her turns even better.
All three watched the rest of the movie in silence... Carol didn't have any place to be until likely midnight.
THE END
UP NEXT: Turning Contest: A Muslim where Jasmine invites a pretty woman of wealth back to her hotel room and uses some trickery to draw her in.
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KPOP Pet: A Fall From Grace
Summary: Korean pop star is blackmailed into unsavoury situations.
Note 1: All characters are at least 18 years old.
Note 2: Thanks to Small_Island for editing this story.
KPOP PET: A Fall From Grace
Thirty minutes until show time.
Mi Cha could hear the plethora of screaming, adoring fans even over the distance from her dressing room to the stage. Her band, Jjang, had been selling out shows all year and the pressure to perform had always stressed her out. Once on stage she came to life and all her anxiety dissipated as soon as she sang that first note... but half an hour before the show she was a bundle of nerves... even after all the performances.
As such, Mi Cha had found the only way to calm her anxiety. A secret that she had kept from her other band members.
First, Mi Cha made it clear to everyone that she wanted to know when there were thirty minutes until they were to go on stage.
Second, Mi Cha made it even clearer to everyone that she did not want to be disturbed again until five minutes before showtime... not one second sooner.
Third, she put on her noise cancelling headphones to keep her focused during those private twenty-five minutes.
Fourth, Mi Cha would have her show outfit on already; her newest style was wearing black hosiery that showcased her amazing legs in a very revealing dress... already a fashion trend among her fans. During her private prep time, however, she was minus the pantyhose and heels. She did have her panties on, as she liked to tease herself at first by rubbing over her sexy underwear.
Fifth, Mi Cha would have her phone ready and a porno scene in the exact spot where a girl was on her knees with a big, fat dick right in front of her eyes. While she was perceived as a sweet, naive and innocent girl... which she generally was... Mi Cha had a perverse, secret side to her. She loved porn. She loved big dicks. Yet, since she was in the spotlight pretty much twenty-four-seven, getting any real dick was almost impossible. As such, she relied on porn and her fingers.
As soon as Mi Cha pressed play, those thousands of screaming, adoring fans waiting for her and her bandmates faded away and she became transfixed on the scene on her phone.
Mi Cha had resisted any temptation to touch her throbbing, wet pussy all day during the press tour, even though she had seen a couple of real cute men that had her wishing she was not a celebrity and could just fuck anyone.
Now it was time to deal with the burning inferno inside her. There was just no way she could go on stage until she had come. The one time in the past six months she didn't have an orgasm before going on stage she screwed up three times.
While she really enjoyed the set up of a good sex scene, not having time now for an hour-long masturbation session, which she often had back in her hotel room, she pressed play as the pretty girl already knelt before a nice, juicy cock.
Mi Cha's fingers went to her panty-covered, already wet pussy and began to ever so slowly trace her pussy lips over the satin underwear... as her mouth watered watching that petite Asian girl, a girl just like her, take the hard cock in her mouth.
While her reputation was one of a sweet, innocent girl-next-door - Korean style, she was a natural submissive and absolutely loved sucking cock. Her last boyfriend, she broke up with him just before the tour, had a nice one and she loved being on her knees deep-throating the five-inch dick. Loved when he grabbed her head and face fucked her mouth... his balls bouncing off her chin like a human drumbeat. She loved when he shot his warm cream down her throat and she loved when he pulled out and coated her face with his always big load. She loved when he called her names... but only in the heat of the moment... his poor treatment of her outside the submissive sexual encounters had been too much for her. Leading to the breakup.
"Oh yeah, suck that cock," Mi Cha moaned, watching the young woman bob hypnotically up and down on the head, while using her hand to slowly stroke the rigid staff, fully worshipping the dick. Fuck, she needed a cock. It had been way too long since she'd had a hard dick in her mouth. A long time since she'd felt a creamy load shoot down her throat or all over her face.
The young star traced her pussy lips over the panties more firmly and then slapped her clit just once, making her entire young, tight body twitch with intensity. "Ooooooh," she moaned, as she continued to watch the sloppy blow job... the porn star moaning as she sucked the dick... just the way Mi Cha got turned on when she worshipped a dick.
"Suck it, slut," the male ordered, making Mi Cha's pussy burn as the word 'slut' for reasons she still didn't understand drove her wild. When she wasn't sucking a dick or getting fucked, she hated name calling... but when in the heat of the moment, the nastier the name-calling the more her body burned.
"Mmmmmm," the girl moaned, as she bobbed faster.
"Yeah, suck it slut," Mi Cha agreed, as she slid her fingers under her panties and parted her pussy lips with two fingers, but resisted the temptation to slide them into her wanton pussy.
"Beg, slut," the guy ordered a minute later, as Mi Cha continued teasing her hole.
"Please, baby," the hungry cock sucker begged lustfully, as she continued stroking the hard cock as she looked up at him, "let me suck your big cock, baby, I want it so bad."
"Show me, cum dump," the guy wickedly said, as he slid his cock back in her mouth.
Mi Cha moaned and plunged her fingers deep inside her pussy and pulled them back out, just like she did every time at the words 'cum dump'... a nasty two-word description that no man had ever said to her, but she found such a wicked turn-on.
The manager of the band, Beom Seok, knocked on the door to inform Mi Cha that the show would be starting half an hour late due to some sound issues. He knew she had a routine and did not like to be disturbed during the last half hour before the show, but the delay was going to reset her routine clock anyway. After a minute of constant knocking, he requested that a worker of the arena unlock the door.
Mi Cha was oblivious to the knocking, as she focused on the dick face-fucking the girl who was making moaning sounds and rubbing her pussy, seemingly turned on by being used... just like she was. "Fuck her, fuck that slut," Mi Cha moaned, knowing the scene was about to become nastier.
The noise-cancelling headphones doing their job of keeping her immersed in her private, dirty world, Mi Cha was unaware that her door was being unlocked as she focused on the girl now being bent over the bed and the man sliding his dick in her and starting to pound her hard. This led to Mi Cha moving her fingers over her clit to tease herself as her pussy screamed for an increased pace as her moans got slightly louder.
"Mi Cha," Beom Seok called out as he half-entered the room while making sure the arena worker didn't get a chance to see his young star in an unguarded moment.
Mi Cha was deep in her desperate desires, in a chair with her legs spread open and her half-open eyes continuing to take in the hard back shots and ecstatic moans coming from the girl in the video. "Oh yeah, take that cock," she moaned, as she began to slowly rub her pussy.
The manager gasped as he heard the sweet-as-pie Mi Cha say such nasty words. He immediately spun in the half-open doorway, took the key from the keyhole and closed the door in the worker's face with a quiet, "Thank you, I'll return it soon." He turned the latch on the inside of the door to relock it and then turned to see Mi Cha. He could only see the back of her head as she was sat on a chair facing the opposite direction.
"Fuck her, fuck that cheap slut," Mi Cha moaned, wishing she had a big cock to pound her with that intensity as she yanked her panties down and off and tossed them over her head to just a couple of feet from her manager.
Beom Seok was shocked and yet automatically moved closer to see what the pretty young girl was doing; sure, he may be in his fifties, but he still had desires. Especially for Mi Cha, who had been turning him on since the band first hired him when the girls graduated school at 18 and decided to get serious about their careers. Now, after years of spending hours almost every day around five beautiful, scantily clad young women plus thousands of their screaming fans, his lust was always elevated. The manager reached down and snatched up the panties. Their obvious wetness made the old pervert automatically bring them to his nose where their exotic scent enveloped him. After a deep inhale, he put them in his pocket, then pulled out his phone and began filming the shocking scene for his own future viewing pleasure.
"Mmmmmmm, fuck I want that cock," Mi Cha whispered, her pussy burning, her mouth watering as the fires inside her grew rapidly.
The manager, the man who watched over and took care of her professional affairs, moved close enough from behind to see she was watching porn on her phone. A girl built a lot like Mi Cha was being fucked from behind. As the old lech shifted his lewd admiration of the porn star's body to that of his young client's, he realized her left hand was busy between her legs.
"Yes, pound that pussy, give her all that cock," Mi Cha moaned, as she slid her delicate fingers inside her wanton hole.
Beom could hardly control his heavy breathing at the amazing spectacle playing out in front of him. There hadn't been a single day gone by that he hadn't fantasised about Mi Cha in one perverted way or another. At first it had been relatively tame, like thinking about flashing his cock and she eagerly grabbing it, but over the years it had grown until now he imagined her being completely submissive to his every twisted desire.
And now, completely intoxicated by the scent of her pussy, he felt his fantasies were coming true. Then it hit him. This was not a memory of her discarded panties tickling his nose. The girl was so excited and wet that he was smelling her young, fresh pussy directly. He slid his hand into his pocket and found the wet spot in the soiled panties with his finger... soon they would be wet with his cum, he thought.
"Oh yeah, give me that cock, fuck my slutty box," Mi Cha moaned loudly, as she pumped her fingers in and out of her needy pussy still unaware of the dirty old man right behind her filming her self-pleasure and filthy tongue.
For Beom Seok this had been a long time coming, each and every day that he had to spend as her manager was fuel for the fire of his burning lust and his plethora of fantasies that involved him fucking those beautiful lips, sucking those perky young tits, and fucking that ripe pussy. His dick hardened as he captured on his phone the sensual situation playing out right before him.
"Harder, fuck her harder," Mi Cha said, as she listened to the girl's growing moans and begging almost the same thing.
"Take it, slut," the guy said, as he hammered her hole.
"Oh yeah, take it, slut," Mi Cha agreed, as she sped up her finger fucking, just as the guy pulled out and roughly shoved the slut to the ground and resumed face fucking her. God that was hot. A man just taking what he wanted. Using a woman for his personal pleasure. She had only tasted herself on a dick twice and liked it both times. She had to admit she had a sweet tasting pussy.
Each movement the manager watched was burned into his brain for the rest of his life; something out of his long-held, desperate fantasy was finally happening right in front of him... and captured not only in his mind, but on video for future stroke sessions. His cock was pulsing in his pants, and for a few moments, he weighed the option of simply reaching over from behind and grabbing those breasts hidden under her costume and claiming her body for himself... but another plan suddenly popped into his mind. A brief moment of clarity in his perverted psyche allowed him to concoct a vile plan to capture his princess and make her his submissive fuck toy.
As if to applaud his despicable plan for her, the next words out of Mi Cha's mouth were, "Oh yeah, I'll do anything to be your sex puppet." Of course, she was responding to something the porn cock had said, desperately wanting to be used like that as the man roughly face-fucked the girl's mouth.
Biding his time and resisting the temptation to try and make her his fuck toy right then, the manager simply continued watching and recording Mi Cha as her moans increased and she continued really fingering herself. He did wish he could get a front view of her masturbation, alas that would out him and he was not ready for that.
The stud in the video pulled out, pulled his partner up, lifted her up and dropped her on his dick making her scream in rapture. "Fuck, I need a man who can treat me like that," Mi Cha said out loud with a long moan as she picked up the pace on her fevered twat.
Beom was making sure to film the video as well, as he wanted to check it out more closely later to see what Mi Cha was really into... he just wished he could hear it now. Watching her watching fed his voyeuristic desires beyond anything he'd ever experienced, including perving out on her during photoshoots... even the times he'd paid the photographer to snap shots too risqué for her portfolio and send them to him.
"Oh, fuck yes, take me, use me like a cheap whore," Mi Cha moaned, so desperate to have a big dick in her pussy.
The manager wanted to rub his dick but also wanted to keep steady on the video as he listened to her increasingly desperate moans.
"Oh fuck, fuck me, dump that load in my pussy, or shoot it all over my pretty face," Mi Cha wickedly said, as she was about to burst.
Beom was completely transfixed on what he was listening to, wishing desperately he could see her facial expressions and her young pussy, but that would have to wait as she was about to come.
"Oh fuck, make me your cum dump, use me, fuck me, fuck me, fuuuuuuuck," Mi Cha moaned, followed by a sexy squeal as she threw her head back, making the manager duck... although he wasn't really in her peripheral.
The manager felt as if he could have cum in that singular moment if he touched his dick at all; his balls aching and his cock throbbing in his pants, but he held back and quietly backed out of the room, relocking the door with the key he'd taken from the arena worker as silently as he could. A great plan was formulating in his head and it would end with Mi Cha becoming his sexy fuck toy.
As he slithered out of the room, Mi Cha sat there and enjoyed the afterglow of her intense orgasm, oblivious to the fact she had been not only witnessed but recorded.
A couple of minutes later, Mi Cha stood up and stretched. As she felt a little wetness leak out of her, she looked around for her pink panties but couldn't find them. Perplexed, she continued to look, then realized she had only a couple of minutes before showtime. She went to her bag where she always had an extra pair in case she leaked too much after an orgasm or if she got her period unexpectedly (which had happened twice the past year). Just as she finished putting her panties and pantyhose on, there was a knock on the door.
After sliding her feet into her heels, she went over and opened the door.
The manager walked in and said, "We have been knocking for a few minutes, but you didn't answer."
"Oh, sorry," Mi Cha said with a warm smile. She knew that smile usually got her what she wanted, especially since she knew her older manager drooled over her. "I was getting in the zone," she explained and pointed to the headphones now lying on a table.
"Aaaah," he nodded, "I figured it was something like that. Well, I just needed to inform you that the show will be delayed around thirty minutes."
"Why?" Mi Cha asked, instantly annoyed. She hated having her routine changed at all.
"Tech issue," he answered, admiring her legs now in pantyhose.
She sighed.
"We will let you know as soon as we do," he said.
"Okay, thanks," she nodded, as he left.
Forty-five minutes later, as the band was a few songs into their set, the manager returned to the scene of the crime and watched the video as he pulled out her soiled panties.
He moved them to his nose and inhaled the sweet, sweet scent. A damp spot on the crotch had extra wetness that he moved to his mouth and sucked out the delicious feminine taste.
"Fuck," he said, "so good."
As Beom watched the video, his cock ached. Yet, he resisted the urge to pull his dick out as he relived her debasing herself so nastily. From his dealings with international sponsors and promoters, he knew that Korean beauties like the members of Jjang had a reputation for being as sweet and innocent as their cute demeanours portrayed. But from his many years in show business, he also knew there was often something kinky behind those porcelain princesses' lovely smiles and he'd always wondered if that was true for Mi Cha. But even in his wildest dreams he couldn't have imagined hearing the filthy words that the sexy girl now captured forever on his phone was uttering from her perfect lips.
He was breathing a little heavily as he continued inhaling her nectar and watching her pleasure herself. When the phone suddenly buzzed in his sweaty palm, he nearly dropped it. He paused the video to see a message he was needed backstage. He sighed, then closed out of the video, saying, "This little slut is going to get exactly what she was begging for."
Alas, that would have to wait for another day.
.....
It was actually just two days later, the day after the concert a travel day, with the first show in the new city being tomorrow. That meant tonight was one of the rare free nights on the band's tour and Beom saw it as the right opportunity to put his blackmail plan into action. The day had been filled with promotional events and the manager left the girls early at the last one, a photo shoot, to set things up. Before he left, he told Mi Cha that he needed to talk to her when she got to the hotel.
Mi Cha was tired. The travel day had been a long drive and today, the press conference, the two radio interviews and a photo shoot was a lot for what was considered their 'day off'. She was looking forward to going to her room, having a nice bath and a lengthy orgasm. The one DJ was fucking hot and she had been horny ever since. She got out of the limo planning to ignore Manager's request to meet as she was not in the mood, but she got a text as she walked to the elevator: I'm waiting in my hotel room, don't be long. I have another meeting.
She sighed. Well, at least it wouldn't be long. He could really ramble sometimes.
The manager adjusted his already hard dick. He had been playing this upcoming moment over and over and over again ever since he'd caught her in that compromising position. As he waited, he felt his heart race with excitement. In a few moments, Mi Cha would walk through that door a spoiled princess and walk out just another slut broken to his will.
Mi Cha in a short dress and black pantyhose and five-inch heels knocked on the manager's door.
"Come in," he called out, adjusting his dick just before she walked in.
Mi Cha walked in feeling a little awkward as her pussy was tingling for attention.
"Come on in and take a seat," he ordered.
"Okay," she said, sitting on the cushioned chair and crossing her long, silkily clad legs. "Can we make this quick? I am tired and need to get out of this outfit."
Beom Cheok ignored her petty complaint. "We've got something pretty special to discuss," he said.
His excited tone made Mi Cha perk up and put on her best business face. These meetings were usually about opportunities to expand her brand and she wondered what special deal had come up.



For the first few minutes, the manager did discuss business things, but the usual mundane things, nothing special. Then, when he judged Mi Cha was about to lose patience, when he himself could hardly hold back any longer, Beom asked, "Did you lose something the other day?"
The odd question threw Mi Cha a moment and she noticed the manager's tone was also a bit odd, very different than his usual diffident self. "No, I don't think so," she said.
"You sure?" he asked, enjoying the slightly confused look on her face.
"What are you talking about?" she asked, his tone implying she had lost something, but she had no clue what he was talking about and being tired and horny as she was, had very little patience.
The manager, horny as fuck himself and dying to see those pretty lips wrapped around his fat cock, couldn't wait any longer to reveal the first part of his plan. Pulling her panties from a couple of days ago out of his pocket, he asked coyly, "Aren't these yours?"
"Why do you have my..." she began and stopped as she realized those were the panties she couldn't find two days ago. How could he possibly have them?
"They don't smell as strong as they did a couple of days ago," he said, as he moved them to his nose and inhaled.
Mi Cha's mouth opened in shock, then when she went to speak, her voice caught in her throat, leaving her unable to respond as she processed the bizarre reality in front of her. She was struggling hard to understand how the panties she had masturbated in the other day had ended up in his big, chubby hands.
With an evil smirk on his face, the manager continued with his plan. "Are you wondering how I have these sexy panties of yours?"
"Give them back to me," Mi Cha demanded, finally able to find her voice as she looked at the old man with a creepy grin on his face.
He tossed them to her and said, "I don't want these anyways, I'd rather have a fresh pair."
"What is wrong with you?" she asked, catching her panties.
"Nothing at all," he said, "but now that I know behind your sweet, innocent persona is a nasty slut who craves cock and being used, I figure I can help you with that."
Mi Cha's face went white, stunned by the words out of her perverted manager's mouth. She could feel her heart racing as she processed what he'd just said.
"Yeah, you love being a dirty little slut, don't you?" he continued, loving seeing her face go pale.
"I don't know what you are talking about," she said, standing up, "but I am going to have you fired."
"Sit the fuck down, my future cum dump," he said, purposely using the nastiest thing that she'd uttered during her masturbation session the other day.
"W-w-what did you say?" Mi Cha stammered. Upon hearing the words that always made her pussy gush, even during this disgusting situation, in front of this disgusting man, who was saying disgusting things, she felt her pussy betray her when the subtle tingle she'd already been feeling sent a flash of heat up through her body.
"I said, you are my future cum dump," he smirked, loving the growing confusion in her eyes.
"I am leaving," she said, turning away from him.
"Go ahead," he said, "then I'll make sure this video of you gets leaked. It is a very, very interesting video."
"W-w-what video?" she stammered, stopping in her tracks and turning around.
He pressed play on his phone where he had the video cued to right as she was about to come. Wanting to stretch out her uncertainty longer, he didn't show her the screen.
Mi Cha's eyes went wide when she heard her voice coming from the phone.
"Oh fuck, make me your cum dump, use me, fuck me, fuck me, fuuuuuuuck," played from the phone.
"Where did you get that?" she asked, lost in her panicked thoughts, as she processed that it was definitely her voice coming from the phone.
"I filmed you when I came in to tell you about the time change," he explained.
"You filmed me?" she asked, even as she processed the obvious reality this lecherous man had a compromising video of her pleasuring herself and saying some nasty shit that would end her career in a heartbeat.
The manager's smirk grew wider as he said, "I couldn't resist."
"But you are my manager," she said, still standing there in paralyzed shock.
"And your number one fan," he assured her, but with a leer. "I've already been admiring your sexy little form for years, and now to find out what a kinky slut you are? My admiration is now officially lust."
"Gross," she said, "you are old enough to be my grandfather." Truth be told, she had known that he fawned over her for years and had used his obsession with her to get what she wanted, including winning disagreements with the band. But to have the old perv's lust laid out so blatantly and tied to her own sexual behaviour as if that meant he could now get with her? Too fucking gross.
"Did you know I have been jerking off in your smoothies for the past six months?" he asked off-handedly, continuing to keep her off balance with shocking non sequiturs. Grinning madly, he spread his legs to reveal a large bulge pulsing under the fabric of his trousers, threatening to burst free.
"You've been doing what?" she gasped, even as she struggled to make sense of this weird confession. Her smoothies? The fruit drinks he mixed for her each morning they were on the road together?
"You have been teasing me for years," he said, as he rubbed his cock over his pants, "and I never thought I would be able to do more than jerk off on your photos, in your coffee or in your shoes, but now... now I have you exactly where I want you."
Mi Cha was a mess, her lips quivered with the fear of what was happening, as she realized the awful predicament, she was suddenly in. But she took a deep breath to steady her nerves. Her sexuality got her into this situation; her sexuality could get her out of it. He was still just a pathetic, old, fucking creep that she could manipulate. She was still in one of her band outfits, which were made to be alluring, and she leaned forward a bit to show a little more cleavage. "Look," she purred, "we can work something out."
"Oh, we will be working something out," he smugly said, as he stood up and moved to her.
"Manager, enough," she said firmly, moving her hand forward to keep a reasonable distance between them.
"You don't even know my fucking name, do you?" he said, annoyed that to her and all the band members he was just a faceless cog in the machine that did their bidding and helped make their perfect celebrity lifestyle happen.
"Of course, I know your name," Mi Cha said, as she frantically tried to recall his name but was coming up blank.
"Tell me my name and I'll delete this video," he said, confident she had no idea... he was so irrelevant in her life she never addressed him as anything other than manager. "I'll give you a hint. It's not Rumpelstiltskin."
"I, I, um, I...."
"You have no fucking idea," he scoffed harshly. "I'm just a disposable nobody to you. Well, that ends now."
"Look, I...."
"Shut up, slut," he said sternly. "Have you also forgotten that a manager's main job is to make sure his clients have what they need to perform at their best? And now that I know you need a strong man to give you the fucking you crave, I'm going to give you what you need. Personally."
"I'm not going to--"
Her words were cut short by her manager demanding, "Shut the fuck up!"
Mi Cha froze in utter shock as he yelled at her.
"You don't speak to me like that anymore. Do you understand?" he firmly said, as he batted her hand away and moved directly in front of her.
"Fine... what do you want?" she asked, trying to be strong and defiant even as she had to fight back tears upon saying this...knowing deep down what he would say, but holding onto hope that she could escape his lust.
Her manager put his fat, sweaty hands on her shoulders and ordered, "Get on your fucking knees and suck my dirty cock clean, you little whore."
Mi Cha looked at him in utter disgust, shivering with dread and choking back a single tear.
"Knees, cum dump," he ordered, as she stood there dazed.
Those words turned her on so bad in her fantasies that they'd become a trigger and now, although she hated to admit it, feeling him push her to the floor while saying them had her pussy fucking betraying her even worse.
Once on her knees, his big bulge directly at her eye level, her manager surprised her by walking away and sitting back on the couch.
She thought she may get a reprieve, but he ordered, "Crawl, cum dump."
The words made her face shrivel up like she was eating a lemon, but her body burned with indisputable excitement.
The hesitation was brief before she felt herself crawling on the carpeted floor in a mixture of utter shame and yet a perverse excitement growing inside her she was desperately trying to control.
Still, she couldn't help but grimace at the thought of servicing such a disgusting man. His impudent attitude, his slug-like physique, and his animal stench all loaned themselves to labeling him a vile pervert.
The manager looked down at the disgusted face of the pretty girl as she reached him... obeying such a humiliating task so easily confirmed his belief she would be an easy bitch to break. "Unzip me and fish out the dick you have kept hard and throbbing for years."
"Please, Manager," she pleaded, now kneeling before him in such a submissive position, "we can work something out. I can pay you."
"I have enough money," he said. "What I don't have is a sexy Korean Rose cum dump."
"Ooooh," she moaned, unable to hold it back as that nasty nickname always turned her on, but somehow even more so when he also called her the national flower... a nickname often used by her fans on social media. What would those fans think if they knew their Korean Rose Mi Cha longed to be pollinated with the cum from a parade of cocks?
"You like being called a cum dump?" he asked.
"No, it's disgusting," she lied.
"So, you don't dream of having that pretty mouth face-fucked, and taking a big load down your throat or all over your face? Of becoming a full-time cum dump?' he wickedly asked, as he looked right in her eyes.
She felt defeated. Humiliated. Morally destroyed. Yet, she was horny, so fucking horny.
"Let's just get this over with," she sighed, ignoring the question and desperately trying to hide her growing desire to submit to him. Hopefully, he would ejaculate quickly (maybe even prematurely?) and end this, because she knew her true natural submissiveness well enough to know she had very little if any self-control once she crossed a certain line - the point of no return.
Beom Seok was pleasantly surprised to discover that as his power over the girl grew, so did his power over himself; he was in control. Therefore, he didn't push her yet, instead watched her delicate hands slowly trace across his crotch, trying to find the zipper to let it free.
Disgruntled, her manager smacked her hand aside and ordered, "Bimbo fuck toys use their teeth, slut."
Mi Cha looked up at him in silence, processing the humiliating order, aghast at the way he was treating her... although so turned on as no man had had the gall to treat her this demeaningly in her secret slut life.
Yet, she knew there was no nonsexual way to get out of this, as such she knew if she could just make him come quickly this wild ordeal could be over. So, she strengthened her resolve to overcome the humiliation that this repulsive man was in control as she leaned forward closer to his crotch.
"Good, slut," he softly encouraged, knowing submissive sluts needed constant encouragement. She wasn't the first young slut he had dominated, although she was the first in a decade. The world had changed with the damned American ME TOO movement even reaching to South Korea and the risk of being blacklisted or cancelled was very real. So, while he leered and drooled and even dumped loads into her drinks, he had avoided touching her in any way that could have been misconstrued before he put his hands on her shoulders today with intent.
Mi Cha struggled to clasp the zipper between her teeth, feeling more humiliation as her manager seemed to take great delight in watching her rub her face against his crotch, while also feeling more unwanted excitement as he grew firmer beneath her. Finally, after a seeming eternity, the national star, dream girl to millions, finally managed to hold onto the zipper pull between her teeth long enough to pull the zipper down, which released a strong stench from his pants as his big bulge in his black underwear was slowly revealed.
"Pull my underwear and pants down and off, cum dump," he said, loving using those two words and loving how those two words seemed to affect her.
Finally free to use her hands, Mi Cha quickly undid the top button on his trousers, then moved her hands to the waistband, gripping pants and underwear together. The old perv lifted his ass and she pulled down and his thick cock unceremoniously flopped down across her face. She froze there with his pants and underwear lowered just enough to allow his dick out of captivity. She felt intense heat from his cock spread across her forehead, smelled the strong odour of his dick burning her nose, then his hand was on the back of her head. She would never say it out loud, and the stretch definitely hindered the beauty of his thick cock, but she was impressed by what the old man was packing.
"Time to put your pretty little mouth to work," he said.
"Manager, we shouldn't do this," she protested, although her tone was weak as she stared at the semi-flaccid cock before her. She wondered how he wasn't hard. How had he not gotten erect treating her the way he had? She wasn't sure she had ever seen a non-erect cock in a situation where she pulled a pair of pants down or the man pulled his dick out. Was it an effect of his age or weight? Did it mean he wouldn't come quickly and this nightmare would last even longer?
"Sluts don't question shit, they do as they are told," the manager clarified. "Now wrap those pretty lips around my cock right fucking now or I send this video to a few news outlets."
"Fine," she seethed, hating being blackmailed, yet underneath that anger was lust as she moved her lips to the stinky cock and wrapped her lips around just the cock head.
"Oh yeah," he moaned, enjoying the mind-melting warmth from her lips.
Mi Cha licked the cock head with her tongue and tasted a little pre-cum as her wet mouth gently caressed his dick as she reluctantly sucked and tried to make it erect. She would never admit this out loud, but based on how thick he felt in her mouth while still flaccid, she was curious how big this dick would be hard.
"Oh yeah, you look hot with my dick in your mouth," he said, a camera pre-positioned perfectly to film her entire submission, although he wouldn't let her know this... yet.
Mi Cha pulled back and gave a disgusted look from the scent and sweaty taste. "There, I sucked it."
He scoffed, "You have not even got it hard. Never mind making your new nickname a reality."
"Nickname?" she asked.
"Cum dump," he informed her.
"Please don't call me that, "she said.
"But that is what you fantasize being and what I now plan to make you," he said, as he grabbed her head and pushed it to his dick. She instinctively opened up and took more in her mouth. "Although, sorry about the smell," he added in a blatantly insincere tone. "It's been a long day and I sweat a lot."
As she began slowly bobbing, she gagged a few times at the strong scent as the cock stiffened in her mouth. Even so, she couldn't deny getting a little excited at feeling it grow from her tentative sucking.
Once hard, Beom grabbed her head and held her with his dick deep in her warm, wet mouth. When she gagged a little, he asked, "What's that? Cum dumps should be able to deep throat dick."
Mi Cha gagged a little more, actually annoyed she couldn't handle this fat old man's cock; she had been deep-throating for years. It must be the stinky taste. Or could he really be that much bigger?
The manager gripped a fistful of her hair and pushed his cock deeper down her throat making her gag more as he laughed, "You're usually so talkative. Cat got your tongue?"
Mi Cha could feel her eyes water as she gagged some more as the cock somehow went deeper into her mouth and her nose was pressed against his hairy, sweaty, stinky pubes.
Beom Seok wasn't impressed. He'd expected her to be a good cock sucker. He placed his hands on both sides of her head and roughly face fucked her.
Slobbery sounds echoed through the room as the sexy young KPOP star finally called up some of her old singing lessons to get her throat to relax a bit; still she occasionally gagged as her lips were used for the man's own personal pleasure.
The manager had a massive rush of adrenaline as he used the sexy slut just the way he had envisioned so many times before.
"Now, tell me how much you fucking love me face fucking your sexy lips with my dirty dick, you little whore!"
He pulled his dick out from her throat, allowing Mi Cha a chance to sputter for air, saliva dripping from her chin. Seeing her reluctant to speak, and in a real dazed state, he yanked her head back, looking down at her pathetic state and mockingly slapped his dick against her face. "Come now... or do you want me to piss down your throat?"
Mi Cha's eyes suddenly widened, and all inhibitions left her in an effort to please her captor. She just had to get through this nasty situation and get out of here. All she had to do was obey him and get him off. "N-no! Please! I'll do as you please," she pleaded as she strained a smile and attempted to speak in a sweet, slightly sexy tone.
"Prove it," he ordered, as he slapped her face with his saliva-coated cock.
"Please let me suck your big, dirty cock," she pleaded, which she could easily claim she said only because it was 'what my tormentor wanted to hear'. But the humiliating burn in her pussy announced the words were true... the burn was from him treating her like a cheap slut and she really did want that cock back in her mouth... she was craving a big load of cum. 'Fuck' she thought to herself, 'why is this degrading situation turning me on?'
"Not really believable," he said dismissively, although he could see there was a mixture of embarrassment and lust in her confused eyes.
Seeing him reluctant to accept her response, she added, talking like the porn stars she watched, the words escaping her lips rather naturally, though she was saying them to a fat, gross, old man and not some hot young stud, "I... I love having my throat abused by you... being your dirty little cocksucker cum dum...."
Her over-the-top confession was cut short by her manager shoving his cock back down her
throat, replacing her words with faint gurgling as she struggled to accept his thick shaft pumping deep in her mouth and tickling her tonsils.
The mixture of utter humiliation and stimulation coursed through her as this fat, old, smelly man treated her the way no man ever had and just like she had fantasized over and over and over again.
He fucked her face so ruthlessly, that even as she gagged, she tried desperately to take it all... this cock deserved her best.
After a minute of driving his dick into the back of Mi Cha's untrained throat a few times, the manager pulled back out. "Are you an oral virgin?" he asked.
Unthinkingly, crazily, Mi Cha's pride kicked in and she said, "No, I'm a great cock sucker."
"I need more than a regular cock sucker," he said, "I need a mouth cunt. You will need a lot of fucking training."
Mouth cunt? Her pussy clenched as with cum dump. "Sorry, it's just that your dick is so big," she apologized, enamoured not by him, but by his cock.



"A good cum dump needs to be a full-service cock sucker," the manager said, his confidence growing with each moment this continued. While he was confident this would work, he still wasn't a hundred percent since if she called his bluff there was no way he would actually release the video... he just had to keep her from figuring that out.
"Please give me that cock," Mi Cha heard herself say as the cock before her had her completely at its whim; her hunger for cock superseding her moral code or her logical side.
"Show me how bad you want it," the manager said, "worship my fucking balls, bitch!"
He lifted his wrinkly ball sac to her pretty lips and Mi Cha mindlessly obeyed as his sweaty, smelly balls were suddenly in her face. She opened her mouth and succumbing to her twisted, forbidden desires took a ball in her mouth... not something she had ever done before.
"Oh yeah, suck on my nut, you hungry whore," he moaned, "get my juices all warmed up for that cock sucking mouth or pretty face."
Stuck in this humiliating position on her knees with a stinky ball sac in her mouth, Mi Cha felt abject shame and guilt over what was happening... as well as a frustrating burning in her pussy that wouldn't stop begging for attention. She couldn't believe she was getting wet from being used like this by this repulsive grandpa-like figure.
"Little sluts like you are what makes the KPOP world go around, do you know that?" he asked, as she shifted from one nut to the other.
The ball task and the name calling continued to create polar opposite feelings inside her even as her pussy continued to burn and beg for attention. Mi Cha couldn't help but wonder what this big cock would feel like pounding her young, needy pussy as she sucked on the second nut.
"Oh yeah, you look even prettier on your knees and sucking my old man balls," the manager said, loving looking down and seeing the beautiful young woman between his legs.
Mi Cha couldn't believe how utterly turned on she was, and each nasty word from this ugly old man enhanced it even as she continued to go back and forth between the two big balls in the wrinkly sac.
"Yeah, you love being my submissive little slut, don't you?" he asked.
Mi Cha hated the question. She hated the internal answer. She hated that the answer was yes. Yet instead of admitting such a sick, sad truth she answered, "Please, let's just get this over with."
"Oh, you just want me to nut in your mouth or on your pretty face?" he asked, as he moved his hand under her chin and made her look at him.
"Yes," she admitted, wanting to have that cock back in her mouth, wanting to feel him come in her mouth and taste the salty seed she craved.
"Yes, what?" he asked, as he slapped her face again with his hard dick.
"Yes, I want you to come in my mouth," she admitted, although she tried to say it in a phony tone that hid her growing desire to indeed swallow his creamy load from the old man ball sac.
"Massage my balls with your hands while I face fuck this pretty mouth," the manager said, as he stood up and slid his dick back in her mouth.
Mi Cha obeyed, cupping the balls while he violated her throat.
"All you pretty KPOP sluts will do anything to get ahead, so perverts like me can easily get you on your fucking knees to service our cocks," he said, although that wasn't really true and he knew it.
Mi Cha had never used sex to get ahead, although she had used her looks to get what she wanted. She was talented, as was every member of her band, but it would be a lie to say her looks were not part of the reason she was famous.
Beom Seok actually patted her head as he fucked her throat and said, about a minute later, as the pop star was finally getting used to the big dick in her mouth and no longer gagging, "Keep this up and I'll get you all the sponsorships and glitzy roles that you can dream of."
Mi Cha couldn't stop herself from letting out a few idle moans as she sucked his cock. The manager had done a great job getting them sponsorships, but maybe he could take her to the next level if she had his personal attention. Hey, that was it, she wasn't being a pitiful slut for the creepy bastard, she was just trading favors to get ahead in her career.
"I knew you were a fucking whore this entire time!" he grinned, almost as if reading her mind, when really, he was simply amused that she was enjoying herself.
Then the manager grunted loudly, pulling back out and tapping her lips with his hard dick and then tracing those plush lips with his cock head, applying his pre-cum like lip gloss. He watched with a smirk as she had a look of lust in her eyes.
Mi Cha wanted the cock back in her mouth, although there was no way she was going to admit it to him. She also wanted that load... she really fucking needed that load.
"I'm going to come in your mouth, do you understand that? You're going to swallow every
fucking drop, or else," he threatened, again seeming to read her mind as he appeared to mock-threaten her with the very fantasy at the front of her mind... not to mention on the tip of her tongue.
"Yes," she said, unable to hide her submissive demeanour or her hunger for the load boiling in those saggy old balls.
"Oh yeah, you're going to love this big load, my KPOP cum dump," Beom said, as he slid his cock in her mouth.
Mi Cha instantly turned on cock sucker cum dump mode and bobbed on the manager's cock desperate to extract that load and feel it glide down her throat.
"Oh yeah, show me how much you want this load," he moaned, ecstatic at the reality she was really working his dick over. She was loving this as much as he was.
"Mmmmmm," she moaned, while she gave the best blow job she possibly could.
He could come any second but pulled out and ordered, knowing this would be so hot to watch again when he was done, glancing over at the camera filming this entire escapade, "Beg for this load, slut."
Mi Cha wished she could have shown some restraint, wished she could have shown a shred of dignity, but she responded while reaching to stroke the amazing cock, "Please give me that load, Manager. Please fill my mouth with your cum."
"Shit, you really want to be my cum dump, don't you?" he laughed, her undeniable lust even better than he could have possibly imagined.
"Yes, I want to be your fucking slut, your eager cum dump," she admitted, hating the words of admission coming out of her mouth but her lust overrode her pride. "Now give me that cum," she added, before devouring his cock again.
"Oh shit, you fucking slut, suck it, suck my dick, oh yeah," he moaned, about to come.
Finally in the groove, she deep throated his cock like a real porn star, knowing this old, creepy pervert was about to erupt in her mouth. Maybe she could still escape. If she still wanted to.
"Oh shit, take it, slut," he grunted, as he exploded in her mouth.
She felt his cock twitching and then the salty seed painting her tongue and gliding down her throat as she willingly swallowed every drop of the cum she craved, even whimpering in pleasure as she did so, much to his delight.
Once he was spent, he pulled out and ordered, wanting to leave her wanting more while also showing who was in charge, "Now, get out."
Instantly, a wave of utter humiliation washed over Mi Cha as she absorbed the aftertaste of his cum in her mouth and looked at the hideous old man she had just blown. She stood up, the fire in her loins dissipated instantly from his harsh words and the real reality of what had just happened, and said, "This will not happen again."
"Oh, you will be begging me for this dick again," he said, confident he was right.
"Never again," she said, as she stormed out of the room.
The manager smiled as he walked over to the phone that had filmed everything and pressed stop. He knew this was only the beginning.
.....
After a shower to wash off the sin, Mi Cha replayed the blackmail and tried to figure out what to do next.
The utter humiliation of what she'd done consumed her.
She had been completely degraded.
He still had the video evidence.
Her career could be over at any minute.
Yet, even after the shower, even after the mouthwash, she was still horny.
Disgusted with herself, she tried to just get some rest.
Alas, Mi Cha cried herself to sleep that night.
.....
"Oh yes, fuck me, slam my young pussy with that big old cock," Mi Cha moaned, as the man hammered her from behind.
"Who owns this slutty twat?" her manager questioned.
"You do, Manager, you do," she declared, as she bounced back to meet his deep forward thrusts.
"Come, you bimbo fuck toy," he ordered, as he allowed her to fuck herself on his cock.
"Oh yes, I love your cock, fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuck!" she screamed.
Mi Cha suddenly woke up with her hand in her panties.
"What the fuck?" she said out loud, the sex scene she must have been dreaming feeling so real.
She sighed, and pulled her somnambulist hand out of her panties.
.....
The next day, Mi Cha was a mess.
The other band members noticed and asked what was wrong. Mi Cha simply said she was tired, which was true, as she'd had a hell of a time getting back to sleep after waking up from the disgusting sex dream.
Oddly, Mi Cha had not seen her manager once all day. Yet, she was constantly distracted looking for him. Also, as much as it frustrated her, she couldn't push out the memory of yesterday's humiliation... distressed that it was a good memory.
There was a radio interview and an autograph signing at a local shop before Mi Cha got back to the hotel to have a nap before the concert that night.
"Please let me suck your cock before the show," Mi Cha pleaded on her knees in front of Manager.
"I don't know," he said.
"Please, Manager, I need that big, juicy cock face-fucking me," she begged, moving her hand to his crotch area.
"If I let you suck me," he said, allowing her to rub his soft dick, "I get to come on your face."
"Yes, yes, come on my face, just let me suck your big cock," she pleaded, already trying to unbuckle his belt.
"And you will rub it all over your face and wear it with pride," he said.
"Oh yes, just give me that cum," she hungrily said, as she tried to fish his dick out but was having trouble getting his belt off. "Fuck," she cursed.
"You better hurry," he said, looking down at her.
"Fucking belt," she said, annoyed, before finally getting it open, quickly unbuttoning the pants and unzipping him.
"Show me you are worthy of being my cum dump," he ordered.
"Yes, please call me cum dump," Mi Cha said, as she finally got his cock out and devoured it.
"Oh yeah, maybe that will be how I address you from now on when we are alone," he said, as Mi Cha moved her hand to her pussy and began rubbing herself frantically while deep throating the now hard dick.
For the next couple of minutes, she bobbed on that cock while furiously pleasuring herself.
"Oh yeah, hurry up, cum dump, or you won't get to wear this load on stage," he warned.
Mi Cha didn't slow down, her hungry cock sucking mouth desperate to feel that dick pulsate and erupt in her, which she knew would make her have her own much needed orgasm.
"Get ready for my load, cum dump," he groaned, which excited Mi Cha who desperately wanted that load.
Suddenly, Mi Cha jolted awake hearing hard knocking.
"What the fuck?" Mi Cha said, both because of the dream she was having and also because she had been woken up so abruptly.
The pop star got off the bed, feeling wetness between her legs and went to the door. It was Duri, the closest of her bandmates, who walked in as soon as the door opened and said, "I have a new song idea I want you to hear."
Mi Cha rubbed her eyes and nodded, "All right." Career ambitions aside, she really was serious about her music and loved that she and Duri actually wrote some of their own songs, unlike most of the KPOP groups.
"Were you sleeping?"
"I was taking a nap."
"Sorry, but I need to get your opinion," Duri said.
Mi Cha and Duri spent the next hour working on the new song before the manager informed them the limo was leaving in fourty-five minutes.
Mi Cha was instantly nervous when he arrived, though she immediately, albeit inadvertently, looked directly at his crotch. She just as quickly looked away, mortified by her first action.
While Duri didn't notice, the Manager did. He gave just a slight smile. It had been a crazy day and he had been on the phone most of it dealing with a promotor who wanted to have the band do a three-month North American tour.
Duri walked out and the Manager asked, once the door was closed, "Hungry, cum dump?"
"Don't!" Mi Cha firmly said, as the old man walked towards her.
"Don't what?" he asked, as he suddenly stood directly in front of her.
"I need you to leave so I can get ready," she said, even as the memory of the dream she'd been having popped into her head... which made the size of his dick pop into her head... which made her instantly flustered.
"Shall I leave you with a load of cum?" he asked.
"I told you that was a one-time thing," she said, turning away from him.
"You did say that," he agreed, admiring her ass in the yoga pants she was in.
"Leave," she said, as she grabbed a red dress to change into. She always had to look perfect when in public.
"All right," he agreed, having no attention of doing anything sexual now as the band was still his bread and butter. "But when you need that load before the show just text me and I'll manage your need."
"Out," she said, refusing to turn around.
"I haven't dropped a load since I dumped one in your mouth, so I'm ready," he said, as he walked out of the hotel room.
"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" Mi Cha cursed, as she went and made sure the door was locked. She then fixed her hair, her make-up and got dressed... including changing panties. She packed her duffle bag and got downstairs five minutes late... like she usually did.
.....
Mi Cha was a mess.
The show was thirty minutes away.
It was time to masturbate.
It was time to continue her routine.
Yet, she was worried the manager would walk in on her.
She was also unable to stop thinking of his dick. The way he treated her like a slut. The way he called her names. The way he used her mouth. While he was a disgusting, creepy, perverted old man, he had a great dick. And if she could detach the reality that the great dick was attached to the ugly man, she could have the perfect situation... a dick to suck whenever she craved one... and a man who would treat her like a slut when she was in that mood.
Alas, besides him being ugly, fat and smelly, he controlled her career and she was now in a very precarious situation. She hated her weakness. She hated her insecurities. She hated that as she glanced at the clock, she knew she was still going to have to get off if she was even going to try and go on stage.
Just then, a knock at the door. Mi Cha went to it, both wanting it to be the manager and not wanting it to be the manager.
When she opened the door, Beom Seok walked in and ordered, "Close the door."
"You know I need this alone time to prepare for the show," Mi Cha said, even as she closed the door.
"Yes, and I know how you prepare for the show," he said.
"Please leave," she said, even as she glanced down to his crotch... her damn weakness controlling her again.
"I thought I would show you something", he said, as he handed her his phone.
"What is it?" she asked, annoyed as she grabbed the phone.
"Something to help you rub one out before the show," he said, as he stepped behind her as she pressed play.
"No!" she gasped, her face instantly going pale as she was watching herself sucking the manager's dick.
"Isn't that a great angle?" he asked, as he moved his hand under her dress and directly to her pussy.
"What are you doing?" Mi Cha gasped, pushing him away.
"This is my pussy now," he said, looking at her menacingly. "Unless you want this video and the other one to accidentally fall into the wrong hands."
"They are already in the wrong hands," she said with a glare, as she watched herself sucking on his old balls.
"Well, they could get in a lot worse hands," he said.
"That would out you too," she pointed out.
"Well, for one, I am a nobody as far as the public is concerned," he said. "For another, I have done some pretty good editing to make sure only my dick is in the picture and used some software to doctor my voice when I call you names and order you around like a slut."
"What do you want?" she sighed, defeated, and frustratingly feeling that weak-willed, treacherous tingle in her pussy as she stared at her own image worshipping that big old dick. This video could end her career. The video of her in an utterly compromising situation.
"A fuck toy," he shrugged, as he moved back to her and moved his hand under her dress.
Mi Cha uncontrollably moaned as his fat fingers touched her pussy. "And I think you don't just need a manager; you need a master."
"A master?" she questioned, as she allowed him to rub his fingers over her pantyhose and panties.
"Yes, I own your holes," he said.
"How romantic," she said.
"We could make it romantic," he said, moving his fingers in a circular motion as he kept talking. "Want to go on a date?"
"God, no!" she said.
"But you do want this dick again, don't you?"
"We can't keep doing this," she weakly protested, even as she allowed this smelly fat man to molest her while she continued to watch herself on the phone now sucking his dick. While he disgusted her rational mind, her body was giving very different signals.
"Mi Cha," he sighed, as he moved his hand inside her pantyhose and panties and smoothly slid two fat fingers inside her pussy, "let's not play games."
"W-w-what are you doiiiiing?" Mi Cha moaned loudly as she stood there helplessly and allowed this creep to finger fuck her.
"This is my cunt," he said. "You are my cunt."
"No, stop," she said, her words not matching the rest of her as she didn't even attempt to push him away or get his fat fingers out of her burning pussy.
"Do you really want me to stop?" he asked, as he pumped the two fingers deep inside her sopping wet pussy.
"Oooooh, why are you doing this to me?" she moaned, not remotely answering the question asked.
"So many reasons," he said. "You are hot, you have teased me forever, and I want a young, submissive, personal cum dump to use whenever I need to dump a load."
"Oh fuuck, please no more," she pleaded, as his fingers were weakening her already pathetic resistance as the pleasure was consuming her.
"Plus, it's obvious you need a man to treat you like a fucking whore," he said. "Say it, say you want to be treated as a whore."
"Please, just finger fuck me and get this over with," she said, desperately wanting to come, but not wanting to admit she wanted to be treated as a whore... even though she desperately wanted exactly that. No man had ever treated her like this, and it was fucking frustratingly driving her wild.
He stopped, even though he could tell her orgasm was rising rapidly, his fat fingers were like a dick in her pussy. "You are either my pet, my slut, my slave, my KPOP cum dump or you are nothing to me."
"Don't stop, keep finger fucking me, you dirty old man," Mi Cha frustratingly demanded, needing to come so bad, yet avoiding answering his questions. She was struggling with the reality the name calling was turning her on; yet she also didn't want to let him think his inappropriate behaviour was okay.
"Not without you declaring you are my slut," he said, as he wiggled his thick fingers inside her, watching her lips purse as she moaned.



"Please, just finger me," Mi Cha pleaded, wanting to feel his fingers inside her, but not wanting to say the words he wanted her to say... even though her dark, twisted mind and submissive nature had those words bubbling underneath her façade of innocence.
He sighed and pulled his fingers out. "You better learn soon that you are either my completely obedient cum dump or you are nothing."
"Manager, please," Mi Cha heard herself beg, although she didn't finish the sentence as he walked out of her dressing room.
The manager smiled at knowing this would push her closer to the edge of complete submission. She was weak, she was submissive, and it was only a matter of time before she obeyed his every order and offered up all three of her holes willingly.
Mi Cha closed the door and locked it. Leaning against the door, her pussy on fire, she slid her hand inside her panties and pantyhose and fingered herself... finishing what that disgusting asshole started. Fuck, she hated that he had turned her on... she hated she had allowed herself to be put in such a compromising, precarious situation and yet she still desperately needed to come.
Mi Cha began to finger herself but found the pantyhose and panties restrictive so she pulled them down to her ankles, moved to the floor, spread her legs and began to finger fuck herself... wishing she could get as deep or spread her lips as wide as the old man's fat fingers had done.
The pop star closed her eyes and imagined some young stud, like the cute reporter from yesterday, pounding her pussy. Yet, as her orgasm rose rapidly, her pussy burning with desire and lust, the image of the cute reporter from yesterday shifted into the manager's smug, ugly face.
Mi Cha was too far gone and she moaned loudly, "Oh yes, fuck me, Master, fuck my young twat." The wicked idea of having a master who knew exactly how she wanted to be treated like a slut was secretly stimulating... not that she would ever want to admit that to the molester.
Yet, she allowed the fantasy of submission to consume her as she furiously fingered herself to a pretty quick orgasm.
She lay for a few minutes enjoying the after shocks of euphoria... the orgasm had been very intense. Eventually, she pulled her panties and pantyhose up and got ready for the show... the orgasm helping her get in the right state of mind.
A few minutes later, the manager knocked on the door and called out in a completely normal voice, "Show time."
When Mi Cha opened the door, the sweaty man leaned into her ear and whispered, "I hope you finished what I started."
Mi Cha felt her face go flush with embarrassment at the accurate accusation as she walked past him; not dignifying his words with a verbal response.
The manager seeing her facial reaction knew she had done just what he accused.
The show was a huge success, Mi Cha really in a zone which even her band members seemed to notice.
After the show, back in her dressing room, she found a strange looking contraption on the chair. It was a weird looking egg with a typed note: You will wear this inside your pussy all day tomorrow or the videos go viral.
Mi Cha sighed as she looked at the weird egg-shaped thing. Why would anyone put this in their pussy? She put it in her purse and got ready for the fan experience that would begin soon. She was still in awe people would pay over a thousand dollars to spend a couple of minutes with the band and get a photo and autograph. That said, she always liked this part, loved having fans fawn over her and tell her how she had changed their life. She only wished she wasn't all sweaty after a ninety-minute show... alas it was what it was.
It was almost one in the morning when she was finally back in her hotel room and completely exhausted. So exhausted, she didn't even get out of her performance attire and was asleep in under two minutes.
Also, thankfully, she was so exhausted that she didn't even have any naughty dreams.
.....
The next morning, as she was packing up for the drive to the next location, she remembered the egg-shaped thing. She pulled it out of her purse and looked at it. How would this be convenient in her pussy? There was no way she was putting that inside her.
She finished packing and was eating the breakfast that was brought in by room service when there was a knock at the door.
She walked over and peeked through the peephole. It was her manager. She sighed.
She let him in and saw he was holding a smoothie. He often stopped by to bring her a smoothie; only now did she recall him bluntly saying that he jerked off into them.
"Here you go," he said, handing her the strawberry and banana smoothie.
"Does this have extra stuff in it?" she asked, as he walked into her room.
"Do you want it to have extra cream?" he asked.
"No," she bluntly said, not a morning person at all. While she could get sexually stimulated pretty easily later in the day, she had no morning sex drive.
"Well, you have been having the extra cream for months now," he shrugged.
"Did you really come in my smoothies?" she asked, still morning-cranky enough to be disgusted by this.
"I have," he nodded. "And you have never complained; only complimented their taste."
"Because I didn't know."
"Well, now you do," he said. "Drink it."
"No."
"Don't pretend you are not craving my load," he said, cupping his balls.
"I am not remotely craving anything from you," she said, putting the cup down and going to finish putting her stuff in her suitcase.
"It's cute you pretending you don't love being my slut," he said, following her while admiring her ass in tight jeans.
"Look," she said, turning around. "I don't appreciate you treating me like some cheap slut."
"But you are a cheap slut," he said, staying calm. "My cheap slut."
"Enough!" she snapped.
His tone hardened. "No, you enough. I have two videos of you in compromising situations which would end you in a heartbeat. What the fuck do you think the label would do if they saw either of the videos?"
"You would be fired too," she said, although she was already weakening her defiance understanding the breadth of the risk.
"Maybe, maybe not," he shrugged. "I have been pretty careful to not incriminate me."
"What do you want from me?" she sighed.
"Isn't that obvious?" he asked, as he squeezed her tits over her white t-shirt.
She sighed again, more deeply, sensing her own vulnerability both physically, she liked the dominant treatment, and professionally where she worried about her career.
"Can you honestly tell me you were not turned on when I let you suck my dick and called you a bunch of names?" he asked.
"I did have a moment of weakness," she admitted, no point lying as it would be impossible to defend her actions.
"And you got yourself off after I left yesterday, didn't you?" he asked, his left hand going to the crotch of her tight jeans.
"I masturbate before every show," Mi Cha answered, and then realized this may not have been a great response.
"Just think, now you can get fucked," he said.
"Please," Mi Cha said, as she was being felt up and kind of having her pussy rubbed, although poorly, "this has got to stop."
"Is the egg in your pussy?"
"No."
"Why not?"
"Because I don't just mindlessly obey," she said.
"Oh, yes you do," he laughed, as he pulled her shirt up and off of her.
"Don't," she said, moving her hands over her white bra.
"I want to see my slut's tits," he said. "Now take it off for me."
"No."
"This isn't a negotiation," he said. "You are mine."
"Please, just leave me alone," Mi Cha said, shivering slightly from a little cool breeze in the room.
"Show me your tits right fucking now," he demanded firmly and then added, waving his phone, "Or you know what happens."
"You are a disgusting pervert," she glared, as she moved her hands, defeated, to her bra and unclasped it.
"You didn't mind when you begged me to fuck your face and dump my load in your mouth or when I was finger banging that wet pussy," he pointed out, as he grabbed the bra.
"You blackmailed me," she said, as she allowed him to drool over her tits.
"A little small," he said, as he cupped both before bending over and sucking the left nipple into his mouth.
"Please, stop," she moaned, her nipples always super sensitive.
"Not big enough for some quality tit fucking," he said, as he moved to the other nipple, "but good enough to dump a load on."
"Oh please, no more," she moaned, as he sucked her nipple into his mouth and teased it relentlessly with his tongue.
"These are my tits now," he said, as he went back and forth for a couple of minutes before he moved back, and ordered, "Now put the egg in my pussy," emphasizing the 'my' while staring at her crotch.
"No," she said.
"Do we really have to keep playing this game where you think you have any say?" he sighed, as he moved his hands to her tits and pinched her nipples.
"Ooooooooooh," she groaned, the pleasure and pain mixture making her entire body tremble.
"What do you want from me?" Mi Cha asked again.
"Complete submission and an eager cum dump," he said. As he let go, he added, "And don't pretend you don't want to be my cum dump."
"I don't," she said.
"So, you don't want this?" he asked, as he pulled his pants down and released his semi-erect dick.
She glanced down at it.
"Um, no," she answered, her mouth instantly beginning to water at the cock before her. She kept wishing she could detach the dick from the prick... alas they were a package deal.
The manager noticed the 'um' and stroked his cock as he ordered, "Kneel, slut."
She sighed dramatically, letting him know she didn't want to do this, although, truth be told, the dick now in view weakened her resolve as her instant craving for cock took over. "Fine, lets get this over with."
"Just so you know, I didn't come in your drink this morning, so there's a full load waiting for you," he said, as he watched her obey regardless of her words of protest. Knowing her words and tone didn't match her actions was so hot.
"I don't want you coming in my drinks anymore," Mi Cha said, trying to act like she had some power over the situation.
"I know," he said, stroking his cock while the pretty girl knelt before him just inches from his now hard dick. "You can get your daily treat directly from the source."
"Just let me blow you," she said, continuing like she had no interest in the dick, when the truth was, she wanted that dick and that load right fucking now. Plus, being so early in the day, his excessive sweat wouldn't likely make his cock stink.
"You want my dick, don't you?" he said, enjoying her façade of dignity.
"Fine, yes, I want your dick," she sighed, sick of the game and knowing it was going to end up with him making her suck him anyways, "is that what you want to hear?"
"I want you to stop pretending you don't want it," he said. "I want you to admit you like being my cum dump."
"Fine, I do," she agreed, her pussy beginning to burn as the shameful truth was being felt inside her lustful loins.
"Say it," he ordered, sliding his dick in her mouth once and pulling back out.
"Fine, I want to be your cum dump," she admitted. "Now let me suck that big old dick and make you come."
"I want you to show me how much you love my dick," he said. "Worship it."
"Yes, sir," she nodded, happy to finally be able to suck it... again. She hated her weakness; she hated her submissiveness; she hated this man; yet she loved his cock.
She grabbed his throbbing dick with one hand and then licked his shaft which still had the smell of soap. 'At least he washes his dick,' she thought to herself.
"Oh yeah, cock sucker, show me you love this dick," he ordered.
She didn't say anything, just swirled her tongue around the fat cock head. Then slithered her tongue back down the thick shaft and cupped his saggy balls.
"Oh yeah, get that load in my balls all warmed up for you," the manager said, thrilled this slut was so submissive. He would soon be fucking her pussy and dumping his load inside her.
"I want this load," she moaned softly, her focus now completely on the dick and the load and the thrill of surrendering her dignity as she sucked one big ball in her mouth.
"Yeah, I thought you didn't want my dick?" he said, as he enjoyed the ball sucking.
"Just one more time," she said, as she found the second ball.
"Yeah, like you can resist," he chuckled. "We both know you need a master to treat you like the slut you are."
"I just like big cock," she said, as if that explained why she was on her knees obeying and worshipping this dick.
"And being treated like a cheap little KPOP whore," he added.
"Fine, yes, I like being used as a cock sucking cum dump," she said, as she moved her tongue back up the shaft.
"And you will do whatever I fucking tell you, won't you?" he said, as she licked the cock head and a little pre-cum that was there.
"Yes, now shut the fuck up and let me suck your big, fat cock," she said, sick of listening to him talk, but wanting his cock.
"Sure, sure," he chuckled, as he slapped her face with his cock head. "First, take off your jeans."
"Just let me blow you," she said, horny and frustrated.
"Take off your fucking jeans," he ordered.
"Fine," she sighed, standing up and getting out of her jeans.
"No panties," he observed approvingly, as she got naked.
She didn't say a word as she dropped back to her knees and engulfed the old cock.
"Oh yeah, such a cock hungry princess," he groaned, as she worked his cock over.
Mi Cha ignored the words as she focused on the dick in her mouth and extracting the load in his wrinkly old balls. In no time she was unconsciously moaning lovingly around the fat cock and her right hand was going to her pussy and beginning to rub herself as she devoured his delicious dick.
"Oh yeah, suck it, slut, suck your old master's dick," he said, still in awe of the fact he had the prettiest KPOP singer in the world as his sexy slut.
For three or four minutes she bobbed like the horny, cum craving slut she was... moaning the entire time as she rubbed her pussy equally as aggressively.
Finally, the Manager's dick was about to explode and he pulled out and ordered, "Get yourself off, slut."
"Give me that cum, I need that cum," she pleaded, shame replaced with desperation.
"Once you come for me, I'll coat those tits with my load," he assured, stroking his cock.
"No, come in my mouth, I want to taste that creamy load," she begged, as she was close to coming.
"You have to earn that privilege," he said.
"What more do I have to doooooooo?" she whined, just as her orgasm hit her, his fucking denial of her actually getting her off.
"Everything," he grunted, moving closer and coming on her tits... purposely avoiding her face entirely.
"Fuck," she cursed, annoyed he didn't come in her ravenous mouth after she begged for it... but still, no one had ever shot off all over her tits before and it felt pretty fucking amazing.
"Don't worry, I have a lot of loads for that pretty face, that hungry mouth and that sloppy pussy," he promised even as he kept shooting rope after rope on her perky breasts.
"You better," she heard herself say even as she felt the warm cum splatter her tits; it was arousing but also humiliating, which of course, for Mi Cha, only made it even more arousing.
"Oh, I will," he said, as he finished coming.
"Let me clean up your dick," she said, leaning forward to suck out any last remnants of cum.
"No, no, no," he said, pulling back, amused by her hunger.
"Please," she begged.
"No, put your bra back on," he ordered, picking it off the floor. As he tossed it to her, he explained, "You will wear my cum on you all day."
"Really?" she asked, catching her white bra.
He simply said, "Good sluts do as they are told."
"Fine, whatever," she said, beginning to calm down after her orgasm... and rational thought returning to her.
He pulled his underwear and pants up and then picked up her t-shirt as she put her bra back on after smearing his semen all over her chest to keep it from seeping through her shirt.
"Don't worry, cum dump, you won't go hungry," he said. "I wasn't lying. I may be old, but I have at least a couple of loads a day for you."
"I need to finish getting ready," she said, getting up.
"Yes, and that includes putting the egg in that cunt of yours," he said, handing her the shirt, as he admired the sheen of his jizz on her lovely alabaster body.
"I am not doing that, "Mi Cha said, again trying to show some strength.
He sighed. "You can't be that dumb to not understand that I own you."
She began tugging on her t-shirt as she said, "Look, let's just keep this as a quick cum and go."
"Oh, we will be doing a lot more than cum and go," he said. "But be an obedient slut and I will give you this delicious load in your mouth tonight."
The idea of a sure-thing load oddly excited her, but she hid that as she said, "And what does that egg thing do?"
"Just keeps reminding you that you are my sex slave," he answered.
"I don't like that description," she said, as she finished putting her shirt on.
"You prefer cum dump, don't you?"
"Yeah, fine, I do," she said, as she walked to grab the egg.
"So, be a good obedient slut and I will make sure you get treated like the cum dump fuck toy you are," he said.
"Fine," she said, more breathily than she wanted, hating that she loved his nasty language.
"Let me see you put it in your pussy."
She showed it to him and then put it in her pussy. "Fine, there, it is in there."
"You probably should wear panties and practice walking," he smiled, as he turned and sauntered out... the remote in his pocket.
"Jesus, what the fuck am I doing?" she asked herself once she was alone. Yet, she left the weird thing inside her and as she walked to her suitcase to grab some panties, her original plan to go commando cast aside, she felt it move inside her making her moan. 'Oh my, this is going to be a problem.'
Mi Cha spent the next ten minutes trying to get used to the weird thing inside her. It felt odd... but slightly stimulating.
It was going to be a long day.
.....
It was a few hours later and Mi Cha was mostly used to the egg in her pussy. That said, she had been sitting still in a vehicle most of the time. Now, she had to walk into a radio station for an interview, followed by a fan signing downtown, before she would finally get to tonight's hotel. It was indeed going to be a long day.
As soon as she got out of the limo she moaned, the egg again moving around and instantly stimulating her.
"Are you okay?" Aera asked.
"Yeah, you have been oddly quiet the entire drive," Seo-yun added.
"Yeah, is something going on?" Duri asked.
"Just need to get out of the limo and stretch," Mi Cha said.
"Yeah, if we dare," Aera said, as screaming fans were all around them.
"Let's just get this interview over with," Mi Cha said, wanting to get this whole day over with and get to the hotel. Partly, to get the disturbing toy out of her and partly because she was craving that promised load.
They walked past the crowd, each signing a few autographs, Mi Cha shifting instantly into pop star mode.
Ten minutes later, they were seated in the radio station studio. Mi Cha crossed her pantyhose clad legs and felt the egg move inside her and bit her lip to not let out a moan.
Meanwhile, Beom Seok was about to have some fun. His hand was on the remote control and he waited for the perfect moment, just after Mi Cha answered a question to turn it on... the lowest speed and the tamest pattern.
Mi Cha was just relaxing after answering her question when there was a sudden buzzing sensation inside her. Her eyes went wide and she let out a gasp... thankfully not a moan.



Aera looked at her perplexed as she answered a question that was definitely not gasp worthy and Mi Cha mouthed, 'Sorry'.
Mi Cha was stressed. The egg thing was vibrating inside her. It was very distracting but also felt teasingly pleasurable. She tried to listen to determine if she could hear any sound coming from between her legs... but with all the discussion she couldn't hear anything.
The manager watched Mi Cha's confused facial expression and couldn't help but be amused. The plan was simple... tease her all day and then make her beg him to fuck her. He didn't want to embarrass or humiliate her in public though, so he continued to keep the egg on its lowest setting.
Mi Cha tried to focus on the interview even as the subtle pulsing inside her continued. When the disk jockey asked her a question, she responded with a quick, to-the-point answer. A couple minutes after that the interview was over and the five members of the group walked out... Mi Cha trying to act and walk normally as each stride made the egg move and stimulate inside her.
As Mi Cha walked past the manager, she glared at him; he smiled.
The egg stopped a couple of minutes later, as she got in the limo.
As soon, as they got to the autograph session and she was sitting down, the vibrating resumed. Mi Cha sighed.
For the next hour, she signed a plethora of autographs, and posed for pictures with obsessed fans, while getting hornier and hornier. A few times, she felt the vibrations get a little more intense, but only for a couple of seconds... adding to the growing burning inside her. On a few occasions, she looked around to find the manager but never saw him. She fucking wanted to kill him.
Finally, they were back in the limo, where Duri said, as she looked at Mi Cha with her legs parted slightly instead of crossed like she always did... Mi Cha the most demure and innocent of the five band members, "You okay, Mi Cha?"
"What? Yeah, just tired," Mi Cha said, in her own little world. The buzzing had stopped and she was both happy and annoyed. Happy for the obvious reasons, but the teasing had been turning her on relentlessly.
"You have been acting odd all day," Aera added.
"Just tired," she repeated, not able to say, 'There is a fucking vibrating egg in my pussy and our manager is blackmailing me to be his slut.'
"Well, get some rest," Duri said, "we need you at a hundred percent."
"That is the plan," Mi Cha nodded, planning to masturbate as soon as she got back to the hotel room. She needed to come so fucking bad.
They chatted about meeting for a late supper at the hotel restaurant and about changing one of the songs on the encore before they reached the hotel.
Mi Cha was already out of her outfit and completely naked and pulling up a scene on her phone when there was a knock at the door. "For fuck sakes," she cursed, as she grabbed a hotel robe and went to the door. She looked in the peep hole and saw her manager.
Mi Cha opened the door and once he was inside and the door closed, she snapped, "What the fuck are you doing to me?"
"Playing with the pussy I now own," he said, not at all fazed by her instant anger.
"That was fucking humiliating," she said, as he put his hand in his pocket and turned the egg back on... this time quickly pressing the speed button going from one to ten in a few seconds. "Oooooooooooh," Mi Cha moaned loudly, the magnitude of the vibrations inside her suddenly extremely intense.
"How does that feel?" he asked, even as he watched her drop to her knees.
"Please stop," she begged, as she collapsed to the floor unable to stand up from the wild sensations inside her.
He obliged, not out of kindness but because he was about to fuck this bitch. He unbuckled his belt, pulled down his pants and ordered, as he grabbed her arms and pulled her up onto her knees, "Suck it, slut."
"No, please, just leave," she said, knowing that if he didn't leave instantly, she would again give in to him... being on her knees always seeming to turn her brain to submissive mush.
"I wasn't asking, slut," he said, sliding his cock in her mouth.
It was sweaty, it was smelly and yet the moment it was in her mouth her brain switched instantly to submissive mode and she began bobbing, ignoring the stench.
"I've got that pussy all revved up, don't I?" he asked as he pulled out after a few minutes of her bobbing on his dick.
"Just come in my mouth and leave," Mi Cha demanded, now craving that load, while also desperately needing to come.
"Stand up," he ordered.
"Just face fuck me," Mi Cha begged, stroking his cock, his big, hard, throat-penetrating cock.
"Stand the fuck up," he repeated.
"Fine," she sighed, annoyed.
He ordered, "Open the robe."
"Please, I just want your cum," she said, "I only have ninety minutes to have a rest and get ready for dinner."
"You really don't understand the concept of being my cum dump, do you?"
"I just offered you to face fuck me and come in my mouth," she said, annoyed. "Isn't that being a cum dump?"
"Yes, true, very true," he laughed, finding her nasty words so hot. "But I have other plans for you.''
"Other plans?" she asked, as he moved his fat hands under her robe and to her pussy. "What are you doooooing?"
"Getting the egg out," he said, as he turned the egg back on and increased the speed.
"I can dooooooo that," she moaned, as his fingers were suddenly in her and making her pussy burn... the intense sudden vibrations multiplied the pleasure by infinity and her knees gave out a bit... his big, beefy hand went to her ass to keep her standing up. God, she was so fucking horny.
"No, I got it," he said, as the egg slipped between his two fingers. "By the way, your pussy is soaked. No way my two fingers should slide inside so easily."
"It was the fucking egg teasing me allllll day," she defended with a loud moan, as the two fingers and the vibrating egg moving around was adding to the pleasure inside her.
"Yeah, this pussy is ripe for a good fucking," he said, finally getting the egg and pulling it out.
"Fucking?" she asked, hearing the words but not really processing his intention as her orgasm was close and now there was a sudden disappointment as the fingers and pleasure egg suddenly exited her, leaving her orgasm hanging.
"Yes, a cum dump is more than just a cock sucker," he said, as he put the egg in her shocked open mouth.
She spit it out, briefly tasting herself, as he yanked open the robe. "I am not fucking you," she declared.
"Well, then I guess I will fuck you," he said, as he ripped off her robe, tossed it on the floor, picked her up and carried her to the bed.
"Put me down," she said, kicking her feet, even though being manhandled this way was so fucking hot. If only he was thirty years younger and hot... and muscular... although there was no denying he was surprisingly strong.
He tossed her on the bed and said, as he got out of his pants, "Don't pretend you don't want to get fucked. You are dying to be my little KPOP fuck toy."
"I just want to suck your cock and swallow your cum," Mi Cha said, as she moved back onto her knees. Yes, part of her wanted to get fucked by him, she needed to be fucked so bad... but he was disgusting and if she let him fuck her this time, he would want to fuck her all the time. Plus, being his cock sucking cum dump was degrading enough, being his slutty fuck toy was a whole other level of humiliation.
"Show me," he said, as he moved to the bed.
Mi Cha quickly devoured the dick and bobbed hungrily. She wanted his load. Then she wanted him out so she could get herself off. She had to make him come quick before he decided to fuck her. If that dick slid inside her pussy, she would be completely at his mercy... and she knew it.
"Oh yeah, you love my cock, don't you?" he asked, pulling back enough for his dick to slip out after thirty seconds of pretty good deep throat pleasure.
"Yes, I fucking love your cock," Mi Cha admitted, hating that there was a fair amount of truth to her words, "now give me that load."
"Oh, I plan to give you this load," he assured, as he swiftly flipped her onto her stomach and placed his hands on her hips and mounted her from behind.
"Noooooooo," she moaned, as the dick filled her needy pussy with shocking quickness and pleasure instantly consumed her as he spread her pussy wide with his thick cock.
"Oh yeah, such a nice, wet pussy," he groaned, as he began fucking her.
"Fuck, please, don't," she moaned weakly, her brittle resistance shattered the moment the fat cock penetrated her long-neglected pussy; the pleasure was quickly taking over her mind and body.
"Don't what?" he asked, though he didn't slow down his deep, hard thrusts inside the sexy young thing.
"Oh God, don't," she began to say, but the pure pleasure of being dominated and fucked hard was making her unable to think straight or finish a sentence. The hours of the egg teasing her pussy, the lack of real dick and now this dominant treatment had her completely at his mercy.
Sensing she was already past the point of resistance, Beom pulled out and she immediately begged with urgent desperation you can't fake, "Put it back in, put it back in right now, I need that cock."
Mi Cha felt so empty and needed that cock back in her pussy. Shame consumed her but was in turn overwhelmed by lust. She was nothing more than an insatiable slut for cock... at this point... any cock.
"Put what back in?" he asked innocently, as he rubbed his cock up and down between the very wet pussy lips.
"Your cock, your fat cock," she desperately pleaded, "slam that cock in my pussy."
"You sure?" he asked, enjoying the begging as much as the fucking.
"Yes, dammit, I fucking need you to pound me with your big old cock," she said, giving in completely to her desire to come. To be fucked. To be used. To be dominated. He might be disgusting, but he knew exactly how she wanted to be treated. She hated that she had to have that cock back in her at all costs.
"As you wish," he said, sliding back in her.
"Oh yes, fuck me," she moaned. "Slam that fat cock in me."
"So, do I own this pussy?" he tested, as he pounded her hard.
"Oh yes," she agreed mindlessly.
"Oh yes, what?" he asked, stopping buried deep inside her.
"Yes, you own my pussy," she declared, willing to say anything to have him continue pumping her needy hole.
"Oh yeah, I'll be fucking this pussy all the time," he assured, as he fucked her hard... having come a couple of hours ago in a cute fan's mouth whom he'd given tickets for tomorrow's concert. It actually wasn't hard getting young girls to suck him or fuck him... it was the power of his position... but Mi Cha was his crown royal.
As the pleasure built inside her, her orgasm rising rapidly, she tried to tighten her pussy around his shaft to increase the friction from his thrusts and take her over the edge.
In the midst of their intense fucking, a loud knock snapped both of them out of it. "Fuck!" Mi Cha cursed, so close to coming she didn't want this to stop.
"Mi Cha, we need to talk," Duri called out, really concerned by her friend's behaviour today.
The manager after stopping briefly, resumed fucking his slut, curious how she would react. He was pretty confident she didn't want him to stop and equally confident she wouldn't out herself or him.
"Mi Cha, I know you are in there," Duri said, banging on the door again.
As he continued to grind his cock deeper into her pussy, he whispered, "Fucking answer her."
"U-uhm... come back later... I'm a bit busy in here!" Mi Cha called out, trying not to moan louder, as the knocking had put a little water on the fire inside her, but nowhere near enough to put it out.
There was a pause from the other side of the door, Duri apparently not convinced on what was going on. The manager noticed this and decided to make it even worse, as he increased pace and forced a few moans out of Mi Cha as he ravished her.
Mi Cha was mortified and yet unbelievably turned on. The idea someone was just on the other side of the door as she got fucked and treated like a whore was confusingly exhilarating.
"Are you sure? You're acting a bit strange," Duri said, as she thought she heard moans.
Mi Cha covered her mouth for a moment, biting back on the pleasure long enough to respond sanely before any other outbursts of pleasure. "I'm fine."
"Is someone in there with you?" Duri asked.
Mi Cha was so frustrated. She needed to come. She needed to just let go and allow the orgasm bubbling inside her to erupt. But she couldn't do that with her best friend on the other side of the door. She hated saying it, hating being rude, but she needed Duri gone. After taking a few more hard back shots, she quickly blurted out, "No, I'm fine! Just leave me alone!"
"Fine, be that way," Duri said, annoyed, yet also wondering what was going on.
Mi Cha reached for a pillow, pulled it towards her and pressed her face into it. After a few seconds, when the manager was pretty sure Duri was gone, he reached over and tugged on the slut's hair, then paused, buried deep inside her. He said, "That's a good little bitch... You don't want to be rescued, do you? You want to be my cum dump. You want to be my fuck toy. Admit you are fucking enjoying this!"
"Don't stop," Mi Cha said, ignoring the accusations, even though at this moment every one of them was accurate. She was enjoying this and did not want her friend to interrupt this intense fucking.
"Oh, I'm not going to stop until I've dumped a load in you," he assured, as he resumed his deep thrusts that literally made one of Korea's cultural princesses squeal... though with appropriate singing skill.
After the excitement of fucking her mere feet from another member of the band, the manager knew he was getting close. He asked, "You've done this before, haven't you, slut? This isn't a virgin's pussy."
The crude way he said it made Mi Cha feel suddenly embarrassed, and briefly made her reluctant to answer, but she eventually confessed, "Of course, I'm no virgin." Mi Cha felt his hand let go of her hair and both sweaty hands move to her waist and squeeze harder, as he really hammered her hole.
"Wouldn't Duri and the others think you are just a fucking disgusting little whore if they knew how you slept around? But now you will be safe from that, as my cum dump," he said, feeling his balls boil.
Mi Cha could feel the shame consume her as this fat, ugly man claimed her pussy and fucked her better than any other guy she had been with... none had remotely treated her this way. His nasty words and rough fucking made her pussy ache for more attention.
"Come for me, cum dump, come on my big dick and become my cock sucking fuck toy," he ordered, wanting her to come before he did.
"Oh God, more, give it to me," she moaned, so fucking close.
"Now, cum dump, come right fucking now or you will never get this cock again," he threatened, while destroying her pussy.
"Oh yes, oh fuck, fuck, fuck, Oppa!" she bellowed as she came, knowing if her friend was at the door now, she would definitely know what was happening in her room.
The manager thrilled at her use of 'Oppa'; an endearment younger women used for older men special to them that made his hard cock twitch. Feeling the young body quake and the pussy tighten around his cock he knew exactly just how special he had become to the little slut princess. He also knew he wouldn't last much longer inside her.
Mi Cha could feel his dick twitching in her tight hole in response to her words and orgasm, each thrust sending him closer to coming inside of her pussy against her will. "Get ready for my load, slut," he growled, sending a new blast of conflicting emotions and desires through her.
Even as her orgasm continued cascading through her, easily the most intense in her young but sexually charged life, her eyes went wide as she pleaded, "P-please Oppa!! I can't get pregnant! Please!"
Her desperate squeals only turned him on even more, and he collapsed down on top of her,
leaving her no room to wriggle, effectively becoming his unwilling fleshlight as his moans grew louder, his thrusting got rougher, and he used Mi Cha like a sexual rag doll. For the girl, this only made her moan wildly as her orgasm refused to end.
A few deep thrusts later, as he cried out in a final eruption of pleasure, Mi Cha felt his cum beginning to fill her pussy and begged, even though it was too late, "Noooooo, not in me."
Of course, Mi Cha was helpless to stop it with his large body laying on her and holding her firmly in place. And any words of protest were rendered meaningless when she gave little grunts of pleasure with each jet of spunk she felt spraying against her cervix. It also didn't help that feeling the fat cock pulsate and come inside her renewed the orgasm that refused to leave her burning body... an orgasm that just kept giving and giving.
"Oh, yeeesssss," he sneered. "I will be filling this young pussy all the time from now on," he assured. "Just as your slutty body is telling me you crave."
"Oh fuck," she whimpered, her body spasming as the cock unloaded in her. At the moment she didn't care what he looked like, just that he had a big cock and he had made her come... hard... the intense euphoria even briefly calming the fear of getting knocked up.
Finally showing just a scintilla of mercy as he stopped pumping and rested on her, Beom put his lips close to her ear and whispered, "Don't worry, baby girl, I got fixed years ago."
"Thank God," she sighed, now unpleasantly beginning to really feel his fat, sweaty body resting on her... well, at least his dick was still in her and it still felt thick.
Hearing a touch of her old haughty superiority in her voice, Beom Seok said, "Of course, if I and my semen are not good enough for you, I could just go get a bunch of those fans outside lined up to abuse your pussy one by one." Of course, he had no intention of sharing her, she was his slut... but she needed to understand just what a Master could do with his Slave if she misbehaved.
Mi Cha let out a cry, "No, don't! I don't want to fuck my fans, I don't!"
"Oh? Then who do you want to fuck?" he questioned, as Mi Cha felt his hot breath on her neck.
"I... I... just want to fuck you, Oppa," Mi Cha said, again using the term of endearment to this gross man with the fat dick.
"You want to be my princess plaything?" he said, kissing her neck.
"If you fuck me hard like this," she admitted, still enjoying the afterglow of the intense orgasm.
"Oh, this was a gentle fucking," he said, as he pulled out and watched his cum ooze out of her well-gaped pussy.
"Fuck," she weakly said, as the heavy body got off of her and she felt his and her cum ooze out of her.
He was proud at how easily she'd broken. Years of pent-up frustrations and excessive temptations had all lined up to make this exhilarating moment even more satisfying.
He slapped her ass and said, "I will be back tonight to give you dessert."
Mi Cha didn't respond as she lay there still feeling the cum leaking out of her. A minute later she heard her door open and close.
Five minutes after that, she was just drifting off when there was another knock at the door.
"Mi Cha, open up," Duri called out.
"We are not leaving until you do," Aera added.
"We need to make sure you are okay," Nabi said.
"Fuck," Mi Cha cursed, as she jumped off the bed, and found her robe. "Give me a second," she said, as she put the robe on. She walked to the door and all four band mates stormed in.
Duri looked around and said, "You are alone?"
"Yes," Mi Cha said.
"You sounded odd," Duri said, looking around the room and saw the egg on the floor. "What is this?"
Mi Cha could feel her cheeks burn.
"Were you...?" Duri asked and then stopped and sniffed the air... a massive grin appearing as she took in the unmistakeable scent of sex... though, she thought she smelled the musk of a man too, not just an overheated pussy.



"Yes, I didn't answer the door and sent you away because I was preoccupied," Mi Cha admitted.
"Ooooooooh," Duri said, with a sudden chuckle.
"Yeah," Mi Cha said, sounding as embarrassed as she actually was... though clearly for different reasons than she was leading her friends to believe.
"You were having a night in with the girls?" Nabi asked.
"Yeah."
"A night in with the girls?" Seo-yun asked confused.
"Damning the beaver," Duri added.
"Shucking the oyster," Nabi continued the wicked slang for masturbation.
"Rubbin' the Nubbin," Aera chipped in.
"What are you girls talking about?" Seo-yun questioned.
"I was masturbating when Duri was banging on my door," Mi Cha said.
"Ooooooooh," Seo-yun said.
"Well, it has been a while since you had a man," Duri said.
"Thanks for the reminder," Mi Cha said.
"Sorry, "Duri said.
"Now, if you all don't mind, I do need to take a nap," Mi Cha said.
"It won't be a long one," Duri said.
"Yeah, because of you, "Mi Cha smirked.
The girls left and Mi Cha shook her head and walked to the bed seeing a huge cum stain. "Shit, I hope no one noticed that," she said to herself before she lay down on the bed.
.....
Hours later, after a great dinner, a few drinks and a lot of laughs, including being teased relentlessly for surfing the slit, beating around the bush, hittin' the kitchen, Jilling off, abusing herself, buttering her muffin, and flying solo... just to name some of the many teases she endured throughout the night... Mi Cha left her girls, feeling more like her old, secure, confident self.
Blowing off steam with the girls was just what Mi Cha needed, but with the tension gone, by the time she got back to her room, she was exhausted. Even so, as she was getting out of her jeans there was a knock at the door and instantly, both her mouth watered and her pussy burned. Fuck, what was wrong with her?
She went to the door, looked through the peep hole and felt a wave of disappointment cascade through her as it was Duri.
She opened the door, just in her shirt and panties and Duri handed her her phone. "You left this downstairs."
"Oh, thanks," Mi Cha said.
"Now, I'll leave you to do some she bopping," Duri teased.
"Don't taint that perfect song," Mi Cha said.
"You do know it's about masturbation, right?"
"What? No!" Mi Cha gasped.
Duri sang, "Well, I see him every night in tight blue jeans, in the pages of Blueboy magazine. Hey, I've been thinking of a new sensation, I'm picking up good vibrations, she bop."
Mi Cha joined the second verse. "Do I wanna go out with a lion's roar? Yeah, I wanna go south and get me some more. Hey, they say that a stitch in time saves nine. They say I better stop or I'll go blind. She bop."
"Oh my God, you just tainted my youth," Mi Cha gasped, Cyndi Lauper's 1980's song, 'She Bop', one of her all- time favourites and while she wasn't even alive when the song came out, Cyndi was an icon in Korea and her songs had been some of the first Mi Cha had sung with her initial would-be girl groups.
"Well, I'll let your girls just go and have some fun," Duri said, walking to the door.
"Stop," Mi Cha laughed and jokingly covered her ears.
"I mean from time to time you may be she-bopping all through the night," the best friend teased, brilliantly combining three Lauper singles from her first epic album in one naughty sentence.
"Well, I know why she was so popular now," Mi Cha played along.
"Have fun," Duri said, closing the door.
Mi Cha shook her head and got ready for bed thinking she would indeed she bop herself.
She washed off her make-up and was just getting ready for bed when there was another knock at the door. Oddly, a little horny from all the masturbation talk, she kind of hoped it was her manager. She could use a night cap of cum. Then she shook her head at the thought that she wanted her grubby, fat manager to let her suck his cock or maybe fuck her again.
Mi Cha opened the door in her blue nightie and the manager walked right in and said, "Ready for dessert?"
"I had some cheesecake already," Mi Cha said, trying to hide any hint she hoped he was going to pull his dick out and either let her blow him or fuck him.
"I'll give you some cheesecake, bitch," he said, as he roughly pushed her to her knees.
Instantly, her pussy tingled, partly because of his aggressive persona and partly because she was a little drunker than she realized.
"You have been thinking of this cock since I dumped a load in your pussy, haven't you?" he asked, as he fished out his cock.
"No," she somewhat lied. While out with the girls she had forgotten completely her nasty submission to the ogre of management. Yet, when that first knock had happened, she'd instantly recalled his dominant treatment and the amazing orgasm he had given her.
"Don't lie to me," he said sternly as he slapped her face with his flaccid cock... which wasn't quite as effective as when it was hard.
"Look, I'm exhausted and pretty tipsy," she said, "why don't we wait until tomorrow?" Of course, even a soft cock slapping her face was causing the coils of submission to wrap around her once again and she added, "Or at least make it quick?" Then her mouth automatically opened as the lyrics from the Rolling Stones' classic, "Bitch", played in her head: I salivate like a Pavlov dog. The soft, fat prick pushed inside like some obscene gummy worm and then began hardening and growing. Mi Cha remembered this sensation of feeling it harden in her mouth from the first time he'd made her suck him and it had only become even more arousing... she felt such a sense of power even in her servitude. She took a moment to just feel it growing on her tongue.
"Yes, it has been a long day," he agreed, as he looked down at her, enjoying the beautiful visual of Mi Cha with his dick in her perfect, pretty lips. "And I know you agree with me on what will be its perfect ending. You, sucking my cock to sleep."
Mi Cha swirled her tongue around the slowly hardening dick, getting rid of all the salty sweat taste.
"Oh yeah, get it nice and hard for you," the manager moaned.
"Mmmmmmmmm," Mi Cha moaned as the cock hardened in her mouth... no matter how much she tried to deny it to herself, she loved sucking cock... any cock... and when she detached this dick from its owner, it was a very exhilarating and pussy-burning experience.
"Yeah, you love my fat cock, don't you?" he asked, loving hearing her moan just from sucking his cock... that was not something he was used to. Yes, he had blackmailed her to get her to be his cock sucker, but this time he had done little more than guide her to her knees.
"Yes, I love this cock," Mi Cha said, as she licked his shaft and rubbed her fingers over his cock head.
"Because you are my cum dump," he said.
"Yes, I'm your cum dump," she agreed, and then added as she cupped his hairy, saggy ball sac, "now give me this load."
"You will have to work for it," he said, before he watched her take his dick back in her mouth.
Mi Cha slowly rubbed his balls while the cock finished hardening in her mouth.
Once his full hardness registered, Mi Cha said with urgent lust, so horny from the alcohol and the big dick in her mouth, "Fuck me, I need you to fuck me."
Mi Cha stood up, walked over to the bed and bent over, offering up her perfectly shaped ass. "Manager, come pound your slut. Give me that cock."
Beom Seok was surprised by her lusty, desperate need to be fucked, pleasantly surprised. While he had planned just to get a blow job, there was no way he was going to pass up this offer. He got out of his pants and underwear and moved in behind her. "You really do want to be my cum dump."
"Yes, I want you to fuck my young pussy with that big old cock," Mi Cha said, as she moved her left hand between her legs and began rubbing her clit.
"Don't worry, I'm going to be fucking you all the time from now on," he said, as he slid his dick in her slippery pussy.
"Yeeeeeeeees!" she moaned loudly, as he filled her up. "I can't get enough of your dick."
"And I can't get enough of this slutty box," he said, as he began fucking her.
"Oh yes, fuck me, pound my young pussy with that Daddy dick," she moaned, suddenly the idea he was so much older a perverse turn-on.
The manager loved how quickly she had become a cock craving slut and gave her her wish, pounding hard enough to make slapping sounds between the fronts of his thighs and the backs of hers.
"Oh, shit, I can't get enough of your cock," she said again, her orgasm rising rapidly, after just a couple of dozen strokes.
"You want to come from getting fucked by your disgusting old manager?" he asked.
"Yes, I want to come from your big fat cock," she admitted.
"Then come ride me," he said, pulling out and rolling onto the bed.
Mi Cha didn't say a word as she quickly obeyed, straddling the old, fat man and lowering her fevered snatch on the hard dick. "Oooooh," she moaned, as she placed her hands on his fat belly and began riding his cock.
"Oh yeah, you look so hot riding my grandpa dick," he groaned, his daughter having made him a grandfather three years ago.
Mi Cha had met the grandfathers of her bandmates and was suddenly overwhelmed by an image of herself on her knees servicing the four old cocks... it was a horrible image. So horrible that she rode Manager's cock like she was breaking a bronco at the Calgary Stampede.
"And you love it," Beom said, registering how the girl had gone into hyper-drive on his stiff cock.
"Ooooooh," she moaned. If there was such a thing as a pre-orgasm climax, it was rolling through her right now.
"Say it, say it," he demanded.
"I love it, I love your big old cock in my pussy," Mi Cha declared, as she worked over the dick. In this position, she could really milk the fat cum udder and she wanted to feel another load in her pussy.
"And in your cock-sucking, cum dump mouth," he wickedly added.
"Oh fuck, I hate that I love when you talk so fucking filthy," she moaned, bucking her hips with lustful desperation.
"Then come on my cock, you KPOP cum dump," he ordered. "My Korean Rose plaything; my submissive sex slave; my mindless whore."
"Oh fuck, yes, more," Mi Cha moaned, the name calling bringing her to the brink of rapture. She hated that this turned her on; she fucking hated it; yet she loved it even more.
The manager watched the slut ride him, obviously so close to coming. "Ride me, slut, show your master how much a cum dump you are for wrinkly old dick. Come on my cock, my slutty singing star, while remembering that you are nothing more than a submissive slut for me."
"Oh yes, fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!" Mi Cha screamed, collapsing forward and onto the fat man.
"Oh yeah, such a slut," he said, his own balls close, but she suddenly was no longer riding him as she quaked on his big belly.
"I can't control myself," she weakly said, as she enjoyed the orgasm.
"Now, I need to come," he said, as he rolled her off of him.
"Where do you want to come?" Mi Cha asked, eager to feel that load in or on her.
"That pretty face," the manager said, and then snapped his fingers and pointed to his dick.
Mi Cha moved to it and took the pussy-coated cock in her mouth... enjoying the taste of herself on it.
"Oh yeah, you were born to be a fleshlight," he groaned, as she bobbed on his cock.
Mi Cha sucked that cock with reckless hunger, hoping to retrieve the creamy cum in her mouth or all over her face... like he had promised.
"Oh, fuck, suck it," the manager moaned. "Work for this load."
"Mmmmmmm," Mi Cha moaned, desperately wanting to extract her reward.
Getting close, he held her head firmly and face-fucked her roughly, for about a minute. The feeling of absolute power was enough to send him over the edge. Pulling her head back, he watched his dick spasm in the air, stroking his load all over Mi Cha's face and some directly into her open mouth.
In her lustful, obedient state, her inner sluttiness finally released completely, once the cum stopped spraying out of the fat cock head she automatically leaned back down to extract any last remnants of his salty, addicting cum.
"Oh yeah, my cum dump," he moaned, watching her nurse his dick. "That's a good little bitch."
When she finally backed off, she looked up at him and said, "Please, this must stay between us."
"That is the plan," he nodded, "as long as you continue to be a good girl."
"I'll be a perfect cock sucking and cock taking cum dump, Oppa," she said, flicking her tongue out again like a hungry kitten to capture a little cum that appeared at his cock slit.
"Then we understand each other," he said, as he rolled her onto her back and moved so his dick was again close to her face.
Staring down at her broken form, his lust temporarily sated, the manager felt a different emotion as memories of how he had been treated by Mi Cha came flowing back. Moments of coldness between them mixed with how ungrateful she had been for his hard work. He had been treated like dirt, but now the tables had turned.
Beom Seok had actually been generous and kind when he took the band on at their beginning, but when success had come, the girls, and especially Mi Cha, had acted as if it was the opposite, as if they were the ones being generous by letting him serve their needs and whims.
Well, now he had a whim he wanted to fulfill, and it would serve as a wicked humiliation to let her understand what she had done to him and what her new position with him truly was.
"You know, for years you have ignored me, used me and treated me like your servant," he said, his voice gruffer than the girl had ever heard.
Mi Cha looked up at his black expression, one that was so different from his usual lust. After the intense pleasure she had just provided him, she couldn't understand why he looked so hurt and angry. Until she took in his words and reflected back on how true they were.
"I'm sorry," she said, "I realize now I have been a selfish bitch." She put a hand gently on one plump thigh and dropped her eyes as she added, "You have been such a big part of why we are stars today and we, I, have pushed that aside. I am ashamed."
"As ashamed as you are for craving to serve as my cum dump?" he growled.
Mi Cha looked up at his scowling face, towering over her on his knees, dirty cock dangling just above her face... so dominant it made her pussy tingle anew. Yes, she was ashamed by her slutty behaviour, but it just made her hornier. But the shame she felt for treating him like a lowly servant rather than as the manager who'd put them in position to succeed sat like a lead ball in her belly.
"More," she said, again dropping her eyes. "I wish there was some way to apologize for my shameful behaviour, something I could do to make it up to you. Anything at all."
"Well, let's see how sincere you are about that," he said coldly as he was about to do something he had fantasized doing to a woman his entire life. "Now close your eyes and open your mouth."
Mi Cha obeyed, perplexed at the purpose since there was no way the old man could possibly reload anywhere close to this quickly.
Holding her mouth open wide, with her tongue draped over her lower lip, Mi Cha anticipated her new master would dip his soft cock into her mouth and make her suck as long as it took to get him hard. Instead, she felt a small amount of warm liquid washing across her tongue into her mouth. Was he spitting into her mouth? On reflex, her mouth closed, and her eyes opened.
"Eyes closed; mouth open!" he barked before she could focus on anything other than his big belly floating above her. Again, she did as she was told, trying to keep the liquid from spilling out. Then more was being added. It was warm and pungent and salty and filling her mouth. Just when she was certain it was going to simply overflow the sides of her mouth, the stream stopped and he said, "Swallow, bitch."
As she did, Mi Cha finally got it. He had pissed in her mouth! Her eyes flew open again.
"Show me," he sneered. She opened her mouth, showing she had swallowed every nasty drop of his piss, just as she had swallowed every drop of his cum, over and over... Savouring a flavour that could only be called delicious because it tasted like sex and domination. Oh, God, was that how his piss was going to register in her horny, submissive mind?
"You've been pissing on me for years," he hissed, "it's time for you to learn how that feels. For real."
Her eyes had finally been able to take in him holding his cock, aiming it at her, a bead of yellow at its tip from him cutting off his flow midstream. Then a thick stream of yellow liquid came spraying out onto her face, entering her mouth before she could close it and causing her to blink rapidly when the liquid hit her eyes. His words almost as harsh as the act he just made her perform.
When the stream cut off again, she squinted at him. "Anything at all," he said in a high, girlish voice, obviously mocking her. "I've been holding this back for a fucking while now. Enjoy your shower, bitch," he chuckled, letting loose again.
To Mi Cha the stream felt relentless, covering her face and dripping down across her chest, a moment's warmth quickly cooling and sending tremors through her body. Having no real alternative, she swallowed the bit that had gotten into her mouth, surprised that it didn't taste as horrible as she would have expected. The odour was worse and grew as he hosed her down. When would it stop?
As he continued, moving his aim from her pretty face to her tight body, the manager's face had a sadistic grin across it. He savoured the sight of this pampered bitch of a woman he had been lusting after all this time finally laying down for him with her legs spread open and a mixture of his cum and piss from crotch to crown. Making sure some again hit her directly on the lips, as well as nipples, Seok continued splashing his piss across her pristine body, tainting her with his perversion.
Finally his bladder was empty, and the manager shook the last few drops at the girl before getting off the bed and admiring the sight beneath him. Her hair was damp on the near side and piss covered her face and chest and dripped from everywhere onto the bed... good, let her explain that to the housekeeping staff, he thought with another jolt of malicious glee.
As he took in her delightfully debased position, he saw that she was looking at him with some of the same blaze he'd seen earlier when she was at the heights, or was it the depths, of her sexual depravity. His eyes ran down her body again, taking in nipples that seemed surprisingly hard, a small pool of urine in the concavity of her navel, and a hand in her crotch!
"That turned you on, didn't it, whore?" the Manager said.
"I don't know," she said, embarrassed to find she was touching her sex and bewildered by being used as a toilet... the strange taste of piss in her mouth.
"If you are horny, rub yourself," he ordered.
Mi Cha didn't know when her hand had moved of its own accord, but she knew why, her pussy was on fire. Humiliation far beyond even what he had done to her so far had set off yet another blaze in her loins... 'What was wrong with her?' she thought, even as her fingers spread her labia.
"Oh yes, show me how big a cum and piss slut you are," the manager ordered, his tone amused.
"Fuck, I hate that I can't control myself," Mi Cha moaned, as she began finger banging herself, even as the aftertaste of urine lingered in her mouth and she was literally soaked.
"And yet, you will do anything for your Oppa, won't you, my pretty, piss-covered cum dump," he said, as he watched her in the most humiliating situation she must ever have been in.
"Yes, fuck, I'll do anything for your cock and for you to treat me like a fucking cheap, cock-sucking, dick-taking and piss-soaking KPOP fuck toy," Mi Cha declared, humiliating and degrading herself, which led to her coming just seconds later. "Ooooooh fuuuuuuuck."



"Good girl," Manager Seok approved, as he went and got dressed, while Mi Cha trembled from the sweet orgasm that was ripping through her... not as intense as the two from that fat cock... but still better than any other self-induced she boppings.
"Thank you, Manager," she heard herself ridiculously reply, even as she was soaked by his piss.
"By the way, for tomorrow's meeting, I will have some special lingerie for you to wear underneath your outfit," he informed her.
"Tomorrow's meeting?"
"Yes, I have got you a meeting with Disney Asia to audition for the lead in an upcoming animated musical movie," he said with a grin. If Mi Cha got the part, not only would he have an even more famous cum dump, but he'd also have 14 percent of her higher income... talk about your win-wins.
"No way!" Mi Cha gasped, Disney being the ultimate dream.
"Yes, so from now on I will be helping choose your wardrobe, especially what is underneath, and I expect you to wear it without any whining," he said.
"Yes, Manager," she agreed with a slight bow, processing the amazing opportunity he had just gotten for her.
He then pulled out his phone and snapped a picture of the piss-coated, legs-spread, KPOP star.
"Don't," she said, closing her legs.
"Your body is mine to enjoy how I want," he said, but didn't push it further as he sauntered out.
Mi Cha rolled off the bed and looked at it. It was soaked. It reeked. How did she possibly allow this to happen? To be peed on. And why, why, why did she find it sexually stimulating? As she went into the shower to wash off the sin of her actions, she promised herself: No more. I can't let this keep happening, it is already out of control... but... but what about this Disney movie? If it's real...
Once out of the shower she put on a new nightie and pulled out the couch bed, which was nowhere near as comfortable... alas what other choice did she have? And what was she going to say when the hotel maid showed up tomorrow?
As Mi Cha lay on the couch bed, no longer remotely horny, she promised herself, no more. This had to stop. This couldn't go on. If it did, it was only a matter of time before the truth of her perverted relationship with her manager was revealed and her career was ruined. Yet, while she was adamant, she needed to stand up for herself, she also had to be careful. Sex aside, Manager had set up opportunities for her to go to the next level... an American tour... an honest-to-God Disney movie... and she didn't want to do anything to lose that.
Meanwhile, the Manager was looking forward to tomorrow. Tomorrow, he began playing Barbie with his real life KPOP doll.
......
The End of Part 1
Part 2: Becoming A Star
Mi Cha gets an audition for a new Disney movie, but she has to show more than her singing talents to get it.
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Turning Contest: A Muslim
Summary: A 42-year-old straight virgin is seduced and dominated.
All characters in sexual situations are 18 years of age and older.
Thanks to hfernandez1983 for the story idea suggestion.
Thanks to OhDave1 and Shuj for proofreading.
THE TURNING CONTEST is a week-long competition between five MILF best friends over who can turn more straight teens, college girls and women.
The prize: The winner gets a weekend with the other four women's 18-year-old daughters.
Although each story definitely stands on its own, this is the twenty-sixth seduction scene. Here is a quick refresher of what has happened so far.
1. Turning Contest: A Beautiful Blonde, in which seductress VERONICA STONE seduces a teen in her clothing store.
2. Turning Contest: A Cute Maid, in which reluctant seductress (she is more a submissive) and rich wife CAROL WHITE seduces and dominates her temporary maid.
3. Turning Contest: A Delicious Model, in which seductress and casting agent PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute 19-year-old model who is auditioning for a part in the new Matt Damon movie.
4. Turning Contest: A Desperate Asian, in which black professor CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a shy Japanese student in her office.
5. Turning Contest: A Dominated Thief, in which store owner VERONICA STONE molests an 18-year-old who tried to steal from her store.
6. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bday Girl, in which married seductress JASMINE JONES molests, seduces and fucks a 21-year-old birthday girl at a club.
7. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bride 2 Be, in which JASMINE JONES continues her night at the club by seducing a friend of the birthday girl as well as a bride-to-be at her bachelorette party.
8. Turning Contest: A Edible Waitress, in which CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a cute, big breasted, 18-year-old waitress at an open-all-night diner.
9. Turning Contest: A Fashionable Cutie, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute Victoria's Secret saleswoman in a change room.
10. Turning Contest: A Fateful Birthday, in which CAROL WHITE seduces a chubby girl at the beach and doubles down on a peeping Belle.
11. Turning Contest: A Former Student, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into a former student, goes back to her place and seduces her slyly.
12. Turning Contest: A Friend in Need, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces, somewhat by accident, her good friend who just caught her husband sucking cock in her kitchen.
13. Turning Contest: A Friend of Amy's, in which VERONICA STONE gets her third turn with a surprisingly quirky nerd with the assistance of her first seduction (turn 1: A Beautiful Blonde).
14. Turning Contest: A Girl Guide's Sis, in which JASMINE JONES seduces an 18-year-old selling cookies for her younger sister and who just happens to be her own daughter's cross-town rival.
15. Turning Contest: A Hit & Lick, in which CRYSTAL WATSON is hit from behind at a red light by a teen girl and uses the opportunity to get not one, but two turns seducing the nerdish driver and her Muslim friend.
16. Turning Contest: A Kinky Cuckquean, in which VERONICA STONE catches two teens having sex in one of her dressing rooms and uses it to blackmail them into submitting sexually to her.
17. Turning Contest: A Kismet Encounter, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into her daughter's grade three teacher in line at a coffee shop and brings her home for a sweet seduction.
18. Turning Contest: A Lick for a Raise, in which VERONICA STONE turns a good employee who may be trying to blackmail her, into a pussy licking and strap-on taking pet.
19. Turning Contest: A Lick Shop, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces and turns a mother and daughter individually at a fancy dress shop.
20. Turning Contest: A Lift, in which PORTIA JAMES picks up and turns an elderly woman stranded on the side of the road.
21. Turning Contest: A Maître D, in which PORTIA JAMES continues her hot streak seducing a young southern belle at a five-star restaurant.
22. Turning Contest: A Makeover, in which CRYSTAL WATSON with her daughter's help seduces a shy nerd using vegetables as an appetizer.
23. Turning Contest: A Mommy Fantasy, in which CAROL WHITE meets up with a young stranger to role-play a wicked Mommy lesbian fantasy.
24. Turning Contest: A Mormon Visit, in which VERONICA STONE gets a visit from a pair of Mormon girls who she challenges about their faith and seduces both of them.
25. Turning Contest: A Mother-In-Law, in which JASMINE JONES gets a call from her upset mother-in-law. One thing leads to another and she fucks her 65-year-old mother-in-law and invites her daughter over to join in a family threesome.
26. Turning Contest: A Movie Theatre, in which CAROL WHITE meets up with an earlier turn in the day, Tabitha, where she services the birthday girl again and seduces the teen's best friend for a wild threesome.
TURNING CONTEST: A MUSLIM
Helping her mother-in-law discover the joys of lesbian sex and revealing her family's twisted lesbian family history was well worth it and opened so many doors for them in the future. That said, it had slowed down Jasmine's opportunities for multiple turns tonight at this wedding. Usually, she would go to the ceremony to scope out potential targets. Alas, the day didn't work out that way.
Also, she liked to be there for the dinner and reception to get some background information and early recon that could help with turn choices.
Alas, she was arriving closer to ten and had almost no intel on the various possible turns that may exist. That said, Jasmine was always up for the challenge... her straight sixth sense is almost always able to find an unknowing turn.
As she sipped on her wine, she perused the place. There were a lot of attractive women of all ages here. So many potential targets she was annoyed she hadn't gone to the afternoon ceremony to at least get some early research done. At weddings, she was like a detective trying to find enough clues to establish a strong case that the woman she was targeting was straight and a possible turn.
She saw Tiffany, who clearly didn't like her, dancing with a handsome groomsman.
She saw the mother of the bride or groom, based on her attire, chatting with the DJ.
She saw a chubby older woman alone at a table.
She saw a pregnant woman with her hand on her back as she chatted with the bride Carrie who did indeed look beautiful in her white dress.
She saw a Muslim woman in a hijab also chatting with the bride and instantly realized she had never fucked a Muslim woman.
She saw Zelda at a table seemingly in a somewhat heated conversation with her assumed husband.
She saw a couple other possible targets but decided to focus on the pregnant woman, the mother of the bride and groom, both Tiffani and Zelda and she was really intrigued by the challenge of attempting to turn a Muslim woman.
Jasmine watched for another few minutes and a couple more songs before Tiffany stormed over to her. "What are you doing here?"
"Carrie invited me," Jasmine smiled warmly, thinking she would be a perfect turn.
"Just go."
"Why?"
"Because after you tricked her into doing such inappropriate things she ended up being used by five more women before I pulled her out of there," Tiffany explained.
"Well, that is what I call a good bachelorette party," Jasmine said, not at all fazed by the fiery hate coming from this pretty girl.
"She almost cancelled her wedding," Tiffany said exasperated.
"Well, obviously she didn't."
"She was absolutely humiliated," Tiffany said, shocked that this woman would show her face here.
"Did she please you?" Jasmine asked.
"What? God, no, I'm straight," Tiffany snapped.
"You just seem somewhat sexually frustrated," Jasmine countered, always one able to take the brunt of an angry woman, or spouse. Being in marketing, she always had to keep her cool even when things were not going well.
"Fuck you," Tiffany said, in a seething whisper.
"I have a hotel room on the top floor if you want me to fuck you," Jasmine wickedly countered. "It will change your life."
"Jesus," she said and stormed off to Carrie.
Jasmine watched her walk directly over to the bride. Tiffany pulled her best friend away to speak to her privately. While she was wondering if this could be problematic, she made her first turn target. She walked over to the large pretty Muslim woman who had just gone to the bar.
"Hello, I'm Jasmine."
"Hello, I'm Yanika."
Jasmine extended her hand and they shook hands. "Are you with the bride or the groom?"
"I know both, but I'm actually Carrie's boss."
"Oh, I see, what business do you work for?"
"I own Arabeque Design," Yanika said.
"No way," Jasmine said, this possible seduction having higher risk and reward suddenly. "Talk about serendipity."
"How so?"
"I work for Jones and Johnson," Jasmine said. "I'm actually the Jones of Jones and Johnson. We have a meeting with you for your new marketing campaign on Wednesday."
"Well, that is quite the coincidence," Yanika said, as she was looking to expand nationally and was meeting with a few different marketing companies this upcoming week.
"It is a small world," Jasmine agreed.
"I am looking forward to your presentation," Yanika said. "Your original proposal was quite comprehensive."
"I'm a stickler to detail," Jasmine said, as she ordered another glass of wine.
"It was the most detailed proposal of all the ones we received."
"Thank you," Jasmine smiled. "We strive to be the best."
"And I only want the best," Yanika said.
"Is this one of your designs?" Jasmine asked, looking at her unique patterned attire.
"It is."
"It is absolutely lovely," Jasmine said, admiring the vibrant colour and noticing she was actually wearing pantyhose with it.
"Thank you," she said.
"I don't want to intrude and if you are not interested I understand completely," Jasmine said, but requested, "Would you like to come to my hotel penthouse and chat in privacy?"
"The penthouse?" Yanika said, slightly impressed.
"Yes, I only believe in the best," Jasmine said, having booked the room yesterday after getting invited to the wedding. She hoped to use it for multiple turns, but even if she got one it would be worth it. Plus, she could write it off as part of her job, just one more perk of owning her own business.
"We have that in common," the large busted Muslim said.
"Well, if you would like to chat I'm in room 1901."
"I could use a little quiet time," Yanika said, this atrocious American music giving her a headache.
"Not enjoying this American classic?" Jasmine asked as YMCA blasted from the speakers.
"It all sounds the same to me."
"Come on," Jasmine said, leading her out of the large fancy banquet room and to the elevator.
"Okay."
Five minutes later they were in the large suite... one of two on the floor.
"This is very extravagant," Yanika said, admiring the beautiful artwork that adorned the walls and the exquisite chandelier that hung from the roof.
"Yes, I can't complain," Jasmine said, quite happy to get out of her heels. "Feel free to take your shoes off. My feet are killing me."
"Yea, I'm not used to standing around this much in heels," Yanika said, as she slipped out of her four-inch heels.
"Clearly a man-made invention," Jasmine joked.
"As are pantyhose," Yanika said.
"Yeah, that's why I only wear thigh highs," Jasmine said, planting a seed, lifting up her dress just enough to show off her nylon-clad lace tops.
"I have never worn those," Yanika said. "Actually, I never wore pantyhose until the past few years."
"I'm guessing nylons are not too practical from your original home," Jasmine said.
"I'm not sure I can even purchase them at a store in Qatar," she said as she walked to the couch holding her drink.
"I actually order all mine online from Europe," Jasmine said, as she saw a strange possible opening.
"Oh, really?"
"Yes," Jasmine explained, as she moved her left nylon-clad foot and leg and placed it on the sofa right beside her possible prey. "This may be unorthodox, but since we are both women who like elegant items, I thought you may want to feel this pure sheer silk."
"Why not?" Yanika replied, with a shrug. She moved her hand to the woman's leg and caressed the stocking. "Oh my, these feel way silkier and smoother than any I have purchased."
"They are from a company called Wolfords."
"They are absolutely exquisite," she said, a little mesmerized by the absolute softness of the stockings. She liked the best things and the fact she didn't have the best nylons actually annoyed her.
"I know," Jasmine said, "it's the only brand I wear."
"I will be having a chat with my assistant," Yanika said, her tone not even hiding her annoyance.
"I have to go to the ladies' room," Jasmine said, a wicked idea popping into her head and one that would enhance or end the seduction rather quickly. "If you want, feel free to grab my extra pair from my travel bag. I never leave home without a back-up pair."
"Really?" Yanika asked.
"Actually, I insist," Jasmine said. "Grab them and try them on. Sorry, but I really got to go to the washroom."
She left Yanika alone and went to the washroom. She actually did have to pee. She also knew that when the pretty woman went to grab the package of nylons she would also discover her strap-on harness and hoped that would open the large woman up to some fun.
Yanika got up and moved to the Louis Vuitton designer bag, respecting this woman's game, opened it and gasped. Curious, she grabbed the dick and pulled it out. "Oh my," she said, as she looked at the real authentic-looking white dick. Her entire life had only been men of her faith and she couldn't remember the last time she had sex. She did know it was over a year at the very least.
Jasmine peed as quickly as she could. She wanted to get back there and see the woman's reaction or if she even mentioned it.
Yanika wondered why this woman had such a contraption in her bag. While still holding it she found the brand-new package of Wolford's stockings. Like the ones Jasmine was wearing, they were hold-ups, at least that was what the package said. She also couldn't help but feel a tingle in her vagina. As crazy as it may seem she was technically a 42-year-old virgin. Yes, she had sucked some Muslim dick and also been sodomized many times, but she had never allowed a man or herself to touch her vagina. She knew it sounded absurd to most Americans to stay a virgin until marriage, but she had.
She was looking at the sizing, worried they may not fit when Jasmine walked out and gasped, "Oh my, I'm so sorry. I forgot that was in there."
"Hey, that's your business," Yanika responded, startled and yet trying to act casual... realizing the penis was still in her hand.
"No, what a terrible first impression," Jasmine said, going into full actress mode. She, of course, had been an actress in high school before becoming a professional dancer.
"No, I'm serious," Yanika shrugged. "It's no big deal."
"Well," Jasmine joked while planting more seeds, "I do have much bigger ones at home."
"Oh my."
"Sorry, probably way too much information for a first business meeting," Jasmine said, taking the package of nylons and opening them. Yet, she allowed the woman to continue to hold the dick.
"Perhaps a little," Yanika said, putting the penis on the table. "I do have to ask," the Muslim woman queried out of curiosity, "why do you have it in your purse?"
"The truth is a little embarrassing," Jasmine said.
"Well, I think we passed that when I discovered it."
"I suppose so," Jasmine nodded. "Get out of those pantyhose and I'll tell you."
"All right," Yanika said, moving her hand under her dress and rather quickly and smoothly tugging down her hosiery she never planned to wear again.
"So, if I can be completely honest," Jasmine began.
"I expect nothing less," Yanika said, as she got the pantyhose off of her left foot.
"I like seducing women," Jasmine bluntly answered.
"Really?" Yanika asked as she got out of the other half of her pantyhose.
"Yes, some people play sports, some play board games, well, my hobby is seducing and turning straight women," Jasmine answered, deciding there would be no beating around the bush with this turn. Just throw it out there and see if it sticks. She had a few other very good possible turns downstairs and didn't want to waste her time if this was going nowhere. Plus, she didn't want to seriously hinder the possibility of not getting this deal later in the week. While chatting she rolled up the first stocking.



"That is quite the hobby," Yanika said, glancing at the dick on the table. She couldn't explain it, but she was feeling very aroused at the moment. Something that had not happened in a couple of years at least when she met a successful businessman back when she was visiting her mother in Quater and ended up being absolutely anally destroyed by the powerful man. She hated that she loved the rough treatment and actually came that way without ever having her vagina touched.
"Yeah, it keeps me busy," Jasmine shrugged, as she handed her the first already rolled-up stocking.
As Yanika sat down and began to put the stocking on, Jasmine prepared the second one. Yanika asked, putting two and two together, "So did you plan to turn a woman at this wedding?"
"Or two or three," Jasmine smiled, watching this large pretty woman put on the expensive stocking.
"Oh my," Yanika said, oddly impressed by the brazenness of this white woman. "Who?"
"Well, if all cards are on the table I already seduced the bride yesterday at her bachelorette party," Jasmine revealed, as Yanika reached her hand out for the other stocking, stopping just above the knee.
Jasmine handed her the second stocking as Yanika gasped, truly surprised, "No, you did not."
"I did," Jasmine said with pride. "In fact, I took her right there in a bathroom and then left her there to apparently service a few more bar patrons."
"I was at that bachelorette party but left early," Yanika said, as she put the second stocking on.
"I got three turns in total that night, one before and one after Carrie," Jasmine just kept revealing secrets seeing that this intrigued the potential prey.
"I just can't believe it," Yanika said, as she got to just above her knee.
She stood up and Jasmine, risking this conversation coming to an end, but sensing it wouldn't, dropped to her knees and said, even as she put her hands on the stocking on the woman's right leg, "Let me help you with that."
"You don't have to do that," Yanika said but appreciated it as her big frame made pulling up the stockings a little bit of work. Her full-time assistant did help dress her most days.
"It's no problem," Jasmine said, not doing anything else but pulling the stockings up to the woman's thigh.
Once done, Jasmine stood back up.
"Thanks," Yanika said, still feeling a little aroused. Curiosity still getting the better of her she asked, "So who else is in your line of fire?"
"The pregnant woman, either of the wedding couple's mothers, a couple of the bridesmaids," Jasmine said. "Tiffany really hates me so she could be fun."
"Tiffany is a complete bitch," Yanika said, knowing her well.
"That explains her attitude," Jasmine said.
Suddenly, the light bulb went on inside Yanika's head like in those old cartoons, "Am I a target?"
Jasmine smiled warmly, moving her hand to the woman's arm and slowly caressing it, "If you want to be."
"I don't know what to say," Yanika said, feeling a warmth at the woman's touch. She was flattered; she was aroused; yet, this was not something she did.
"Have you ever been with a woman?" Jasmine asked, moving slightly closer.
"No."
"But at this moment you are thinking about it, aren't you?" Jasmine continued, her lips now just inches from Yanika's.
"I don't know," Yanika hesitantly answered, glancing at the dick on the table, her body giving her mixed feelings compared to her head.
Jasmine saw the glance and asked, "Do you want me to fuck you?"
"Oh my," Yanika replied, shocked by the bluntness she always respected from another person.
"It's obvious you need a good fucking," Jasmine pushed seeing that confused yet lustful look in her eyes that she saw in most women before the turn.
"I-I-I..." Yanika, who was always in control, stammered. She wasn't sure what to say. Her entire body was burning in a way it almost never had.
"Just relax," Jasmine said. "Let me give you the time of your life." She then moved her hand under the dress and rubbed the very wet pair of panties.
"Oooooh, don't," Yanika said, pushing the hand away.
This didn't happen to Jasmine much. She wasn't a rapist so she was going to respect the 'no', but she wasn't giving up yet either.
"You sure?" Jasmine asked. "The look in your eyes is screaming 'fuck me'.
"I've never been touched there before," Yanika blurted out.
"Where?" Jasmine asked, confused.
"No one has ever touched my vagina before," the Muslim clarified.
"You're a virgin?"
"Technically."
"Technically?" Jasmine asked, utterly confused.
"Well," Yanika said, but figuring the surreal situation had already been allowed to go this far, "I've only let men fuck my ass so I remain a virgin for marriage."
"Oh," Jasmine said, recalling reading an article about Christian girls who would have anal sex to keep their boyfriends and remain virgins. There was also a hilarious song called 'The Loophole' by Garfunkel & Oates with lyrics like, 'Thank you for giving me holes to choose from and since I'm not a godless whore. He'll have to come in the back door.'
"So, no one has ever eaten your pussy, fingered you or fuck you?" Jasmine asked, purposely being a little crude to keep this clearly horny woman in the mood. It was pretty obvious this turn was still possible.
"No, not even my own, fingers," Yanika admitted.
"Yanika," Jasmine said, actually feeling sorry for her. "Let me show you what real pleasure your beautiful body has."
"But...."
"No buts," Jasmine said and playfully added, "except maybe some butt play. This isn't a real cock so you would technically still be a virgin."
Yanika pondered this. After a lengthy pause she vaguely agreed, "I suppose."
"Let me show you how good a tongue can feel on your pussy," Jasmine purred.
"I don't know," Yanika repeated, her mind a muddled mess and her body burning with a lust she could no longer control. Yes, she had desires. Yes, she had urges. But she had always been able to control them. Yet, at this moment, a fire was engulfing her desire and she felt her control fading away.
"You do know," Jasmine said, taking the lead and gently guiding her to the sofa. "Just close your eyes and relax."
Yanika allowed herself to be guided to the sofa.
Yanika allowed the woman to part her legs, even getting a rush of adrenaline as Jasmine moved her hands up her newly put on silky stockings clad legs.
Yanika felt the woman move her head between her legs.
Jasmine, wanting to cross the line as soon as possible, didn't pull the panties down, but instead just tugged them to the side and leaned forward to lick the very hairy, extremely strong-scented pussy.
"Ooooooooh," Yanika moaned, as she felt a tongue part her vagina lips. She couldn't believe she was allowing this. She couldn't believe the immediate pleasure that coursed through her. She couldn't believe she was being turned.
"Mmmmmmm, you taste so good," Jasmine complimented, the strong scent really drawing her in and the delicious taste as almost all pussy do.
"I can't believe..." Yanika began to say but stopped mid-sentence. Instead, she kept her eyes closed and just allowed the rapidly growing pleasure rising inside her to take over.
"Just relax," Jasmine instructed as she knew that it wouldn't take long to get this woman off. She was excessively wet. She had never experienced this pleasure before.
"Oooookay," Yanika moaned, feeling an orgasm stirring inside of her in under a minute. Her anally achieved orgasms took an eternity, if she had them, but this was a whole other level of pleasure. Anal sex started with extreme pain and slowly faded over a lengthy fucking. This was instant pleasure compounded by pleasure at contact.
Jasmine didn't say anything else. She just focused on the task at tongue. Get this woman off and change her life. Hearing the increasing moans, she knew the big-bodied woman was close. She did her magical orgasm trick excited to be the first to insert her fingers in this virginal vagina and quickly find the g-spot.
"What are you dooooooooooing," Yanika moaned wildly, the insertion of surprise fingers in her vagina increasing the burning fire inside her to erupt like a wildfire. She couldn't believe the feelings inside her as this white woman did something magical inside her vagina and she was about to come.
Jasmine moved her lips to the big swollen clit and flicked it while simultaneously tapping the g-spot leading to a massive earthquake of pleasure for Yanika.
"Oooooooooh," Yanika moaned wildly as she squeezed her legs against the white woman as her orgasm hit and she quaked uncontrollably.
"Mmmmmmmmm," Jasmine purred. She pulled her fingers out and caught as much of the creamy cum as she could.
A minute later, Yanika opened her legs allowing Jasmine to move again. Jasmine stood up, got out of her dress, and grabbed the harness.
Yanika opened her eyes and saw this woman putting on that dick. She also felt wetness leaking out of her from the most intense pleasurable sexual experience she had ever had.
"You don't think you're fucking me with that?" Yanika asked, even as the trembles of aftershock after aftershock quaked through her big frame.
"I'm going to give you the fucking of your life," Jasmine confidently said. The turn was already accomplished, but she wanted to be the first to fuck her pussy. "Now get on your knees and show me that big ass."
Behind the serious businesswoman was a submissive side although she had never obeyed any woman who wasn't family. Yet, with no hesitation at all, she felt herself slowly reposition herself into the position instructed. She told herself it was because she did want to get the fucking of her life and not because she was being submissive to some white woman. Regardless, as Jasmine finished tightening the harness, Yanika was bent over on the sofa.... her hands on the top for balance.
"God, you have an amazing ass," Jasmine complimented, squeezing both large black cheeks.
"Thank you," Yanika said in a bit of a daze.
"Yeah, no wonder men want to fuck it," Jasmine commented, as she positioned her dick and quickly slid it deep in the virgin pussy.
"Oooooooh, I thought you were going to fuck myyyyy ass," Yanika moaned, the realization she was now losing her virginity to a woman.
"Remember, it's just a fake dick," Jasmine reminded the big-bodied beauty. As she began to fuck her, not taking her time at all, she reminded Yanika, "Your virginity is still intact."
"I guess sooooo," Yanika replied, as the pleasure of a dick in her pussy, fake or not, was a hundred times more exhilarating than a dick in her asshole.
"You like getting fucked?" Jasmine asked, a couple of dozen strokes later. She knew the answer, no woman could fake those moans and huffs; plus, no woman faked it with another woman.
"Oh yes, don't stop," Yanika huffed a mixture of a moan and a demand. The pleasure rising inside her kept the fire burning inside, one orgasm beginning to rise as the other faded.
"Tell me what you want," Jasmine ordered, pulling out and slapping the big ass.
"Shove that dick back in my virgin pussy and make me your slut," Yanika pleaded, annoyed to have the dick withdrawn from her pussy.
"You want it hard?" Jasmine asked, slamming back into her.
"Yes, pound me, fuck me, make me come all over your cock," Yanika wickedly said, her orgasm imminent. She had never had multiple orgasms and yet it seemed like that would be another first in a surprised night full of them.
Jasmine hammered the sexy woman hard, sweat beginning to form, but God she loved hearing this woman's moans and wicked huffs of desperate lust. She also enjoyed watching the big frame bounce all over the place.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me, use me like some cheap Muslim slut," Yanika moaned, her orgasm continuing to bubble just below the surface. For some reason, the fact she was being fucked by a white girl was adding to her kinky euphoria.
"You want to be a dirty fuck toy for white women?" Jasmine asked, the idea of sharing her with her friends suddenly really hot.
"Oh yes, make me your Muslim fuck toy," Yanika willingly agreed, euphoria consuming her.
"Come for me, my Muslim pet," Jasmine ordered, the fact she was still wearing the hijab added a wicked reminder of this interracial dominance. Sexually excited by this raw sex act, her own pussy burning from the excitement of an epic turn, "Come all over my white dick and become my lesbian plaything."
"Ohhh, fuuuuuck, yeeeeees," Yanika huffed and then erupted as back-to-back orgasms ripped through her.
"Good slut," Jasmine purred. She kept pumping her dick in the writhing slut for a good couple more minutes before she pulled out.
Jasmine quickly got out of the harness, walked around the sofa, placed one leg on the top of the couch, the perks of once being a professional dancer, and offered her pussy to the dazed woman.
Yanika's eyes went wide, but she had no time to process as Jasmine grabbed her head and guided it into her wetness. "Get eating, my cunt munching fuck toy."
This was another first and another crossing of a line, yet Yanika was way too far gone to do anything but obey as she extended her tongue and licked even as her body burned and leaked. Her eyes stayed wide at the shocking reality. Not only was she eating a pussy, a white woman's pussy, but she was absolutely engrossed by both the submissive taboo act and the unbelievable taste. So much so she actually let out a moan as she licked and the taste danced on her tongue.
"Yes, don't stop," Jasmine moaned, enjoying the ultimate rush of conquest as she held onto the back of the hijab reminding her of just how wicked this turn was.
Yanika licked the pussy with reckless eagerness as she just became engulfed in the submissive task.
Jasmine grinded as best as she could in her flexible position as her orgasm was about to burst. "Don't stop, my sexy slut. Don't stop until I come all over your pretty face."
Yanika kept licking obeying the woman's order, her pussy still burning even after her first ever multiple orgasms.
"Oh yes, fuck. Yes, eat my pussy. Yes, yes, fuuuuuck," Jasmine bellowed in the freedom of the huge room, baptizing this no-longer virgin in almost every possible way.
Yanika was surprised by the sudden gush of wetness, but she kept licking and licking until Jasmine finally moved her pussy away.
"So, do you plan to go back to the wedding and turn another?" Yanika asked.
"Likely."
"Will you fuck me again first?" Yanika asked.
"I think I can do that," Jasmine smiled, grabbing the strap-on. "I just have to do something quickly," she said, grabbing her phone and updating the score.
Score at 10:44 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 7
Portia: 7
Veronica: 7
Jasmine: 6
Carol: 5
Happy to be just one from tying the others and a slew of potential possibilities still out there, she put the harness back on as she admired the huge ass. She could fuck it all night.
The end
Up next: A Pizza Delivery where Crystal gets a surprise opportunity after she decides to call it a day.



        An EX-Cellent Summer

        A teacher bumps into a former student on a holiday and….

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/an-ex-cellent-summer

Title: An EX-Cellent Summer

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Romance

Description: A teacher bumps into a former student on a holiday and….

Tags: voyeuristic, teacher, kinky, love, romantic, coed, 19-year-old, student, romance, younger-older




Summary: A teacher bumps into a former student on a holiday and....
Note 1: This is a Summer 2025 Contest story, so please vote.
Note 2: Thanks to my editor, Small_Island, for taking what began as a quick stroke story and helping turn this into something much more authentic and, dare I say, romantic. Also thanks to OhDave1 and Shuj for editing.
An EX-Cellent Summer
Summer was finally here. It had been a very tough last couple of years and I needed to get away.
Two years, but still it seemed like my life had gone from within sight of perfect to pathetic in the blink of an eye. Or had it been pathetic much longer, only hiding behind a false veneer of success and happiness?
At twenty-two, I went straight from college to teaching English at a small, country high school that wasn't too picky about who it hired since not many young teachers wanted to live out in the middle of nowhere. But I relished the quiet because it gave me the time to finish editing the novel I'd written at university. I also found, to my surprise, that I enjoyed interacting with the students. Well, at least the ones who looked at books and language the way I did, which was sadly very few, most just doing the minimum to pass their 'boring but mandatory' English classes.
At twenty-three, the book was not only finished but also picked up by a publisher and released over the summer. By the time I returned to the classroom for my second year, I was a best-selling author. This not only raised my reputation as a teacher, it also gained me the attention of the hottest female teacher on staff, and before that school year ended, I was married.
We took a long honeymoon trip through East Asia during the summer break. Not having had money as a kid, I was pretty shocked by the expense of 5-star hotels and resorts, but my new bride was loving it, and the sudden influx of money from the book did look good, so I rolled with her wishes.
Some of that money was an advance on a second book that my publisher wanted sooner rather than later, and I had an idea I really wanted to write, so, at twenty-four, as my third year at the rural high school began, I spent my nights and weekends writing.
By the Christmas break, my wife convinced me I should take a hiatus from teaching so I could concentrate fully on the book. And oh, by the way, get us out of this backwater community. I agreed with both of her requests, and we were soon in a high-rise condo in Toronto, not far from my old university, which meant I did get to reconnect with some old friends who'd known me before my face was on a book jacket.
The time off actually worked, and I quickly wrapped up the second book, feeling it was substantially better than my first. My publisher put it out and the critics loved it. Unfortunately, not so much the readers, who didn't like the more serious, 'literary' tone. Since the readers showed their dislike by not buying the book, by the start of summer, as I turned twenty-five, my sophomore effort was already officially a flop.
My wife had loved the celebrity life that came with a hit novel (I really did not) and became peevish when the invites to 'cool' events quickly dried up. I noticed that the money was drying up too and felt I needed to get back to a normal life to make sure the bills were covered and hopefully get my mojo back (while licking the wounds of my disappointment), so I returned to teaching. Fortunately, my status as a published author meant we didn't have to go back to the sticks, as I was hired by a large, cosmopolitan Toronto high school and assigned Creative Writing and the AP classes, with just a few regular English classes.
As my twenty-fifth year, and fourth as a teacher, progressed, book two didn't rebound. Rather, it appeared to be dragging book one down with it and those royalties were dwindling. As was the romance in my life, my wife was not happy with not being able to continue living the lap of luxury lifestyle.
As I slogged through teaching kids so hooked on their phones and Instagram that they actively resented my insistence that they use full sentences, 'with punctuation and everything', in their writing, I tried to get going with my own. But the ideas I had for book three were all banal and cringy, and by my fifth year as a public-school teacher, at only age twenty-six, I was beginning to resign myself to being a one-hit wonder.
My wife, however, was not going to give up that easily. That's not to say that she tried to inspire me to pick up my pen again and keep writing. Instead, she found a new rising star to hitch her wagon to, and I caught her banging one of our neighbours, who was a tech start-up guy with some family money, after a condo Christmas party.
Three weeks later I received divorce papers. Worse, she blamed me because I wanted to be 'just a teacher' and lacked the ambition to live up to my talent (and keep her living in the style to which she wished to become accustomed). I was feeling so beaten down that I didn't even bother telling her that I thought her sole ambition to be a trophy wife rated well below cooking the fries at McDonald's, let alone being a teacher.
Unfortunately, despite neither of us fighting to stay together, society's antiquated rules to 'save the family' meant we had to go through several months of separation before the divorce would be final. Of course, that didn't keep her from immediately moving one floor up and two doors down to continue her affair with tech bro.
As for me, I couldn't afford to move until our normal lease was up the summer after I turned twenty-seven, at which point I was ready to drink Drano from running into them canoodling in the lobby or elevator. I finally moved into a smaller, decidedly crappier flat, which only made me even less inclined to invite a new love interest over. Instead, I wallowed in my feelings of failure, both literary and marital.
And now, here we were at the end of my sixth year as a teacher and just turned twenty-eight. I was still on page one of book three and so still a failed writer, while ironically, my now ex-wife was marching steadily toward her goal of being a wealthy trophy wife as she was getting married this summer to tech bro who was now a tech millionaire since his app went big.
Yeah, my twenties had definitely been one wild ride.
Over the past 18 months I had really struggled.
I struggled with a failed marriage and a failed book.
I struggled with the idea that I was not good enough, as an author or husband.
I struggled with the thought that I wasn't man enough to hold onto my beauty regardless of career setbacks... even though my friends called her a bitch... a gold digger.
I struggled with the concept of moving on and especially of getting back out there (which everybody said I had to do).
I did my best to keep this out of my work life, but by the time June rolled around, I was tired of hiding my internal pain from my students. It had been almost two years of chaos. The bitch was engaged before we even signed the divorce papers, and a wedding date for August was announced before the ink was even dry when the court finally stamped them.
Now I needed to get away, just get the fuck out of Dodge. Fortunately, the one bright spot in my divorce was that the judge had ruled that since my first book was already a best-seller before we married, I did not have to share any future royalties with the gold-digger. As for the second book, there currently weren't any royalties and she agreed to sign away any claim on future earnings if I agreed to allow her to keep the platinum and diamond necklace I'd bought her when we expected book two to be another hit.
This meant that I had been able to bank my last few royalty checks and could afford to hit the road... even if it would be on my own. I booked two weeks in The Bahamas, to be followed by two weeks in Italy... both places that my ex had on her bucket list... hey, I think I was entitled to a little pettiness after I saw their wedding announcement.
However, unlike my wife, or now my ex-wife, who liked every second of every day planned to the most minuscule detail, I made no plans, not a fucking one. Well, minus the obvious ones of booking flights and hotels.
Every other detail I left for fate to decide and as I would soon discover, fate had quite the plan for me.
I had been in The Bahamas for three days, enjoying the hot weather and beautiful, crystal blue waters I'd been expecting, but also the culture and cuisine that I had not known about ahead of time, when yet another pleasant surprise popped up.
"Mr. Marshall, is that you?" a female voice asked, as I sat on the beach enjoying another perfect day and reading a book.
I looked up to see Hannah Wallace standing before me in a bikini. Hannah was one of my strongest students a couple of years ago. So strong, in fact, she got into Harvard... a rarity for a Canadian kid.
"Well, Ms. Wallace, what a pleasant surprise to bump into you," I greeted, having always called my students by their last names. Some of my colleagues hated it, some didn't care, but my students loved it. It put us on equal footing. I shouldn't get respect just because I'm older and a teacher, no, I should earn it like anybody else.
"Wow, how crazy is it that we would both be here?" she asked, as I stood up and she hugged me. This should have been innocent; she'd also hugged me on her graduation day, but of course, she wasn't wearing a bikini then and it hadn't been almost two years since I'd held a woman this close.
"Pretty crazy indeed," I laughed, the odds of bumping into anyone I knew here, let alone a former student, had to be astronomical.
I was also taken a little aback by her appearance. In high school she'd worn baggy sweaters and long skirts. She'd had dorky glasses and usually wore her hair in a ponytail, pigtails, or up in a spinster's bun; I didn't think I'd ever seen it hanging loose before. Yet right now, I was discovering she had a very nice body, with firm breasts, lightly tanned legs and with her hair down, she was very pretty.
"Are you here alone?" she asked, seeing there were empty seats on both sides of me.
"Yeah," I nodded, "I just needed to get away for the summer."
"I imagine ten months of teenagers would wear out anyone," she said.
"They can be a handful," I agreed. "Present company excepted, of course."
Her subsequent grin showed the braces had come off and left her with a lovely smile that added to her change from gangly teenager to comely young woman.
Quickly putting that odd thought away, I said, "What about you? Are you here with your family?"
She gave me another pretty smile. "No, I'm here with two of my Harvard friends," she said, pointing over to where two other young women were standing and watching us. "It's my first real grown-up vacation."
"That's great," I smiled back, "it's nice to just hang with friends."
"Yeah, it really has been," she agreed, and I couldn't help it, but it seemed like she was checking me out. I was shirtless and physically, if not emotionally, I was in the best shape of my life, having used going to the gym as my personal therapy. I mean, I was always in pretty good shape, especially in college, but the book tour and writing life had given me the start of a belly... that was all gone now.
"How long are you here for?" I asked.
"Eight more days," she said.
"Enjoying it so far?" I asked, enjoying the conversation, while trying not to admire her body. For one, she was an ex-student. For two, she was likely only nineteen.
"It's been pretty good," she said, and then added, "but it just got better."
"Oh?" I asked. Her tone had dropped, as with flirtation, but that seemed unlikely since I was almost a decade older than her. Yet, her voice and her look at my chest area seemed pretty obvious.
"Hey, would you like to meet up for dinner, Mr. Marshall?" she asked. "So, we can catch up?"
"First, call me Stan. Mr. Marshall makes me feel pretty old, especially outside of school," I said.
"You know, some kids thought it was kind of dorky when you called us by our last names, but I always thought it was cool... it made me feel like you took us seriously."
"And some of you I did," I replied, immediately mentally smacking myself for such a blatant come-on line... although it was actually true.
She blushed adorably and then said, "And what's second?"
It took me half a second to catch up and remember how I'd started things. "Ah, second, I'd love to catch up with you," I said. Again it sounded like a line, but again it was true. She was my only former student who had gone on to Harvard, after all. And truth be told, while I didn't mind traveling alone, I was finding the reality of eating every meal alone a little depressing. It was a constant reminder I was single. Divorced.
"Great," Hannah said, smiling warmly. "What about eight?"
"That would be great," I parroted, still trying not to ogle this young woman's amazing body. She's an ex-student, I reminded myself. She's an Ex-student. She is an EX - student. I suddenly realized the voice in my head had changed as the EX part got greater emphasis. The dick rising in my shorts told me who was speaking in my mind now.
"I can't wait," she said.
"Me either," I said, happy to have someone to eat supper with and honestly interested in catching up; it would be good to hear from one of my few 'success story' students.
"How about the Walsh?" she asked.
"Sure," I said. "I haven't been there yet."
"Great," she said, hugging me again, longer and tighter than before. This time my dick flinched accidentally against her leg. She backed away, smiled, and said, ever so quickly looking down to my crotch area, "I'll see you soon."
She then turned and walked back to her friends, and I discovered her rear end was as amazing as her front. I stared perhaps a little longer than I should... long enough that I was still admiring her young, ripe body when she turned around to give me one last look.
Caught, I just gave a wave before I sat back down.
While I couldn't be one hundred percent sure, her tone, her smile when she obviously felt my dick twitch against her leg, and her looking back all hinted that she was seeing me as more than just her ex-teacher. While I was finally seeing her not as one of my high school students.
....
I wore a nice, short-sleeved dress shirt and shorts; it was still a hundred degrees at seven-thirty... July is not the best month to visit The Bahamas, but hey, that's when I was free. I wanted to look professional-ish, I wanted to look good, and I also wanted to be comfortable. I didn't think this was a date, but I wasn't a hundred percent sure it wasn't a date.
I arrived fifteen minutes early, perhaps the one good trait my now ex-wife gave me. She hated being late and over time I'd come to hate being late too.
I ordered a drink and waited. Hannah walked in a couple of minutes later, though also still early, and I got up and gave her a hug, being sure to keep from rubbing my crotch against her. She was wearing a flower dress, looking radiant and absolutely beautiful.
"You look lovely," I complimented, unsure if this was appropriate to an ex-student, but it was true and what I would always say when a woman dressed up to meet me.
"You look very handsome too," she said.
"I actually wasn't sure what to wear," I said, then wondered why I said it. I guess I was still having trouble adjusting to wearing shorts on a dinner date - not really a thing you'd do in Toronto.
"Well, you did well," she smiled, as I pulled out her chair for her.
"Wow, no one has ever done that for me," she said, genuinely surprised by the basic act of being a gentleman.
I allowed her to sit down before I moved back to my chair and took my seat.
The waitress brought us menus and took her drink order, something she couldn't do in Toronto or in Boston, both having the drinking age of 21, but here it was only eighteen.
Once alone, I asked, "So, how was the first year of Harvard?"
"Great," she said, her smile warm. "It is so much better than high school."
"I think I told you college would be," I replied, having often told my students that life always got better after high school.
"Yeah, it's nice going someplace where everyone wants to learn," she said.
"That would be nice," I said half-mockingly. Since English is a subject every student needs to graduate, I always have full classes, but shockingly, not all those students love Shakespeare, poetry or reading in general. Yes, my creative writing and advanced placement classes would draw the brighter students like Hannah, who I had in her junior and senior years, but the rest of the classes could make you sad for humanity.
"I don't know how you do it," she said.
"Rum, lots and lots of rum," I joked, picking my glass up and taking a drink.
"Well, that explains it," she laughed.
"But really, changing lives is why I do it," I said, with a smirk.
"You do change lives," she said. "You had a major impact on me."
"I appreciate that," I said.
"I'm serious," she said. "You prepared me for college."
"Oh, you were pretty good before you got to my class," I pointed out.
"Well, that's true," she conceded with a grin. "But seriously, you helped us see that there might really be a place for our writing in the real world and how to make it work out there."
"Well, I'm always happy the rare time a student actually learns in my class," I joked. Then added, not so amusedly, "It doesn't always happen that way."
"Yeah, that I believe," she nodded, "one of the many reasons I hated high school."
"I assumed you enjoyed high school," I said. "Or am I misremembering that you usually seemed pretty happy in class?"
The corner of her mouth went up a little. "In your class? Yes." Then the smile was gone. "But everywhere else? God no. For one thing, the boys really were boys, immature, thoughtless and grabby. And while college has been better, it's all made me realize I want a man." The waitress arrived just then with her drink, but she kept looking right into my eyes. I fought to keep from gulping... her tone was hard not to take as a not-so-subtle hint.
The topic changed to me. "So, how was the last year of changing young adults' lives?" she asked, her tone showing she knew my job was often futile.
"Still changing one life at a time," I smiled. "At least, I think I got one this year."
Our appetizer arrived and we quietly ate for a minute before she asked, "I don't mean to be personal, but I see the wedding ring is gone. Are you divorced?"
"I am," I nodded, having still been wearing my wedding ring when she was in my class.
"Sorry to hear that," she said tenderly.
"Well, it's been a challenging time," I admitted, not really having talked about this much at all with anyone.
"Do you mind my asking what happened?" she asked. "I mean, all the girls at school thought you were quite the catch, so it's surprising to hear someone let you go."
"Did they?" I asked, genuinely surprised... if she wasn't just trying to make me feel better.
"A famous writer, smart, funny and good looking," she listed off.
"Well, my wife didn't think that was enough," I said. Then, for some reason feeling comfortable talking to her, I revealed, "She cheated on me when I returned to teaching."
"What? Why?" Hannah asked, her turn to be genuinely surprised.
"She said I lacked ambition," I said.
"Because you decided to stay grounded in the real world so your writing would remain real?"
"Because I hid in boring safety when I lost faith in my writing," I answered, finally speaking out loud a truth that had been digging at me. I remembered how thoughtful and insightful Hannah had been as a plain, awkward student and finding she was still that way even after changing from bookworm into butterfly had me opening myself up to her.



"Because your second book didn't end up a best seller?"
"Yep."
"That's ridiculous," she said. "Well, actually it's sad you lost your faith, but it's shallow and mean that she lost hers."
"Yeah, but it's for the best," I said, and while I didn't think that originally, I did now. I wanted someone who loved me for me, not for my fleeting success. "And I think I'm finally beginning to move forward."
"You deserve someone who loves you unconditionally," she said warmly.
"That's what my friends say," I said, having heard that so many times the past two years.
"Have you dated anyone since the divorce?" she asked.
"No, I'm not sure I'm ready," I said.
"Well, you are a good-looking, compassionate and funny man," she said, repeating earlier traits of mine she liked. "I'm sure a better woman is out there for you."
"I wouldn't even know how to start," I said. I had looked online, but after simply perusing the sites, I was like, there was no way I could do that.
"By going on dates?" she asked with a sardonic smile.
"Yeah, I guess that would be a start," I laughed in return. "Actually, this is the closest thing I've had to a date in two years." I then regretted saying that. I didn't want to imply I thought this was a date.
"Well, I'm flattered," she smiled warmly. "So, were you separated when I was in your class?'
"Partway through it," I nodded.
"You hid your sadness well," she said.
"It wasn't easy, but my students don't need to be impacted by my baggage," I explained.
"I wish I had known," she said, although I wasn't sure what she meant by that as the food arrived.
After we started eating and ordering a second drink, the conversation shifted to plans for the rest of the time here and beyond. I told her about going to Italy for two weeks after my time in the Bahamas.
She and her friends were going snorkeling the next day and she asked if I would like to go. I resisted for a good few minutes, but she continued insisting and I gave in.
We finished eating, then had dessert, which we shared as if we were a couple, before we headed out. "I'm meeting the girls for a drink in twenty minutes," she said, though she didn't sound all that interested. But I needed to keep things under control.
"And I'm going back to the hotel," I said. "It's funny how tired you can be after a day of doing nothing but lying in the sun, drinking rum, and catching up with a success story from your past."
"Well, I had a great time," she said, looking at me with a look that was shy and nervous, but also with a subtleness to it.
"Me too," I said, thinking that if she wasn't an ex-student and ten-ish years younger than me, I would have likely used this opening to lean in for a kiss. "It was nice to have someone to have dinner with."
"Well then, we'll do it again tomorrow too," she said, leaning in and kissing me on the cheek and then turning and walking away.
"Uh, sure," I replied, as I watched her from behind.
She turned back a moment later, stopped, smiled and waved, before heading on her way.
I couldn't completely read her intentions. Part of me screamed, 'She is into you, dumbass,' while another part of me countered, 'She is nineteen, she is an ex-student, and she is completely off limits'. But yet another, hornier side of me said, 'What happens on vacation stays on vacation'. Plus, the reality was, she was an adult and if something was to happen there really should be nothing wrong with that.
I sighed to myself and my many inner thoughts as I walked back to my room.
....
The morning and early afternoon were excruciating while being equally exhilarating.
Exhilarating because all three girls in bikinis were the ultimate temptation. Excruciating for the exact same reason.
I still couldn't believe how beautiful Hannah was, especially in her bikini, tinier than yesterday's, that showcased every aspect of her body. Her breasts, her ass, her legs, were so perfect, it was hard not to stare. Her two friends were equally attractive and showed an equal amount of skin, yet there was something really special about Hannah. Her sweet demeanour, her intelligence and her beauty were the perfect package.
It was a cloudless day, with a brilliantly blue sky and even bluer water. This really was a perfect location. God really could create perfect landscapes in every possible way.
I still couldn't tell for sure, but I really sensed she was interested in me. There was no blunt statement, no open declaration, just lots of subtle cues. Her hand on my back, squeezing my hand, looking at me with a private smile.
That said, I wouldn't even know what to do. How to start? What to say? She was an adult now and no longer a student. Yes, nine years was a pretty big age gap but it wasn't illegal or anything. And strictly speaking, it wasn't professionally wrong. But in today's intrusive and judgemental world, I could easily imagine someone labeling me a groomer even though I'd never even remotely considered doing anything with a student since starting my career as an educator.
But I had to admit that I might be hard pressed to restrain myself if I were a college professor rather than a high school teacher and had Hannah and her friends in my class now. While I was on the boat for Hannah, all three college coeds wore revealing two-piece bikinis and my rapture over the beauty of the nature around me had as much or more to do with the three delicious-looking young women as with the sea and sky.
Mia was a full-bodied, pretty redhead with amazing big breasts and a round ass that just begged to be squeezed.
Zara was as petite as they come, a stereotypical blonde pixie in a ponytail with small tits, tight ass and an amazing tanned body.
Hannah, meanwhile, was caught in the middle of the two other women. She had firm breasts that were not too big and not too small. A great ass and amazing legs, although she had tan lines that showed she hadn't been wearing a bikini this revealing for the last few days.
As we were returning to the shore after a great day on the water, I sat on one of the side benches drinking a soda and watching the three girls taking selfies at the front of the boat. Then Zara broke away and came back to sit beside me. "So, what do you think of Hannah?" she asked.
A blunt question with obvious intent. Yet, I wasn't sure how to answer. I gave a conservative response. "I think she is a sweetheart."
"I meant, do you want to tap that?" Zara asked. Apparently, the first question that I'd thought was blunt, really wasn't.
My eyes went wide. "Tap that?"
"She didn't ask me to come over here and ask you, by the way," the blonde continued, "but I know she is interested in you and I can tell you like her."
"She's a student," I pointed out, not actually answering the question. The funny thing was, I had pretty much already told myself I wasn't going to allow her being an ex-student to prevent me from exploring something if there was something to be explored, and yet, here I was, automatically stonewalling.
"She's a student at Harvard University, not at Toronto Central High and she's an adult now."
"Yeah," I sighed, "I know.
"So, do you like her?" she asked.
"She is a lot younger than me," I pointed out, still trying to avoid answering the question... even though I did like her and was thrilled to hear Zara say that Hannah was interested in me. I suddenly felt like I was the high school student, maybe even junior high... should I give Zara a note to pass to Hannah?
"Age is just a number, plus she is a lot more mature than most nineteen-year-olds," she continued... confirming my assumption she was nineteen.
"I suppose that is true," I agreed, as I glanced over to take a look at Hannah and saw she was looking at me. She smiled, which made my heart warm.
"She really, really likes you," Zara said, as I continued looking at Hannah.
"She does?" I asked, a little surprised by this and yet not really, based on how she was looking at me at this very second.
"Isn't it obvious?" she asked.
"It's been a while since I was in this situation," I admitted.
"The question is, are you interested in her?" Zara said, as Hannah walked towards us.
"That is a question I am currently asking myself," I answered.
"Just don't let age or the fact that she was once your student be a deciding factor," Zara got in just before Hannah reached us.
"And what are you two talking about?" Hannah asked, smiling warmly, as she placed her hands on her hips in what was an undeniably sexy pose... whether she meant it to be or not.
"I'm propping you up," Zara answered.
"Propping me up?" Hannah questioned.
"I'm a great wing woman," Zara clarified, as she gave my leg a squeeze, stood up and smiled, "And now, having broken the ice, I'll let you two get to know each other better."
"Thanks for the talk," I said.
"Any time," she smiled warmly.
Hannah sat down and asked, "So, what did you two talk about?"
"You," I answered, figuring there was no point lying to her.
"Me?" she asked, both with a little innocence, and with a little not-surprised tone.
"I think you know exactly what we were talking about," I smiled.
"Did her sales pitch work?" Hannah asked, as she placed her hand on my knee almost exactly where Zara had placed hers.
"Well, I was admiring the merchandise," I replied, trying to play along with her question but instantly regretting it because it sounded so ick. "Sorry, that sounded like I was some creepy old man."
"I liked it," she purred with the intent so much clearer. "I have been admiring some choice merchandise myself."
"You have?" I asked, even though I had noticed her on multiple occasions looking my way. Yet still it was crazy this young student, this once nerd and now full-blown hottie, was hitting on me.
"Stan," she began as she moved her hand ever so slowly up my leg, "I have had a crush on you since high school."
"You have?" I repeated dumbly, unable to hide my surprise.
Her eyes dropped and the colour rose in her cheeks as she said, "Well, it was a crush in my junior year, but by the time I was a senior..."
"Yes?" I said softly, really, really wanting to hear this.
"I used to go home and masturbate imagining you bending me over your desk and...." She paused as she moved closer to me, her hot breath on my ear.
"And what?" I choked out, not used to being the one being hit on and surprised to have this sweet girl speaking so blatantly.
She moved her hand to my dick and gave it a squeeze as she answered, "And taking my virginity with this big dick."
"Oooooh," I groaned, shocked by her aggressive response.
"While you can't take my virginity anymore," she continued, her hand remaining on my very hard dick, "I still fantasize about you."
She then kissed me.
I didn't hesitate as I kissed her back.
Immediately, we were making out, and I felt like a horny teenager again.
It was only a couple of minutes before we were interrupted, but enough to get the adrenaline coursing through me, her hand hadn't left my dick the entire time either.
"Sorry, you two, but we are docking pretty soon," Zara said.
"I want to be docked very soon," Hannah said, looking lustfully into my eyes with the most wicked sentence of blunt innuendo a man could ever hear.
"Are you going to dock inside her, Stan?" Zara asked, these two so naughty which was so hot.
My eyes didn't leave Hannah's when I asked, "Want to come back with me to my room once we get on land?"
"Yes," she answered and resumed kissing me.
We continued making out like horny teenagers for a couple more minutes until Zara announced, "Land ho."
Hannah stood up, took my hand and said with flushed cheeks and a lustful tone, "Let's go."
"All right," I replied, as we headed off the boat with just a quick wave to her grinning friends.
"You better thank us later for allowing your man to come on our girls' trip," Zara called out.
"I'll thank you now," Hannah called back as we kept walking, her hand in mine feeling so natural.
Five minutes later we were in my room, and she pushed me against the wall and kissed me passionately. I returned the kiss and moved my hands to her tight ass.
Her hands went to the drawstring of my swimsuit and quickly had it untied. Then she broke the kiss with a wicked grin on her face and started pulling down on my waistband, with the clear intention of dropping to her knees to skin off my suit. While this was an absolute wet dream come true, I knew from past experience that sunscreen, sand and salt water on the tongue could quickly ruin the dream.
I caught her wrists and put my lips against hers again. "Let's take this to the shower," I said.
For a flash she looked confused, then her eyes sparkled again. "Probably a good idea, let's do that."
Once in the bathroom, I reached in and turned on the shower and as soon as I turned back around, she knelt down before me and said, "I have been wondering about this for three years." Then, with one quick yank she got her answer as my very hard, very close to seven inches (of course I'd measured, haven't we all?), popped up, almost hitting her in the chin.
"Shit, this is what you were packing?" she said, sounding very impressed, as I stripped off my t-shirt and tossed it away along with my last doubt that this was really happening.
"I'm happy you like it," I said. Still not wanting her to start off with the taste of ocean-flavoured dick, I pulled her up and said, "Now, let's see what's under this."
As I reached behind to tug her bikini-top strings, she confirmed what I'd thought about it being a new suit. "I've never worn anything so slutty," she said with some embarrassment. "Zara and Mia said I had to make you start thinking of me as a grown woman instead of a high school girl."
"Well, you have had me hard all day," I admitted, as I freed her perky tits.
"I thought I saw you adjust yourself on more than one occasion," she smiled, as she kissed me. "I just hoped it was because of me and not my hot friends."
Knowing she must have seen me also leering at her friends, I didn't bother trying to deny it. "You are the hottest of a hot group and deserve the lioness's share of the credit, or the blame, for any wardrobe adjustments on my part," I assured, as I reached down and tugged the bottom bikini string.
"They've been helping me push my sexual limits in other ways as well," she said as her bikini bottom dropped to the floor.
I wondered just what her last sentence referred to, but when I glanced down and saw that her ripe, young pussy was completely shaven, I thought I might have one possible answer.
"Well, you are definitely a grown woman," I admired.
"And you are all man," she said, reaching over and stroking my cock as she kissed me again.
"Let's get cleaned up," I said, leading her into the shower.
"And then let's get really dirty," she wickedly said, making my hard dick twitch.
"Very grown up... and naughty," I said, pulling her into a kiss under the spray of hot water.
After a minute of making out, she reached for some soap and said, "Let me clean you up."
I had to put my hands against the shower wall to stay upright as she moved the soap up and down my body, simultaneously lathering, scrubbing and massaging my chest, neck and back. When she washed my ass, she not only gave my cheeks a firm groping, she shamelessly rubbed her soapy fingers across my anus, drawing a choked, "Oh boy," out of me.
Then she was moving around to my front and dropping to her knees. "Time for the most important part," she said as her hands moved to an erection that might finally have crossed that magic seven-inch threshold. I simply groaned.
She stroked my dick with the sudsy soap, playfully twisting her hands back and forth as though wringing out a washcloth. Then she massaged my balls and snuck in another soapy rub of my taint and starfish.
When her hands finally moved down to begin washing my legs, I noticed her motions were getting a lot more haphazard, as if she was losing her focus on her task. Her voice also sounded as strained as mine when she suddenly said, "Hand me the shower head."
I did and she rinsed off all the soap in the crotch area, handed me back the shower head and then said, "I can't wait any longer."
And before I knew it, Hannah had my dick in her mouth.
"Oh shit," I groaned, again relying on the wall to keep me up, leaning back against it this time as it struck me how long it had been, my ex-wife having quit giving blow jobs pretty much within weeks after we said our 'I do's'. I learned over time she used sex as a means to an end and once she had what she wanted she quit doing what she clearly considered a chore rather than a thrill.
Hannah's warm mouth felt unbelievable and her eagerness as she bobbed was a major turn-on.
"Mmmmmm, such a great dick," Hannah said, looking up at me after a few deep throat bobs, as she stroked the hard shaft.
It had been so long since anyone had complimented or sucked my dick, even longer since it had been done sincerely, and I found myself enjoying the perverse compliment. Yet, I simply said, "That feels amazing," as I was looking down at her and she was looking up at me... God she had beautiful eyes.
"Oh, I am just getting started," she smiled, before resuming bobbing on my dick with impressive smoothness. Oh, God, not only was this the first blow job I'd had in a long time; it might very well be the best I'd ever had. Hannah's enthusiasm and apparent happiness at making love to my cock with her mouth would have made an average blow job seem incredible, and this young coed was anything but average.
Unfortunately, this eagerness, this lustful passion, was also very effective at making me about to erupt after just a couple of minutes. I warned, as I felt my orgasm rising rather rapidly, "I don't think I'm going to last much longer if you keep on like that."
She pulled back and said, as she stroked my dick, "I want you to come in my mouth," before she immediately devoured my dick again and worked my cock over with her magic mouth.
"Oh shit, yes, Hannah, don't stop, oh God, here it comes," I babbled over thirty seconds of utter ecstasy before I shot my load in her mouth. She didn't miss a beat as she swallowed every drop of my cum.
Once she had extracted every drop she finally slowed, but nursed my dick for another minute before backing off and purring, "Mmmmmmm, delicious."
"That was amazing," I said, pulling her up and kissing her passionately, thrilled rather than skeeved out to taste my cum on her tongue. I then placed the shower head back on its mount, grabbed the soap and said, "My turn."
As I lathered her up and worked over every inch, I admired her amazing young body, in awe that this could have come to pass. Who would have thought that in not much more than a year, we would go from discussing Shakespeare in a Toronto classroom, to her moving to Boston to attend Harvard, to now washing each other in a hotel shower in the Bahamas. As I washed, I explored, and Hannah made it easy by standing proudly erect with arms and legs spread. In front I cupped and squeezed her breasts and lightly pinched her prominent nipples. In back I gripped the firm, round handfuls of ass and returned the favour of making sure her delicate anus was free of sand and salt. I then slithered down her body, washing her long, shapely legs from the bottom up, finally ending by soaping up her lovely, bare pussy.
Then suddenly I felt the water spray hit me as she had pulled down the showerhead on its hose and was rinsing the soap from her body. "Let's go to the bed," she urged after turning off the water.
I didn't need to be told twice. We got out and quickly dried. I took her hand and led her to the bed and said, "It's my turn now," before I spun her around, kissed her gently and lowered her onto the bed.



"You don't have to," she said, as I parted her legs and slid my hand along them.
"Oh, but I want to," I declared, taking charge. I had always loved eating pussy; there was something raw and sexy about making a woman come with my mouth and tongue. I loved the scent; I loved the taste; I loved a woman's moans; I loved her begging to come. I was confident it was a time when my ex hadn't been faking her feelings.
"From my rather limited experience, most boys don't bother," Hannah said, looking down at me with just a slight look of vulnerability.
"Well, I am a man," I clarified, as I moved towards her inviting pussy.
"Oh yes, you are," she said in a sexy tone.
"God, you have one amazing body," I complimented.
"Thanks, you do too," she said, as we locked eyes. "I mean, I had no idea how well built you were behind those shirts and ties."
I smiled but didn't say anything before I lowered my face between her legs and began to lick between her already quite wet pussy lips. "Oooooh," she moaned.
"God, you taste good," I complimented, her scent subtle and her nectar sweet. As I continued feasting and her wetness flowed, both her odour and her flavour grew, enveloping my senses, and I suddenly found myself imagining how incredible she would be after a day of excitement and no shower to wash off her raw feminine essence. I vowed to make this sweet, innocent girl fulfill my perverse desire to eat her dirty before our fling was through and thrust my tongue deeper inside her.
"Don't stop," she moaned, as I probed her delicious pussy.
As I mentioned, I have always enjoyed eating pussy; I really get excited to feel a woman's body quake or her hand press on the back of my head; I absolutely love the growing moans and sometimes begging. So now I finally quit exploring and got down to business.
"Oh yes, don't stop," Hannah moaned, as her hand went to the back of my head as she also lifted her ass up a little, pressing her pussy tighter against my face.
I had no intention of stopping until she came, and I could tell she was close based on her body reactions, her moans and her growing dirty talk.
"Oh fuck, that's it, eat my pussy, right there, right there, oh fuck," she rambled as her orgasm rose inside her.
Knowing her orgasm was imminent, I moved my tongue to her clit and sucked it between my lips while sliding two fingers inside her soaking wet pussy.
"Oh fuuuuuck, yes, finger bang me, fuck me, fuck me, oh yes, oh yes, fuuuuuuuuuck!" she screamed as her orgasm hit her.
As soon as it did, her legs tightened around my head and her hand moved off as I pulled my fingers out and caught as much of her leaking cum as I possibly could.
"Ooooooh, fuck," she weakly said, a good minute later as she spread her legs and I finished licking her pussy.
As I sat up, she looked at me with a glazed-over look of utter satisfaction and said, "No one has ever made me come that hard."
"I told you I liked it," I grinned, as I moved up her body.
She returned the grin and said, "Yeah, I got that from how long you stayed down there."
Peering deep into her lovely eyes, I said, in my best Sir Patrick Stewart voice,
"Being your slave what should I do but tend,
Upon the hours, and times of your desire?"
"Oh, my God," she squeaked as I felt a sudden tremble roll through the entire lithe body beneath me.
Stroking a hand across her cheek, I gave her the second half of the first quatrain of Sonnet 57.
"I have no precious time at all to spend;
Nor services to do, till you require."
Then I leaned in and kissed her, reversing our earlier swap of cum.
After a couple of minutes of making out tenderly, she broke the kiss and said, "You know I used to love when you read Shakespeare's sonnets. I always imagined you were reading them directly to just me."
"Well, shall I compare thee to a summer's day?" I began, though dropping the posh accent as I went straight for big number 18. "Thou art more lovely and more temperate."
"More," she moaned, seemingly turned on by the soliloquy.
I brushed my lips against her seashell ear as I continued, "Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May; And summer's lease hath all too short a date."
"I already don't want this summer to end," she said, looking into my eyes with a look unlike lust and yet screaming with volume.
I skipped a few lines and continued, "But thy eternal summer shall not fade," before I kissed her passionately.
Then when I broke the kiss, her cheeks red, "So long as men can breathe or eyes can see, So long lives this, and this gives life to thee."
"That is the hottest thing a man has ever said to me," she said, as she sat up and ordered, "Lie on your back."
"My Lady," I nodded, moving onto my back.
She moved to my semi-erect dick and put it back in her mouth, swirling her tongue around my cock head.
As soon as I was hard again, she straddled my hips, grabbed my stiff dick and lowered herself on it.
I watched her intently as her wet pussy engulfed my dick and she began riding me. She smiled as she looked at me and said, "I have fantasized about this for a long time."
"I still have trouble believing that," I admitted, as I reached up and cupped both her firm tits as she settled into the saddle.
"It's just you were not like so many of the other teachers," Hannah said.
"How so?" I asked, honestly always having considered myself a bit of a poseur as a teacher, since I really wanted to be writing full time.
"Well, for one, you didn't let the pretty or slutty girls pass just on looks," she pointed out. "No, you had integrity and that is hot."
"I'm flattered," I said, as her tight pussy seemed to be really milking my cock.
For a couple of minutes, she rode me slowly as I cupped her tits before I leaned up and took turns sucking each hard nipple in my mouth.
"I need you to really fuck me," she declared, rolling off of me and moving onto her back and spreading her legs wide.
I moved between her legs and slid my dick right inside her.
"Give it to me," she moaned. "Fuck me hard."
"Your wish..." I said, still in awe of the reality of the situation I was in. I was not only finally fucking a woman after my long dry spell, I was fucking a beautiful young woman who was seriously horny for me.
As I pumped into her pussy, making her perky tits bounce a little with each deep thrust, I enjoyed the surreal situation.
"Ooooh yes, fuck me," she moaned, as she squeezed her tits, making them even more inviting. "Give me that big cock."
I pounded her hard before I grabbed her ankles and pulled them together and used them to go deeper inside her pussy.
"Oh fuuuuuck, that's it, right there, right fucking there," she moaned, as her second orgasm seemed to be rising through her rapidly.
This position had always given my wife her best intercourse orgasms, the angle stimulating her differently and more intensely... perhaps another reason along with the cunnilingus why she didn't dump me until after I stumbled upon her cheating. Well, fuck the bitch, because the fit with Hannah was more magical than it had ever been with her.
"Oh fuck, so good, fuck me, fuck me," my summer surprise wildly moaned.
I slammed into her as hard as I could, with deep, fast-paced thrusts as my balls boiled.
"Oh fuck, yes, yes, fuuuuuck!" she screamed, as her orgasm hit her.
I kept pumping into her as I watched her come, which I always found to be sexy as fuck with a woman's pure vulnerability exposed.
"Come in me, fill me up," Hannah urgently moaned even as her body continued to quake from the intensity of the orgasm I had just given her... which gave me a rush of adrenaline.
"You sure?" I questioned about coming inside her. I needed to know because I wasn't going to last much longer.
"Yes, please come in me, I want it so bad," she begged with a lustful need.
"Okay," was all I could muster before I unloaded inside her just a few strokes later.
"Yeeeeeees," she moaned, as she wrapped her legs around me, pulled me close, leaned up and kissed me even as I continued filling her up.
We made out for a couple of minutes, long after I had spent my entire load inside her... the intimacy was both lustful and romantic.
When we broke the kiss, she said, "That was amazing."
"I couldn't agree more," I said, still inside her.
"Want to go get some dinner?" she asked, catching me by surprise with the out-of-the-blue question. She must have realized it herself because she blushed a little and said, "It just hit me that I'm absolutely famished... you've drained me." The last with a wicked little smile.
"As you have me, milady," I replied. "I regret it was not enough to tame your hunger."
"Oh, nice line, Mr. Bigshot Author," she laughed. "Though, now that I think about it, that does almost sound like something naughty Will would have slipped into one of his plays."
"The Elizabethans were a ribald bunch," I agreed, even as I realized I'd never had a meaningful discussion about Shakespeare or poetry with my ex, let alone a stimulating one, and now here I was wrapped around a warm, sexy body trading puns about draining the cum from our lover.
Proving my point and further proving that Hannah was indeed no longer a clever high school student, but a wickedly clever college one, she hit me with the famously naughty line about cunnilingus from Venus and Adonis.
"Graze on my lips, and if those hills be dry,
Stray lower, where the pleasant fountains lie."
"On my oath, I will stray and drink deep of thine pleasant fountain anytime thou deign allow entrance," I declared.
"Hmm, that might be an oath worth testing," she mused. "But first, some real food."
We showered again, mostly chastely, and headed to the hotel restaurant, automatically holding hands without thought or concern. We skipped any booze, but the conversation flowed easily, going from flirty to serious, academic to erotic. Then we headed back to my room for dessert.
And by dessert, I mean we fucked like crazy. Two oral orgasms by yours truly before I came in her after an adventurous, half-dozen-position marathon... two of which were new to Hannah and one other new to me.
We then went for a late-night walk where she did test my promise to eat her pussy whenever she asked when she pulled me into a somewhat secluded area of the beach and I feasted until she again drenched my face with her delicious pussy juice.
Thus began our spending pretty much every minute of the rest of the trip together... either alone or with her friends.
While we fucked... a lot... we also did romantic things too. We got to know each other really well, talking about everything from what we each wanted to do with our writing to whether either of us saw children in our futures.
During one long walk along the beach, she broached the subject of my ex-wife and fidelity. I think she was mainly worried that having been burned might ultimately scare me away from the path we seemed to be following together. I responded, as we often did now, with a quote... it had sort of become "our" thing.
If she would have been faithful
If she could have been true
Then I would've been cheated
I would never know real love
I would've missed out on you
I realized I might have stepped over a line with the real love bit, but Hannah seemed to like it, throwing her arms around me and squealing happily while pressing her head against my chest. Then she leaned back and looked at me inquisitively.
"Definitely not Shakespeare. Ben Jonson or Christopher Marlowe?" she asked, citing two of Shakespeare's contemporaries.
"Not quite so lofty," I laughed, "although my mom considered them geniuses. It's from Chicago, one of the big groups from the 1980s."
She put her head against my chest again and said, "I think your mom might be right."
Our time in The Bahamas was running out, but right then I didn't want to end the summer love affair that was enabling this remarkable recovery from my post-divorce depression, and I asked Hannah if she wanted to come with me to Italy... which is where we just landed... Rome.
And while I'm unsure if this will last beyond our summer romance, I want to spend every minute I can now together with this smart, beautiful, compassionate, vivacious woman. This Ex proved that not only was I over my other Ex, but that I could indeed love again.
.....
.....
.....
.....
.....
EPILOGUE:
After an amazing trip in Italy, Hannah and I decided to continue our blossoming relationship.
I moved to Boston to write book three, our summer romance having spurred an idea that would mix fact and fiction.
That book would go on to be my second number one best seller and its success ended up giving my second novel a second chance. It ultimately cracked the Top 10 and is now considered by some to be the most 'brilliant' and 'literary' of my books from a so far prolific and profitable career.
Hannah and I would get married less than two years after our Bahamas first date... a destination wedding in Hawaii... both Mia and Zara attended, Zara ending up hooking up with my younger brother (they are married now too).
Soon after the wedding, Hannah would end up displaying her own special writing talents by turning my debut novel into a screenplay that became a huge box office hit. She would do the same with my third book, also earning herself an Oscar nomination for her adaptation.
Amusingly, ironically, or in a stroke of justice - your choice - my ex-wife would be busted at a cocaine-fueled sex party in Silicon Valley and her tech husband would be arrested for fraud, leaving her alone and broke.
Hannah would win her first Oscar for her original screenplay for a comedy of ego and errors worthy of the Bard, which has a hilarious scene in it where some trophy wives are swept up in a police raid with the sex workers their husbands hired to flesh out the head wife's thirtieth birthday orgy... the character was written to look more like Mia than my ex, so even though she knew it was based on her, she couldn't get a lawsuit going against Hannah.
Now, just before our twentieth wedding anniversary, we have finally won Best Picture at the Academy Awards on our third nomination, with a film based on my second novel. As not only co-screenwriters, but also co-producers, Hannah and I each picked up two Oscars... still leaving her three ahead of me, which I like. We will celebrate both milestones by doing our third full tour of Italy with our two children.
All this because in running from the pain of one Ex, I ran into the joy of another and had not only the most Ex-cellent summer ever, but an ongoing excellent life... Ah, what a mystery, love.
THE END
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Modern Fuckily: Claire's Fall
Claire Dunphy sighed as she sifted through her underwear and hosiery drawer. "Where the fuck are my stockings?"
She had noticed her nylons had been slowly disappearing and she had a meeting in four hours at a five-star restaurant with a major client and planned to pull out all the stops. That included looking good enough to fuck.
She would never cheat on her husband Phil, but she knew how to use all her assets, mental and physical, to draw in a potential client. One button more than usual undone to reveal just enough of her perky white breasts and lace bra. Wearing thigh high stockings instead of pantyhose (like she usually wore at work) and making sure to allow the top of the lace top stockings to be revealed at some point in the meeting to enhance the tease. Most men, she had discovered, loved a woman in nylons.
She had noticed her daughter, Haley, also started to wear nylons the last few weeks and suddenly wondered if they were hers. She stormed into Haley's room and went to her drawer and sure enough found a few pairs of pantyhose and the black thigh highs she was looking for... she knew they were hers because they also had a seam down the back that enhanced the seduction and were sexy as fuck.
Claire was taken by surprise by the fact her oldest daughter also had a few sex toys in the drawer. A couple vibrators, a foot-long dildo, a couple of butt plugs and a strap-on harness. While she shouldn't have been surprised, Haley was her wild child and this still surprised the mother of three. That dildo was huge, the butt plugs not tiny and a strap-on was odd. It also had her asking a lot of questions, including who was she using the strap-on on? Haley had had a lot of boyfriends in her brief adult life, but hadn't shown any interest in girls that Claire knew about. Alex, on the other hand, she assumed was a lesbian or would be.
Claire stared at the strap-on for a long time. She hadn't been with a woman since meeting Phil, but there was a time long ago when she was a rather submissive slut for her Latina roommate. God, the things she did for that pussy. That is why, although no one knew it, she had always had a secret crush on her father's second wife, the beautiful Colombian, Gloria. But she had pushed those feelings deep down, and that submissive sexual side of hers had faded into oblivion. Yet, just looking at the strap-on and imagining being bent over and getting fucked while she ate some other random girl's pussy (her roommate loved to share her) came flooding back in waves... including to her pussy as a little wetness leaked in her panties.
She pulled the strap-on out to take a better look at it, feeling a strange sense of forbidden nostalgia, and saw a bunch of old-school Polaroids upside down on the bottom of the drawer. Curiosity getting the best of her, she flipped them over and looked at them... shock number two suddenly revealing itself.
"Oh my God!" she gasped, as she stared at her naked daughter, well, naked except for the exact black thigh highs currently in her hand, on her knees kissing another woman's nylon-clad toes.
Claire looked at the next photo that had her daughter with a dildo in her pussy and her legs spread, smiling dreamily at whoever was taking the photos.
The third photo had her daughter on all fours, looking like she was crawling.
The fourth had her daughter's face buried in between another woman's legs.
The fifth photo had her daughter sucking on a huge tit and Claire gasped again even as her pussy betrayed her.
It couldn't be.
Could it?
Those couldn't be Gloria's voluptuous tits, could they?
Claire flipped back to the first picture and studied the feet. "Shit," she said, confirming her sudden suspicion. "My daughter is my dad's wife's sex slave."
Fuming, she tossed the pictures back in the drawer, not even looking at the last two, took her nylons, and went to her bedroom.
She ignored the frustrating wetness in her pussy. She put on the stockings and lace bra that matched the wet panties she was already wearing. She added her revealing blouse that showcased her tits so perfectly, and lastly a skirt that was long enough to hide the lace top stockings, but short enough to reveal them when she wanted to.
She stormed out of the house and drove to confront Gloria.
When she reached her father's house, her pussy still tingling annoyingly, she saw Haley's car in the driveway. She walked in and found no one there. Yet, seeing Haley's car and the fact the front door was unlocked made it apparent they were here. Maybe she would even catch them in the act. After looking in every room, she looked out back and saw Gloria on a lawn chair and taking a closer look, saw her daughter between her legs.
"Oh my God!" Claire said as she confirmed her suspicions. She couldn't believe her daughter and her dad's wife were having a lesbian encounter... even though that was why she came here in the first place... to confront her suspicions. Still confirming it was a heck of a shock to the system. How long had this been going on? How did it even start? These and many more questions swirled around her head as she watched the shocking lesbian act right before her eyes. She stared at them for a good minute, trying to process what she was witnessing, even as she couldn't help but recall being in the exact same position a plethora of times between a different Latina's legs.
She knew she had to confront them, but didn't want them to see her until she did, so she went back out the front door and walked around the house.
"That's it, my sexy slut," Gloria moaned, looking at the phone that alerted her someone had entered her house. She smirked as she saw Claire was in her house and had definitely seen what they were doing. Yet, not at all alarmed, almost no one, man or woman, could ever resist her charms and her body... having seduced dozens of men and women in her wild life. So, she continued enjoying the eager tongue between her pussy lips as she sensed Claire was now close enough to hear her, "Get that tongue right in there, slave. You're fucking hungry for my pussy, aren't you?"
"Yes, Mistress," Haley responded from between her legs, so completely addicted to this pussy.
Claire couldn't see them yet, but just hearing her daughter say the word 'Mistress' sent a wave of nostalgia through her body and directly to her pussy at a term that she used to utter so many times... daily... during her last two years of college. The fact her daughter had been called slut and slave were also quite shocking and yet terms she had been called daily for two years... long, long ago.
"Yes, you're a natural pussy licker," Gloria moaned, perhaps a little more over the top than necessary, but she wanted to make sure Claire, her next victim (although victim wasn't really the right term), heard every word. It was obvious Claire found her sexy and despite the woman's motherly façade, she sensed that her husband's daughter had a naughty past. While she had pondered seducing Claire for years, she had resisted the temptation.
Claire knew she should just bust into the backyard and demand to know what was going on... even though it was obvious what was going on... yet she remained paralyzed. For reasons she couldn't really explain, hearing wasn't enough; she needed to see it. So, she peeked around the corner of the house and watched, unable to take her eyes off the incestuous act. Well, not actually incestuous since Gloria and her daughter were not blood related, but still wrong, wrong, so fucking wrong.
Yet, the mother's pussy was burning as she couldn't take her eyes off the lesbian act. From her side view, she could get a great view of Gloria's amazing tits... so much bigger than her own small perky ones. They looked even better out in the open than she had imagined. God, she would love to suck on those nipples and cup those huge breasts. She could also see her daughter's head moving up and down and got a good side view of her daughter's curved ass.
"Make me come, my sexy slut, and then I'll fuck you with my new ten-inch strap-on I bought just for that needy coño of yours," Gloria said rather loudly, really trying to push Claire to storm in... but also knowing the longer she waited to interrupt the sexual encounter the easier it would be to draw her in and seduce her. If this wasn't turning her on, she would have already walked in and questioned them.
Claire's eyes went wide at the words, ten-inches. She had not had anything larger than six in her for over two decades, and that was her vibrator... Phil was barely five inches, although he compensated for his average dick size with a wicked tongue that could give her multiple orgasms and he was just a great man. Sometimes she would just lift up her skirt and shove his face in her pussy or push him on the bed and sit on his face... sadly, in this relationship, she was the dominant as Phil was so nice. He was oblivious to her desire for him to treat her the way she wanted... like a slut.
"My coño or my culata?" Haley wickedly said, loving the sensation of having either hole filled. Gloria fucked her good and hard, like a slut, something that she loved. The name calling, the hair pulling and the raw, hard, taboo fucking always gave her amazing orgasms... way better than the ones she occasionally, alas, rarely got from a man.
Claire's eyes went wide at the thought her daughter took it in the ass or that she could even remotely take a ten-inch dick up it. Claire herself had been ass fucked many times in her college days and a few times by Phil's small penis for special occasions, but being a bit of a size queen in her wild younger days, Phil's penis did very little to stimulate her regardless what hole he filled. He also was not a man who could last long, which led to her never coming from actual intercourse.
"Both," Gloria said, with a moan as she continued to enjoy this wickedly good tongue. Haley may not be academically smart, but fuck she was sexually smart. Plus, the thrill of knowing Claire was watching enhanced the voyeuristic thrill inside her as her orgasm was slowly rising.
Claire continued watching her daughter eat pussy, knowing she should stop this, but seemingly unable to say a word or move a muscle. The act was so wrong; yet, she could feel her entire body burning with desire; a desire to submit... like she used to. She knew she should be protecting her daughter from being used by Gloria, even as her naughty conscience wondered what it would be like to be used by Gloria herself.
"I can't wait," Haley said, without her head ever leaving Gloria's delicious pussy that she was working over aggressively.
About a minute later, letting Claire continue to watch, Gloria asked, purposely loud enough for Claire to hear, "How are the plans to add your younger sister to our play times going?" Gloria had a plan to seduce every female member of the family. Originally, Alex was next in line now that she was eighteen... but perhaps today her plan just may be expedited with the addition of Claire first.
Claire gasped, but was luckily far enough away to not be heard. Gloria was going to seduce her baby girl too? Alex was way less sexually experienced than her bold older twenty-one-year-old sister and could easily fall victim to Gloria's apparent devious seductive ways.
"Alex will fall easily," Haley assured, having already planted a couple little seeds, "she is a people pleaser."
Claire shook her head even as she felt a little more wetness leak into her poor soiled panties. Did Haley really plan to seduce her sister? Claire had crossed a lot of taboo lines in her younger days, but incest was a whole other level of taboo and one she had never once even considered crossing.
"And your mother?" Gloria asked, making Claire gasp again as they were suddenly talking about her.
"I don't know," Haley said, lifting her head up, "I mean I'd love to sit on her face and make her my Mommy-pet, but I'm not sure she is the submissive type, nor would she cross the taboo line of incest."
Claire couldn't believe what she was hearing. Her daughter wanted to sit on her face? Use her as a Mommy-pet? Ironically, the fact Haley didn't see past her own strong business and mother persona was interesting... although not surprising, as her daughter was not that perceptive and Claire had hidden her raw lust and past well. Deep down, Claire was a submissive and had submitted to a variety of kinky shit in her youth... alas, perhaps for the greater good, Phil was oblivious to this once uncontrollable side of her that had put her in some crazy, crazy situations in the past.
"Oh, Claire would fall like a leaf from a tree," Gloria said, thinking that leaf was barely hanging on and any gust of wind would have it floating to the ground just like she envisioned Claire lowering herself to the ground to kneel alongside her cunt-hungry daughter.
"I'd love to see her become the family pet," Haley wickedly said, having fantasized about her mother ever since Gloria put it in her head while she was fucking her a month ago. She had never considered incest, but Gloria had told her a few stories of moms and daughters, grandmas and granddaughters, and even full lesbian family orgies, and she had since read a lot of incestuous erotica... especially stories where the mother was a submissive to her daughter.
"She will be," Gloria assured, as she moved her hand to her step-granddaughter's head and guided it to her wet box. "She will be our personal plaything."
Claire couldn't believe what she was hearing or the fact that those words brought her right back to her lesbian pet days of college. Her hand, without even mentally acknowledging it, moved inside her panties and she began to slowly please herself.
"Mmmmmmm," Haley moaned as she licked the pussy she had become addicted to. Truth be told, she loved cock, both sucking and fucking, but ever since Gloria seduced her a couple of months ago, she had become bisexual and now even preferred pussy to cock. She just couldn't get enough of it. Craved it and became bitchy when she couldn't have it. She even desperately pulled Gloria into the bathroom at last week's family function and ate her out while her dad knocked on the door.
"Now make your Mistress come, puta," Gloria ordered, beginning to grind on her step-granddaughter's pretty face and putting on a show while shifting a little to her natural Spanish dirty talk when needing to come.
"Mmmmm, come on my face, Mistress," Haley moaned, excited to feel the full flood of Gloria's sweet pussy juices... having worn her cum on her face many times including last weekend after making her cum in the bathroom. "I want all that cum."
"Oh yes, puta, eat my coño, suck on my clit, finger fuck my cunt, oh yes, fuck, you nasty whore, don't stop. Don't stop. Oh fuck, yes," Gloria wickedly rambled on over a two-minute furious double assault of her pussy, inside and out, from Haley.
Claire meanwhile was rubbing her own pussy throughout Gloria's wicked words and imminent orgasm; the sight of this wicked act with her daughter and her dad's wife was so wrong and yet so undeniably hot. She couldn't resist touching herself. She couldn't resist trying to get herself off. She couldn't push out the vision of it being her between Gloria's legs... being her slut, her pet, her slave.
Haley, knowing Gloria was close, slid two fingers inside the soaking wet pussy and finger banged her while attacking the clit with her lips and tongue. She wanted and needed that cum and always had a major rush of sexual energy cascade through her just by getting her step-grandmother off.
"Yes, yes, fuck, puuuuuuuuta!" Gloria screamed, alerting the entire neighborhood to her climactic peak.
"Fuck," Claire moaned, Gloria's raw primal scream so fucking hot, as she frantically rubbed her needy pussy.
As the cum gushed out of Gloria, Haley pulled her fingers out and drank the cum like it was the sweetest of wines.
'God, I want that cum,' Claire thought to herself, even though she knew she should be protecting her daughter from being used like some cheap slut and not wishing she could take her place. Yet, it had been so long since she'd eaten a pussy. So long since she'd made a woman come. So long since she was used as a submissive lesbian pet. The past was flooding back and the temptation to return to her submissive days was consuming her.
"So good," Gloria moaned, allowing the pleasure to consume her.
"Heaven," Haley said, lapping it all up.
Claire again tried to move... tried to walk in and stop this... although obviously it was too late. Yet, instead, she continued rubbing her swollen clit.
"So, do you want to use your mother?" Gloria asked, knowing that if Claire was still there, still listening, still watching, she must be touching herself.
"I'd love to," Haley said, lifting herself up from between Gloria's legs, even though deep down she didn't think there was a hope in Hell of this actually happening. That said, she had never imagined becoming her step-grandmother's lesbian sex slave either.
Claire couldn't believe the conversation was circling back to her. How dare Gloria try to orchestrate a seduction of her by her own daughter? It was so wrong, so wrong, so wrong. Yet, as she continued to rub herself, the strength of her character continued to weaken as the fire inside her burned and controlled her... just like it had in her naughty past... her long forgotten and pushed into the deep recesses of her mind submission coming back with a wicked vengeance.
"I mean, do you want to use her right now?" Gloria asked.
Claire's eyes went wide just as she slid two fingers inside her hot box.
"What?" Haley asked, surprised by the question.
Gloria rolled onto her side, looked directly towards Claire, seeing her peeking around the corner of her house and demanded, "Get over here, Claire."
"Mom!" Haley gasped, turning her gaze to find her mother peeking around the corner in utter shock, which was just how Haley was feeling.
Thankfully, for Claire, they couldn't see she was masturbating. Although she was horny as fuck, she pulled her fingers out of her needy pussy, and shifted into mother bear, storming into the backyard and demanding, "What are you two doing?"
"Well," Gloria said, not attempting to cover up, "your daughter just ate my pussy and I was about to reward her by fucking her with my new ten-inch strap-on."
"Gloria, this is so inappropriate," Claire said, now standing right over Gloria and getting an up close and personal view of her voluptuous tits and her shaved pussy that was literally glistening from her orgasm.
"Mom, I can explain," Haley said, mortified to be caught in this compromising situation. Sure, she wanted to seduce her mom in the heat of the moment, but she never really imagined it happening. It was just hot in the moment.
"You can explain eating your step-grandmother's pussy?" Claire asked, even as she could feel her mouth water at the glorious inviting peach.
"Don't play innocent, Claire," Gloria said, actually parting her legs a little wider to give this wide-dazed prey a better view of her tantalizing pussy.
"Excuse me?" Claire asked, even as she glanced at the pussy again.
"How long have you been watching?" Gloria asked.
"I-I-I just got here," Claire lied.
"My phone security system tells me otherwise," Gloria said, as she snapped her fingers and ordered, "Haley, resume eating my coño while I talk to your mother."



"Haley, don't," Claire said.
"Why, do you want to replace her?" Gloria asked bluntly, loving this game of will-she or won't-she when she knew the game was already over, the script already written. Claire's fall was inevitable; the only issue was not when but how far.
"What? No," Claire said, flustered, her cheeks burning red.
"Sorry, Mom, I have to obey my Mistress," Haley said, seeing the look of utter confusion and lust in her mom's eyes. She knew her mother was about to succumb just like she had when the opportunity was offered. She actually felt some envy towards her mother since she could never have another first time with her Mistress... that first moment of submission that changed everything. "Gloria's pussy is just too delicious to say no to."
"Haley, don't," Claire helplessly said, as she watched her daughter resume licking Gloria's pussy.
"She's completely mine, Claire," Gloria said.
"How could you do this to Dad?" Claire questioned, trying to change her approach.
"What Jay doesn't know won't hurt him," Gloria shrugged, having a dozen female playthings to choose from when Jay wasn't home... although she had not been with a man other than Jay since they started dating. "Now come over here and join your daughter."
"Yes, Mommy, come join me," Haley encouraged, looking up at her mother with a mouth of pussy... and using the kinky and hot term 'Mommy' she had read in so many incestuous erotica stories and in some lesbian incest role play videos she had been watching of late.
"Haley, this is wrong," Claire stressed, even as she could feel the burning inferno rising continue to burn inside her without even having her poor pussy touched.
"It feels so right," Gloria moaned. "Your daughter eats pussy so damn well."
"I love this pussy," Haley added, seeing her mother rattled and sensing she was close to breaking down, she wanted to push her mom past the invisible taboo line. Her cheeks were burning red and her eyes spoke volumes. She wondered if that was what she looked like when she succumbed to Gloria's charms.
"Haley," Claire began, but was interrupted.
"Is your pussy wet?" Gloria asked.
"Pardon?" Claire asked, even though she heard the question.
"Well, if this is so wrong as you say it is, then your panties will be as dry as the Sahara Desert," Gloria said, knowing from her many seductions over the years that Claire's panties were likely not just wet, but soaked.
"That is ridiculous," Claire said, hating that Gloria was correct... her panties were drenched and her pussy was currently adding to the soiled cotton.
"Haley, go check and see if your mother is wet," Gloria ordered.
"Okay," Haley said, excited to see if her mother would let her touch her pussy and equally curious to see if she was wet. She sensed that based on her red cheeks, her confused look and her weak defensive responses, she was. Plus, if erotica were even remotely true, her mother would feign resistance but give in.
"Haley, don't you dare, young lady," Claire said sternly, even as she watched her daughter stand up.
"If you are dry, you have nothing to hide," Gloria said, and then stood up herself. "In fact, if that pussy of yours is dry, we will stop right now."
"We will?" Haley asked as she reached her mother.
"Yes, but don't worry, my puta," Gloria said, her tone exuding the confidence she had long created, as she reached into her beach bag to grab the strap-on she had yet to use. "Your mother is certainly soaking wet."
"Don't," Claire said firmly, or at least in her head it was firm, although the sound out of her mouth was a lot less so.
"I have to, Mom. I have to obey my Mistress," Haley said, moving her hand under her mom's skirt and discovering she wasn't wearing pantyhose and she was indeed soaked.
"Oooooh," Claire involuntarily moaned as she felt her daughter's fingers on her panty-covered pussy.
"Mistress, she is absolutely drenched," Haley declared, as she rubbed her mom's pussy... emboldened by the fact her mother hadn't moved back or slapped her hand away.
"Haley, don't, this is wrong," Claire said, even as her body continued to betray her and although her words said one thing, her lack of action said another as she stood there and let her daughter molest her.
"She is also not wearing pantyhose, Mistress, but rather thigh highs," Haley announced.
"She must have known she was going to be our pet," Gloria said.
"I did not," Claire stressed, still standing there paralyzed with indecision and allowing her daughter to touch her fevered pussy.
"The same ones you borrowed to dress up for me last week?" Gloria asked as she put the harness around her perfect frame.
"The exact ones," Haley nodded, looking behind her mom while continuing to rub her, getting a surreal rush of sexually charged energy, "the sexy ones with the seams."
"And why, Claire," Gloria asked, tightening the harness, "would you choose to wear those ones to come here and watch me use your daughter?"
"I dressed for a dinner meeting I have tonight," Claire answered, still allowing her daughter to rub her pussy... the pleasure consuming her as she saw the massive dick now attached to Gloria's body. "And I didn't know you were committing incest."
"Well, so you dress as a slut for a meeting?" Gloria asked, ignoring the incest comment, even though ironically Claire was willingly committing incest by allowing her daughter to rub her pussy.
"Yes, Mommy," Haley wickedly said, the use of the word 'Mommy' just feeling right coming out of her mouth... so excited and feeling a powerful rush at being able to rub her mother's pussy. "I think you dressed like this to become our slut."
"Haley, this is inappropriate," Claire said, again her words and actions not matching as she continued to allow her pussy to be touched by her daughter.
"Stop this pretending nonsense, Claire," Gloria said firmly, as she walked to the mother and daughter, stroking her cock, "You want this."
"Gloria, I...." Claire began to protest as her daughter slid two fingers inside her panties and then her pussy. "Oooooooh."
"You are literally standing there letting your daughter finger fuck you," Gloria said. "You are a naughty incestuous puta."
"Yes, you are, Mommy," Haley purred, enjoying the sudden shift from submissive to seductress, wanting to impress her Mistress and also turn her mother. "You are now our slut. My Mommy-pet."
"And my puta fuck toy," Gloria added, impressed by Haley's forward aggressiveness.
"You hear that, Mommy, you're our fuck toy," Haley added, pumping her fingers inside her mother while also using her thumb on her clit.
"Oh, we can't doooooo this," Claire moaned, her head a muddled mess as the fingers were driving her nuts inside and out, and she was unable to remotely think straight.
"Want her to eat you while I fuck her?" Gloria asked Haley, knowing the leaf was about to let go of the branch.
"Can I fuck her too?" Haley asked, even as she looked directly into her mother's dazed eyes.
"You'll get your turn," Gloria assured, "but let's make sure your mother understands her place."
"As our bottom bitch," Haley said, kissing her mother once.
"Haley," was all Claire could say as her natural submissiveness was consuming her, as was the pleasure of her daughter's fingers.
"My pet Mommy," Haley added with another kiss.
"Oh, God," Claire moaned, knowing this was so wrong, yet unable to control herself at all, her libido leading the way.
"Our puta fuck toy," the daughter continued pushing her mother and seeing her slowly give in.
"Please," Claire whimpered, although no one could tell if this was her pleading for her daughter to stop or to continue.
Haley could tell her mother may come soon from the finger banging, clit rubbing and nasty talk, which might clear her mind enough to resist the other two women. So, the young slut became a cunt tease and pulled her fingers out and ordered, "Get on all fours on the lounge chair, Mommy."
"Haley, I can't," Claire said, having already allowed this to go way too far.
"Now, Mommy, slut," Haley demanded, shoving her sticky fingers with her mom's pussy juices on them in her mother's open mouth.
Claire coughed a little, gagging on her daughter's fingers and tasting her own excessive juices on them.
Haley pulled her fingers out, pulled the skirt down her mom's legs and then took her mother's hand and led her the couple of feet to the lounge chair.
Claire allowed herself to be led and guided to the lounge chair... stepping out of her skirt, completely bewildered and suddenly was on all fours like a bitch in heat... a mindless submissive.
"Good, Mommy," Haley purred, as she caressed her mother's ass, "you have a great ass, Mommy-pet."
"Mommy," Claire said in a daze as she felt her daughter's hands on her ass and wishing they were back in her pussy. The term was so naughty, so hot.
"Give her your tasty twat, Haley," Gloria instructed, having enjoyed immensely watching Haley take control and Claire completely giving in.
"You hear that, Mommy," Haley said, as she slapped her mom's ass playfully before walking around, sitting down on the lounge chair and parting her tanned legs and revealing her pretty pink pussy to her mom. "You get to have an appetizer before your meeting."
"Haley, I can't do that," Claire said, even as her mouth watered again and her eyes couldn't break free from her daughter's amazing-looking pussy... glistening so perfectly.
"We were not fucking asking your thoughts, puta," Gloria said, slapping Claire's ass. "You are nothing more than a Mommy-slut, a puta pet and our submissive slave," she listed, oddly amused at her own alliteration of the last two.
"Gloria, we can't do this," Claire weakly said, her ass burning a little from the firm slap and her pussy literally leaking in her soaked panties.
"Oh, we are doing this," Gloria assured, the sun really pounding down on them now, as she grabbed the panties and roughly tugged them down.
Claire instinctively lifted up her legs and assisted in being de-pantied and now was naked except for her thigh high stockings, bra and blouse... her head spinning with consequence even as her natural submissive nature continued to lead all her actions.
Gloria tossed the wet panties to Haley, who caught them as Gloria also took off Claire's two-inch heels. "If you are going to dress like a puta, at least wear the heels to go with it."
"I can't wear high heels," Claire oddly explained, as she felt her body burn, and the heat of the sun was making her sweat.
"Mmmmmmm, these smell heavenly, Mommy," Haley said, moving the soiled panties to her nose. "Did I make you this wet?"
"Haley," Claire began and then stopped just as she felt Gloria's hand slap her ass.
"Answer the question, puta!" Gloria ordered.
"Fine, fuck," Claire cursed and sighed, "watching you two turned me on. Is that what you want to hear?"
"That's exactly what I want to hear," Gloria said, smoothly sliding her big fat cock in Claire's pussy.
"Oh my God," Claire moaned loudly, surprised by the sudden insertion and the depth this dick went... not to mention spreading her pussy lips wide.
"Yeah, Mommy, take that cock," Haley purred, still smelling her mom's panties and turned on watching her submit to Gloria.
"So wrooooooong," was all Claire could muster as her pussy took all ten inches inside.
"Looks like you're enjoying it, Mommy," Haley said, the moans undeniable as was the glazed hypnotic look in her eyes.
"So full," Claire mindlessly said, as Gloria, hands on her waist, began slowly fucking her.
"Have you eaten pussy before, Mommy?" Haley asked, wiggling her ass up to slither closer to her mom's face.
"A long time ago," Claire admitted willingly to her daughter, the pleasure being like a truth serum as she was unable to lie.
"Well, time to make up for lost time," Gloria said, "eat that young ripe pussy."
"But it's incest," Claire stressed, even as her daughter's delicious-looking pussy was now right in front of her and she was using every last ounce of restraint to not bury her face in that glistening wetness.
"That is what Mommy-sluts do," Gloria said. "Obey and please their daughters."
"Now eat my pussy right now, Mommy," Haley ordered, snapping her fingers and pointing to her pussy... just like Gloria had done to her on more than one occasion.
"Haley, please," Claire pleaded, desperately wanting to, but knowing that was a line she couldn't cross.
"Now, slut," Haley demanded, grabbing her mother's hair and pulling her face into her pussy.
"Haley," Claire said, but then her face was pressed against her daughter's wetness. The scent of pussy swarmed her and she could no longer resist the forbidden fruit offered. After just a brief hesitation she began licking.
"That's it, Mommy, lick my pussy like a good girl," Haley moaned, her body instantly on fire at the reality she had her own mother licking her.
"Good puta," Gloria said, having a great view of this raw incestuous act. And, while she had envisioned this exact situation, the reality was even more satisfying than she could have imagined.
"Yes, Mommy, such a good slut," Haley said, enjoying this wild rush as her mother probed her hole even as she sniffed her mom's panties.
Claire was done. Broken. She was now helplessly at the whim of these two women. Having her daughter's pussy taste dancing on her tongue, she was instantly reverted back to the twenty-one-year-old submissive sex slave she once was. Addicted to pussy. Unable to say no. Craving submission. A mindless pet. A fuck toy. A slave. Her lust and submission consuming her, she hungrily licked her daughter's pussy, wanting to taste more of her sweet nectar and also get her off.
"Fuck, she is really going down on me," Haley moaned, this easily the best pussy licking she had ever experienced. She wasn't sure if it was because her mom was so damn good or the wild reality of turning her mother into her sex slave, but regardless, her orgasm was rising rapidly.
"Yeah, the puta will be a great pet," Gloria said, speeding up her deep strokes inside her daughter-in-law.
"A complete fuck toy," Haley added, with a moan as her mother flicked her clit, making her left leg twitch.
Claire could feel the humiliation burn inside her entire body with each wicked word as well as the ultimate thrill of the exact same humiliation. She couldn't believe how quickly things went from her being angry, to her being a peeping Tom, to her on her knees eating her daughter's pussy and willingly committing incest while getting back shots from a huge dick.
"And this asshole is made for pounding," Gloria said, as she moved a finger to it.
"Yeah, finger fuck that hole and get it ready for me to fuck," Haley wickedly said.
"Haley," Claire said from between her daughter's legs but didn't stop licking, just too far gone and needing to make and taste her daughter come.
"Tell me, Mommy," Haley said, "do you like eating your daughter's pussy?"
"Haley, please," Claire said, not wanting to have to say those words and admit her truth.
"Answer her, slut," Gloria ordered, pulling all the way out of Claire's pussy. She knew in the heat of the moment, where lust controlled, this simple action almost always expedited the utter submission.
"Please, slam that dick back in me," Claire begged, "I need it so bad."
"Then answer your daughter's question," Gloria ordered, slapping the white ass with her wet dick.
Claire sighed, but looked up at her daughter and said, "I know I shouldn't, but I love the taste of your pussy, Haley."
"Mistress Haley," Haley corrected, loving the look in her mother's eyes and the wetness on her lips.
"Yes, Mistress Haley," Claire said, completely under the addictive spell of her daughter's pussy, "Mommy loves your juicy cunt."
"Mommy, did you just call it a cunt?" Haley asked playfully, just as Gloria slid her ten-inch hammer back in Claire's wanton hole.
"Yes, Haley, Mommy loves eating juicy wet cunts," Claire wickedly said, her natural submissiveness and her wicked tongue taking over like it had in her wild youth.
"Shit, I told you your mother was a nasty slut between that boring conservative attire," Gloria said, turned on by Claire's wicked words.
"Then eat my cunt, my nasty Mommy-slave," Haley ordered, so turned on from her mom's filthy mouth and the wild reality that her mother was willingly committing incest. Somehow, this made this crazy sexual encounter even hotter... as did the sun pounding down on them.
"Yes, Mistress," Claire replied, the word flowing off her tongue so smoothly just as she resumed licking this amazingly sweet nectar.
"Oh yeah," Gloria said, as she slipped her finger in Claire's tight asshole, getting really turned on watching this incestuous act, "we are going to fuck you so good."
"Ooooooh," Claire moaned, as her asshole suddenly was violated.
"God, this asshole was made to be fucked," Gloria repeated, as she pumped her finger in the incredibly tight asshole while also fucking her pussy.
"Are you fingering my Mommy's shit box?" Haley said, being as crude as she could while she continued to occasionally smell her mom's panties. She loved talking dirty and now, allowed to in front of her mother, she was going all in.
"Yeah, her greedy asshole is really taking it," Gloria said
"Jesus, fuck," Claire moaned, the dick in her pussy, the finger in her asshole, the excessive nasty talk and the reality she was eating her daughter's cunt all had her swirling with uncontrollable desire.
"I think she likes it," Haley teased as she reached for her mother's head and held it pressed against her soon-to-erupt pussy.
"I doooo," Claire moaned into her daughter's pussy, her orgasm rising rapidly from the wicked unique double penetration and sensing Haley was close too.
"Make your daughter come, Mommy slave," Gloria said, continuing to double penetrate her daughter-in-law and felt her own pussy burn watching the hot incestuous act.
"Yes, Mommy, eat my cunt, make me come," Haley agreed, beginning to grind her pussy up and down and really using her mother's face for her own pleasure.
Claire used to have this happen to her regularly in her lesbian pet days and knew to keep her tongue extended as best she could as this usually meant the woman was close... and God did she want to taste her daughter's pussy cum.
"Make her come, slut," Gloria ordered, slamming hard into Claire's pussy.
Claire was relatively useless and had almost no control in this position, but did her best to assist in making her daughter come on her face.
"Oh yes, Mommy-slut, your baby girl is about to, oh fuck. Yes. Oh, Mommy, oh, Mommy! Oh yes, Mommmmmmmy, you're making me come, you nasty slut," Haley bellowed, as her long-delayed orgasm was released.
"Mmmmmmmmm," Claire moaned, as she kept her mouth open and took as much of the sweet pussy cream as she could. God, she forgot just how delicious pussy cum was. She forgot how exhilarating it was to eat a pussy. How utterly freeing it was to just obey and be a submissive slave.
Gloria slowed down her fucking as she wanted to watch Haley enjoy the orgasm. While she was a strong-willed woman and a rather dominant Mistress, she also loved her pets and nothing was sexier to watch than a woman coming... just letting go at their most vulnerable moment.
Claire didn't stop lapping up all her daughter's pussy juices throughout her relatively lengthy orgasm... her daughter's body twitching every few seconds. She had no intention to move from between these legs for two reasons. One, she really didn't want this to end; two, once she sat up the true reality of what she had just did would be real.
"I'm going to get another strap-on," Gloria said, pulling her finger out of Claire's ass and her ten-inch dick from her pussy.



"Noooooo," Claire weakly moaned by accident, frustrated at the reality she hadn't come yet, but more frustrated at her weakness and desperate need to come.
"Don't worry, slut," Gloria said, slapping Claire's ass, "we are just getting started with you."
"When is your meeting?" Haley asked, finally letting go of her mother's head, her orgasm finally fading to oblivion.
"5:30," Claire answered, looking up at her daughter.
"So, we have lots of time," Gloria said.
"Good, because I have a few tasks for my Mommy-pet," Haley smiled.
"Haley, I think we have done enough," Claire said, the dick not in her pussy allowing her brain to begin to think again.
"Mommy," Haley said, pulling her mom up and towards her, "this is just the beginning." She then kissed her mother.
Claire had forgotten the significant difference between a man's lips and a woman's. Haley's were soft and full, and they felt so sweet and tender. Claire didn't hesitate at all as one thing she had always loved, but never got enough of, as a pet or as a wife, was tender, intimate kisses.
For two, perhaps three, minutes they did nothing more than kiss... although it shifted from soft and tender to more passionate and urgent once Claire slipped her tongue in her daughter's mouth and their tongues danced.
Haley broke the kiss and ordered, "Now worship my feet, Mommy."
"Your feet?" Claire asked, as this instantly brought back one of the most humiliating and, over time, most exhilarating tasks during her time as a submissive.
"Yes, lick my soles, and suck on my toes."
"Really?" Claire asked, a flashback to when, after every cheerleading practice and especially after every sporting event, she would have to spend an hour or more licking and sucking her roommates' sweaty, stinky, salty, nylon-clad feet and toes, plus eat her asshole, and even clean up the sweaty stench of her armpits.
"Do as you're told, Mommy," Haley said, as she lay back down and moved her left foot to her mother's lips. "Now worship."
"Haley, we should probably talk about what just happened," Claire said, as her daughter's foot was suddenly in her face, knowing that this needed to stop. She had already gone so far, way too far.
"Mom, this isn't a one-time thing," Haley stressed, relishing the power she had over her mother. While she loved her mother, this was a bit of sweet revenge for all the 'I told you so's' and scoldings over the years. "You're my fucking mother pet and I'm soon going to be a mother fucker. Now lick my sole or else."
Her dominant tone startled and turned Claire on. It reminded her of her initial submission all those years ago. The inability to say no. The desire to obey. The mindless trust.
Wordlessly, the mother licked her daughter's salty sweaty sole... surprised by the taste. It wasn't pleasant or unpleasant... just unique.
"Good, Mommy," Haley said, watching her mom obey again. There was still a little resistance in her, but it was brittle and easily squelched.
Claire didn't say anything; she just obeyed the demeaning task even as she wondered how her daughter's feet would smell and taste after a day in hosiery.
Haley watched her mother bathe her sole, enjoying the soothing sensuality. She loved having her feet massaged and licked. She knew it may be weird, but it both relaxed her and turned her on. "Toes, Mommy."
"Yes, Mistress," Claire said, wondering if her daughter was going to do what her old Mistress really liked to do, which was make her straddle her legs and hump herself to an orgasm. It was so humiliating... so degrading... and yet gave her intense body pulsing orgasms. She took the big toe in her mouth and sucked it in.
"That feels so good, Mommy," Haley moaned softly as she closed her eyes and released.
Claire worshipped each toe individually before, without instructions, moving to the other foot and replicated the degrading yet oddly stimulating task. She added, "Your feet taste so good, baby girl."
With just a couple toes left, Gloria returned with a second strap-on, one made for pounding assholes. Thinner but still long at eight inches, said, "You and your feet thing."
"You love when I worship your perfectly manicured feet," Haley said, opening her eyes from her somewhat slumber. Haley had first insisted on worshipping Gloria's feet after a formal banquet where she was dressed to the nines. In a washroom stall in a fancy hotel, Haley also dressed to fuck, knelt on a shiny bathroom floor and licked and sucked every inch of both stocking-clad feet... the salty treat captured and trapped so perfectly in the sheer silk... which is what encouraged her to start wearing them... that and Gloria insisted.
"Yes, I have found your eager tongue and lips working on my feet is quite pleasurable," Gloria agreed, not something she had ever had done to her before in all the years of kink.
"Especially when you're wearing nylons," Haley added, as her mother sucked on her tenth and final delicacy.
"Maybe you want to clean your mother's nylon-clad feet?" Gloria asked.
"Mmmmmmm," Haley said, loving the scent and taste of stocking-clad feet, before asking, "How long have you been wearing those stockings, Mommy?"
"I only put them on right before I came here," Claire said, oddly never once having her feet orally worshipped. Phil would massage them sometimes, but she had never asked him to lick and suck them... although he would have... he would do anything she asked.
"Oh," Haley said, slightly disappointed. She liked them salty and sweaty.
"Oh, you silly foot slut," Gloria said, "I bet in this heat those feet in those stockings are sweaty as fuck."
"Mom, give me a foot," Haley demanded, instantly excited by the idea her mother's stocking-clad feet may be sweaty.
"Okay," Claire said, as she re-adjusted her body to obey... wondering if having her feet licked and sucked would feel as good as she imagined it would.
"And you can have a snack," Gloria said, taking her strap-on off.
"Mmmmmmm, Mistress, you are right," Haley moaned, for reasons she didn't understand, this turned her on immensely, "they are so wet and delicious."
"That feels so good," Claire moaned, "you can lick my sweaty soles any time you want."
"So is my coco," Gloria said, as she straddled her daughter-in-law's face and lowered her pussy on it.
Claire didn't say another word as she enjoyed the foot worship and eagerly waited to taste Gloria's beautiful shaved pussy. She had imagined this many times, masturbated about it many times, and since she had already committed a way worse act of adultery, there was no reason to refuse this offer.
"Eat, puta," Gloria ordered, even as Claire was about to start to lick and make a secret taboo fantasy come true.
"Yes, Mistress," Claire responded and immediately began licking the already wet pussy.
Then for a few minutes there wasn't much talking... just pleasuring. Haley licked each sole and sucked all ten toes, giving special attention to each painted toe.
Claire eagerly licked Gloria's pussy, captivated by its taste and desperate to make her come while finding her daughter's lips and tongue on her stocking-clad feet so erotic and sensual.
Finally, Gloria ordered, wanting to come on her daughter-in-law's pretty face, "Come suck on my tits, Haley, your slut Mommy is about to make me come."
"Yes, Mistress," Haley said, letting go of her mother's foot and quickly moving to the amazing tits attached to an amazing woman.
As soon as Haley was cupping her breasts and sucking on her nipples, Gloria knew she would erupt soon. Claire was no virgin coño muncher and was really working her pussy good. "Oh yes, mother and daughter, please your Mistress, make her come."
Both Claire and Haley moaned as they worked together to make this amazing Latina come... worshipping her pussy and tits as a team.
"Oh fuck, you incestuous slaves, you nasty sluts, you obedient pets, I'm sooooo close," Gloria moaned wildly, impressed by Claire's aggressive tongue.
Claire wanted to make her come... to taste her cum. She furiously licked and attacked the pussy like she used to in her pet pussy days... never not able to make a woman explode.
Haley tugged on Gloria's nipples, knowing they were super sensitive and knowing her mother's tongue was working Gloria's pussy good.
"Fuck, you dirty puta, take my cum," Gloria said, grabbing Claire's head and pulling it roughly against her gushing coño as she came hard.
Claire loved the sensation of being used roughly and feeling the warm sensation of pussy juice coating her face as she hungrily drank as much of the delicious cum as she could. After two decades of ignoring this submissive side of her, it had risen from the dead and she knew she could never again go back to her bland sexual existence. She would be her daughter's Mommy-slut and her mother-in-law's submissive slave from now on.
About a minute later, Gloria got off of Claire's face and ordered, "Now, Claire, eat your daughter's asshole and get it ready for my dick."
"Oh, I love having my asshole eaten," Haley said, having always loved how perversely dirty it was... and the idea of her mother probing her puckered back door was deliciously devious.
Clair sat up as her daughter bent over, giving her an amazing view of her juicy ass. No strength left to fight, and truth be told she no longer wanted to fight, especially in adrenaline submissive overdrive. The mother moved behind her daughter, spread her ass cheeks and licked the pretty puckered hole. "God, your rosebud is so perfect."
"Oh yes, you nasty Mommy, eating your daughter's shit hole," Haley moaned, enjoying talking dirty but also loving the sweet feel of a tongue bathing her back door.
"Yes, your mom is one nasty bitch," Gloria said, putting the strap-on back on.
"Yes, like mother, like daughter," Haley moaned, her mom's tongue really feeling good.
"Think she takes it in the ass too?" Gloria asked, as she admired her daughter-in-law's pretty back end.
"Do you, Mommy?" Haley asked. "Do you allow Daddy to fuck your shit box?"
Claire loved the dirty talk as she admitted no point pretending to be something she wasn't; she answered, "Yes, on occasion."
"So, Mommy is an ass whore too," Haley said. "Is there anything you won't do?"
Claire didn't answer that as she had learned during her submissive pet college days there wasn't much she wouldn't do. Eat a dozen pussies in a row, check. Get triple teamed by strap-on cock, check; get fisted, check; take a golden shower, check. Be gifted to a professor for the night for a better grade for her roommate, check. Instead, she just kept licking the sweaty asshole with a teasingly tempting taste.
"Oh, I'm sure she is as willing a fuck toy as you are," Gloria said.
"Like Mommy, like daughter," Haley repeated.
"Yes, you're just like your mother," Claire said, continuing to eat her daughter's delicious ass... the sweaty tangy scent adding to the naughty task.
"Ready to get fucked, Claire?" Gloria asked, a moment later.
"In the arse?" Haley added, finding the English word for ass hotter and nastier.
"Yes," Claire answered, giving in completely, accepting who she was, reclaiming who she used to be, while her tongue still probed her daughter's tasty arse.
"Yes, what?" Gloria asked, slapping Claire's ass.
"Yes, I want my daughter to fuck my asshole," Claire responded.
"Grab the other strap-on," Gloria ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Claire said, as she got up and grabbed the thin eight-inch dick.
"Move up a little bit," Gloria said, slapping Claire's fine ass again.
Claire obeyed... the anticipation of a dick in her ass making her pussy tingle, as did the firm slap on her ass.
Once she had the harness around her waist, Haley, giddy with excitement, grabbed the lube and lathered up her dick before moving behind her bent-over mom. "Ready to get ass fucked like a cheap tramp, Mommy?"
"Yes, Mistress," Claire said, so horny she was dying to feel a dick in her ass. "Slam that big dick up Mommy's, what did you call it, shithole."
"Fuck, so hot," Haley said, as she positioned the lubed dick at her mom's asshole.
"Just shove it in, baby," Claire said, "I can take it."
"Give her what she wants," Gloria encouraged.
"All right," Haley said, as she pushed forward and watched as the dick slid inside her mom's asshole.
"Oooooooh," Claire moaned, always loving the exhilarating pleasure and pain principle when her ass got penetrated.
"Shit, Mommy, your asshole swallowed it whole," Haley said, as she rested against her mother.
"Fuck me, Mistress, pound Mommy's asshole," Claire begged, wanting to feel her asshole pounded... knowing the harder she was fucked, the quicker the pleasure would overpower the pain.
"Yes, Mommy, I can do that," Haley said, placing her hands firmly on her mom's hips as she began fucking her mother.
"Harder and rougher," Claire demanded after just a few slow, deep strokes.
"Your mother wants her asshole destroyed," Gloria said, watching the incestuous sodomy with wicked glee.
"Yes, destroy my asshole, baby girl," Claire moaned, as he daughter began giving her the hard fucking she desired. "Make Mommy your anal fuck puppet."
"Take it all, Mommy," Haley said. A rush of adrenaline coursed through her and triggered wetness in her pussy as she pounded her mother hard, sweat glistening off both of them from the intense heat of the day. Her mother's dirty talk accelerated the thrill of the moment... especially since her mother was usually so demure and proper.
"Oh God, yes," Claire whimpered, as the pleasure began to consume her after just a minute of back door drilling. "Drill me."
"Fuck the shit out of her," Gloria encouraged, as she lubed up her dick in preparation for an anal train.
"Yes, fuck the shit out of me," Claire agreed, loving the raw passion of being sodomized by her pretty daughter.
"God, you're a nasty slut, Mom," Haley said.
"A complete whore for my daughter," Claire said, the wild reality that she was an incestuous pet to her oldest daughter really triggering her true lust.
"And your mother-in-law," Gloria added, as she moved to join the twosome and make it a threesome.
"Yes, and I'll be a submissive cunt munching, cock taking slave for my hot mother-in-law," Claire declared, no shame left in her body, lust and submission all she had left as the pleasure of the sodomy consumed her.
"Stop, deep in her ass," Gloria instructed, her hand going to Haley's back.
"Nooooo," Claire whined, her orgasm bubbling inside her.
"Yes, Mistress," Haley said, stopping with her dick lodged in her mom and resting against her, as she looked behind her and saw Gloria and her dick. "Are you going to fuck my asshole as I fuck my mother's?"
"That is exactly what we are about to do," Gloria nodded, as she positioned her fat long dick at Haley's well-used asshole.
"Slam that ten-inch monster up my shit hole and destroy it," Haley said, even though she had never had a cock this big up her ass. But fuelled by adrenaline and desire, she was ready for whatever burn came with the massive anal intrusion.
"God, you two are such nasty ass sluts," Gloria said, as she began to push her dick inside Haley's ass.
"Like mother, like daughter," both mother and daughter said in almost perfect unison.
"Indeed," Gloria laughed as her dick disappeared between Haley's ass cheeks.
"Oooooooooh," Haley moaned, as her asshole was stretched and penetrated to new unexplored depths in her bowels. "So big."
"Now fuck your mother and then bounce back on my cock, Haley," Gloria ordered, once she was all in... and had allowed Haley to get used to ten inches of dick in her poop shute for a moment... her slutty pet taking all ten inches in her ass rather easily.
"Yes, Mistess," Haley said, as she backed up and then slammed into her mother.
"Yes," Claire screamed from the sudden deep penetration after the brief frustrating delay.
"Oooooh," Haley moaned, as she backed up and took the dick as deep into her asshole as humanly possible... a sweet sensation of pain burned in her asshole.
"Back and forth," Gloria said, as she watched Haley somewhat awkwardly move in and out of her mother while then bouncing back to fuck herself.
"Yes, Mistress," Haley whimpered, as she struggled to get into a smooth rhythm.
"Yes, fuck Mommy's shit hole," Claire moaned, using her daughter's nasty description again, finding it a turn-on.
"And fuck your own asshole," Gloria added, enjoying watching Haley really get a workout.
"Mmmmmmmm." Haley moaned, slowly but surely getting into a good flow.
For a couple of minutes, Haley got the sexual workout of her life as she slammed into her mother and then bounced back and impaled herself on ten inches of dick. Sweat poured off her body from the strenuous activity and the pounding heat.
Claire's orgasm was rising, the rough anal treatment making her entire body pulse with pleasure while Haley, too, had a rising tide inside her.
"Don't stop fucking Mommy's ass," Claire pleaded.
"Not until you come like the ass slut you are," Haley huffed as she continued the see-saw fucking.
"Plug my shit hole with your big cock," the mother said.
"Get the puta off," Gloria ordered.
"Yea, get the puta off," Claire copied, about to come.
"Now, Mommy-slut, come my ass slave, my fuck toy, my pussy pet," Haley ordered, saying this over a half dozen hammering strokes.
"Yes, fuck, yes, yes, fuuuuuuck," Claire bellowed as her orgasm hit her like pure rapture.
Gloria took over the fucking giving hard rough back shots into Haley, whose dick was still lodged in a trembling Claire.
"Oh yes, fuck my shit hole, hammer my ass," Haley moaned loudly, resting against her trembling mother... which added to the growing euphoria.
"Oooooooh," Claire moaned, as she was still kind of getting fucked while coming.
"Oh God, Mistress," Haley moaned, "don't stop, don't stop. Drill my asshole."
"Fuck," Claire whimpered, as Gloria's hard thrusts somehow made the dick in her ass reach impossible new depths... creating new waves as the orgasm seemed to be never-ending.
"Yes, fuck, yes, harder," Haley moaned, her orgasm about to erupt.
"Come now, slut, come my ass slut," Gloria ordered, getting a little tired from the burning sun.
"So clooooose," Haley moaned, and a few strokes later it hit, "fuuuuuuuck."
Gloria kept pumping her dick in Haley's ass for a few more strokes, before pulling out, taking the harness off and diving into the pool to cool down.
"So good," Haley whimpered, feeling her gaping ass.
"Best day ever," Claire said, completely spent.
"Agreed," Haley said, kissing the back of her mom's neck.
"I can't believe we just did all that," the mother said.
"I can't believe you hid your nasty side from me."
"Well, later I will tell you about my sordid college life," Claire said.
"I want to hear every fucking detail," Haley said.
"Well, there was a lot of fucking," Claire said, then added, "and licking."
"I want to hear it all," the daughter repeated, but desperately needed to get out of the sun. "But for now, let's go cool down in the pool."
"Okay," Claire agreed, taking her sweaty stockings off, her blouse and bra, which somehow had stayed on during the entire wild fuckfest, and followed into the pool.
Each now a little refreshed, Haley moved to her mother and said, "I love you, Mom," before she kissed her.
"Don't you mean, Mommy-slut," Claire corrected her daughter with a sly smile.
"I do, Mommy-slut, I do," Haley said, as she kissed her mom again.
"Don't forget who is in charge here, you incestuous sluts," Gloria chirped in.
"Of course not, Mistress," Haley said.
"How could I forget?" Claire asked. "You turned my daughter and me into cunt munching, ass taking lesbian slaves."



"Just don't forget it," Gloria said, as she swam away from them.
"And don't forget, I'm in charge, Mommy-pet," Haley said, moving her hand in the water and to her mom's pussy.
"Yes, Mistress, I am completely yours," she replied, as she leaned forward and kissed her.
The end
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Pay for BBC
I had sucked a couple of dozen cocks since I crossed the line a couple of years ago.
I had sucked cocks as old as seventy, although he never came; to many guys in their early twenties and all ages in-between. I had yet to suck an eighteen-or nineteen-year-old but it was on my suck-it list. The idea of sucking some young college guy or a kid right out of high school was a strange turn-on... especially if they treated me like a cum dump. I couldn't explain it, as I was perceived by most as a man's man and yet being called a cocksucker, a faggot, a sissy, or any other derogatory name always made my dick ache when I was sucking a cock.
I had sucked a super small cock, under four inches, a Japanese man in Hawaii on vacation in a bathroom stall, to over eight inches of a tattoo covered fifty-plus-year-old chubby guy with a shockingly huge dick in a truck in a back alley.
I have sucked mostly white guys, but besides the aforementioned Japanese guy, I have sucked a couple Filipino guys, a Mexican in my hotel room while my wife got a massage in Vegas, an Italian with a fat cock in his hotel room while his buddy watched but didn't want me to suck him (the idea of servicing multiple guys was also on my suck-it list... as was a bukkake), and two Muslim men, each at different times, both in their homes, and both made me suck their balls and make me beg to suck their cock (which was so fucking hot).
What I hadn't yet ever experienced was my ultimate fantasy: a BBC... a big black cock.
It was black dick and hypno sissy porn that first planted the seeds of sucking a cock. At first, I pushed those silly and random thoughts out of my head.
Thoughts started like, "Shit, that is a big dick," "God, look how thick that black cock is," and "There is something hypnotic about a big black dick with shaved balls."
Thoughts evolved as I began watching porn. I didn't purposely only watch BBC porn, in fact, I purposely started with lesbian, which switched to straight, which evolved into BBC, which ended in BBC hypno sissy.
The thoughts continued with me, eventually thinking about black cock at work, at the grocery store, and, worse, at church.
Yet, I had never once had the opportunity to actually suck one. Instead, my black cock curiosity had led to me sucking a variety of cocks.
That changed when I was in Detroit for a conference, was on Grindr, and responded to a guy with the handle 'huge black cock'. Only the real confident ones or the ones with huge dicks had a tag that blunt. There was no age. No picture. Just the words that excited me, made me intrigued and compelled to send a message.
WHITEMARRIEDCOCKSUCKER: Hi, sir. I am a white married cocksucker who would love to service you. I will swallow your load or take it on my face. I am very obedient and like being told what to do. Also, if this interests you, I will come wearing pantyhose. I hope to hear from you.
I had learned to give a message of a decent length. I hated one-word messages and caught on quickly the more information you gave the more likely you would get a response.
I waited for just a couple of minutes before I got a response.
BBCHAMMER: Hey, cocksucker. Send me a picture of you naked and just in pantyhose. I want to see that ass.
I was already in pantyhose. It was the first thing I did when I got into a hotel room. I loved the sensation of sheer silk on my legs. I bought a dozen Donna Karan pantyhose that were between 5 and 10 denier. I had sent pictures of me in pantyhose, but wearing underwear. Yet, being called a cocksucker and the slim possibility of being able to suck a black dick had my submissive nature take over and willing to comply.
WHITEMARRIEDCOCKSUCKER: Yes, sir. It may take a minute or two.
BBCHAMMER: Hurry up, bitch. There are a lot of white cum dumps that will eagerly take my big black dick.
His dominant tone... even in text... had my mouth water and my hard cock twitch in my pantyhose.
WHITEMARRIEDCOCKSUCKER: Yes, sir.
I quickly went to the mirror and took a few pics. The best one where I was bent over like a slut getting ready to be pounded from behind. For the record, I had been fucked a couple of times. Once by a military man in his 60s who took my anal cherry and a twenty-something college guy who I went to blow but told me I had a perfect fuckable asshole and two minutes later he was pounding me with the pantyhose I was wearing around my ankles as I was bent over his couch.
Happy with one picture, I pressed send before I could change my mind.
Then waited.
About ten minutes... long enough I assumed he wasn't impressed. Less than twenty percent of conversations lasted more than a couple back and forth and less than five percent ended up with me with a dick in my mouth.
I was just beginning to scroll Grindr and look for a cock when he responded.
BBCHAMMER: That is one nice ass white boi.
He then sent a pic.
I gasped.
It was a long hard black dick... not overly thick, but it seemed to be ten-inches long.
I stared at it in absolute awe.
It was majestic.
It was perfect.
I would do literally almost anything to suck this cock.
WHITEMARRIEDCOCKSUCKER: That is a majestic cock, sir. It is easily the most magnificent I have ever seen while on this site.
BBCHAMMER: Thanks. Can you host?
I had never hosted. I always went to them. I feared that somehow, they would learn my name. My true identity. That I would be outed and my marriage would be over. What would my kids think? Yet, so desperate to suck that cock I replied in the affirmative.
WHITEMARRIEDCOCKSUCKER: Yes, sir, I am in a hotel.
BBCHAMMER: Nice. How old are you again?
WHITEMARRIEDCOCKSUCKER: 50, sir.
BBCHAMMER: I'm eighteen.
WHITEMARRIEDCOCKSUCKER: If I can be honest. I have always wanted to suck an eighteen-year-old.
BBCHAMMER: What about black dick?
WHITEMARRIEDCOCKSUCKER: That is another fantasy I would love to fulfill.
BBCHAMMER: I love being a white faggot's first... especially married cum dumps.
So desperate... so hungry... my cock throbbing... I responded pathetically.
WHITEMARRIEDCOCKSUCKER: I will do whatever you say, sir.
BBCHAMMER: I charge a hundred dollars to dump a load in a white boi. If you want a second load it is only fifty more... but the second load goes in your ass.
My eyes went wide. I had never paid for sex. The first time I was fucked he made me stop and buy lube and condoms... but that was the closest I had ever come.
Yet, before I had time to think, I responded.
WHITEMARRIEDCOCKSUCKER: That is a very reasonable price to pay for the privilege to suck your majestic dick.
After I pressed send, I stared at my pathetic words.
Yet, I meant it.
I would pay a hundred dollars in a heartbeat to suck his cock.
BBCHAMMER: Send me your location.
My eyes went wide. This was really going to happen.
Again, before I could change my mind, I responded with the location pin.
BBCHAMMER: I will be there in ten or fifteen minutes. I expect you only in your pantyhose and I expect the money in cash. Is that understood, white boi?
WHITEMARRIEDCOCKSUCKER: Yes, sir. I will have the money ready.
BBCHAMMER: Make sure you have a 150 as most white bois never are done after one load.
I wasn't sure I wanted to get ass fucked by such a big dick... both cocks I had taken were small and thin.
WHITEMARRIEDCOCKSUCKER: Yes, sir.
BBCHAMMER: I'm going to face fuck you and nut all over your face.
WHITEMARRIEDCOCKSUCKER: I am your fuck toy to use as you please.
I shook my head as I stared at the words I had sent.
BBCHAMMER: Leaving now.
WHITEMARRIEDCOCKSUCKER: I can't wait!!!
I pulled out two fifties and three twenties as I didn't have exactly a 150 and sat on my bed nervously.
I was super excited... yet equally nervous.
As I already mentioned, I had never once allowed a stranger into my hotel room to suck them.
Also, as already mentioned, I had never even considered paying to suck cock... never mind one hundred dollars.
Yet, I had to suck that black cock.
I had to.
I put my phone on mute, so if I got a call it didn't ring, but press record so I could later listen to him dominating me. Pathetic, but something I had done a couple of times but never with someone overly dominant.
I put the phone on the bed upside down and waited a couple more minutes before there was a knock at the door.
A rush of adrenaline coursed through me and made my dick twitch in my pantyhose as I stood up and walked to the door.
I opened it and a six-foot-six black man walked into the room.
"Hi, cocksucker," he said, as I closed the door.
"Hi, sir," I said, continuing to address him in such a submissive way since he was less than half my age.
"You really are one submissive bitch, aren't you," he laughed, as he walked to the bed.
"I am for cock," I replied, not even pretending to have any shame as I walked to him just as he pulled down his Nike sweats.
"Money," he said, as I was about to drop down before him.
"Yes, sir," I said, walking to the desk and grabbing all the money. I handed it to him.
"Already deciding for the double load?" he asked, as I looked at the big bulge in his black boxers.
"I don't think I can possibly stop at just one," I admitted, knowing that this could be a once in a lifetime opportunity and was going to make it last as long as possible... and if that meant getting railed by this massive cock and having my asshole ripped apart... so be it.
"That is usually the case," he laughed with a deep voice, as he pointed to the floor.
I obediently lowered myself to my knees.
"Take them off," he ordered.
"Yes, sir," I obeyed, moving my hands to his underwear and slowly pulling them down... my eyes focused on his crotch area, my mouth watering, as it flopped out. "Wow!" I said, staring at the biggest cock I had ever had before me.
"You like?" he said, the question clearly rhetorical... it was obvious I was completely captivated by it.
"It's so majestically perfect," I answered, as I moved my left hand to his hard black dick. "Oh my!" I said, sounding perhaps a little less masculine than I felt I was.
"You are one pathetic married man," he said, just as I leaned forward and took his cock in my mouth.
I knew his words were true. It didn't become more pathetic than paying to suck an eighteen-year-old's cock in my hotel while wearing my wedding ring. Yet, my response to his words, was to moan as I slowly took more and more of his massive cock in my mouth.
"Aaaah, your phone," he said. "Let's see what your wife looked like."
"Nooooo," I said, pulling off his cock but it was too late.
"You are recording this?" he asked, actually sounding perplexed
"Um, yeah, I like listening to it after," I sheepishly said, as he looked down at me.
"What do you like to hear?" he asked.
"Being called names. Being humiliated," I admitted.
"Well, we can make that a reality," he said, as he aimed my phone at me. "Tell me what you want."
I was now looking into my own camera, I replied without hesitation, submission and lust controlling my every word and action, "I want to suck your big black cock until you come down my married mouth or all over my sissy face."
"What are you?" he asked, as he slapped my face with his cock.
"A white cocksucker mindlessly obedient cum dump for black cock," I replied excitedly where shame should be.
"What is your wife's name?" he asked, as he slid his cock between my lips and pumped five times before pulling out.
"Pamela," I answered without even thinking, even as I knew I was potentially risking everything for a black dick.
"Is she hot?" he asked, sliding his dick back in my mouth.
"Very," I answered, when he pulled back out.
"Then why suck cock?"
"I don't know," I admitted, that a question that always consumed me once I had left a stranger with a load of cum in my belly or occasionally on my face.
"Because you're a cock sucking faggot," he said, again slapping my face.
"Yes, for big cock I am," I accepted the truth out loud.
"And if your wife walked in right now would you stop sucking my cock?" he asked, but didn't let me answer as he slid his cock back in my mouth.
This time he stopped half way in and after a couple of seconds I took it as a wordless order to resume sucking his cock. As I bobbed, worshipping this amazing dick, I wrestled with the question had just asked. What would I do? Would I keep sucking? Would I stop? What would I say to my wife? How would I explain myself?
"Oh yeah, you would continue sucking my dick, white boi, because that is who you are," he said, as I did keep sucking and knew sadly it was the truth. There was no way I could stop sucking this cock... the musky scent... the long shaft... the huge balls bubbling with cum... how could anyone stop?
"How much did you pay to suck my dick?" he asked, pulling his dick out of my mouth after about a minute.
"One hundred dollars," I answered, as I licked his cock head.
"And?"
"Another sixty for you to bend me over and fuck me with that huge black dick," I shamelessly replied... cock drunk with lust.
"Ten more than I asked," he laughed.
"I'd pay double," I admitted, as I moved down and sucked on one of his big balls.
"Shit, I'm going to make you my fucking bitch," he said, as he enjoyed me going from one ball to another.
"Please, use me," I replied, dying to have this cock in my mouth, his load in or on me and to feel this huge shaft pounding my asshole.
"Beg," he ordered, after I sucked on his second ball.
"Please, sir, let me suck your cock, drain your big balls and then fuck my ass with your huge black dick," I rambled on all the things I wanted to have happen to me before this night ended.
"Now, show me how good a cock sucking slut you are," he ordered, still filming me.
"Yes, sir," I nodded, and took his cock back in my mouth and began bobbing lustfully taking as much of his cock as I could.
"Oh yeah, cock sucker," he moaned, a dozen or so bobs later. "You are not a man, you are just a cum dump."
"Mmmmmmm," I responded, without losing a beat or perhaps more accurately a bob.
"Shit, you may be the biggest married white faggot I have used yet," he groaned.
Oddly, this flattered me, as pathetic as that sounded. I mean this was all pathetic... yet the most exciting, pleasurable experience I had ever experienced.
A moment later, I felt both hands on my head, unsure where my phone went, and he began fucking my mouth. I had been mouth fucked before and had learned how to focus breathing through my nose. The exhilaration of feeling a set of balls bouncing off your chin was surreally erotic.
"Yeah, this mouth was made to be a cum dump for black dick," he said, as I took more and more of his ten inches in my mouth with each stroke. I gagged a couple of times but after a minute or so I was smoothly allowing (perhaps allowing is the wrong word) ten inches of black meat to fill my mouth and felt his big heavy black ball sac slapping against my chin in a rhythmic tribal beat.
"Get ready," he warned, even though I had been ready and craving this load for minutes already. In truth since I saw that picture sent to me and hoped it was really his.
I wondered if he was going to shoot down my throat or all over my face... I didn't have to wait long to learn the answer to my question as he pulled his dick out and instantly exploded a massive load all over my face. It happened so fast, I didn't have time to close my eyes and the first rope of cum landed directly in my left eye. I had taken five or six facials... always in awe of how warm the cum was when it splattered against my face.
There was so much cum coating my face as I revelled in the humiliation that somehow brought intense pleasure to my core being.
"Look up, cum dump," he ordered.
I obeyed, even as I felt cum ooze down my face.
"So, I'm assuming you want the second load?" he accurately guessed.
"Yes, please," I responded, desperate to feel his cock fuck me... to pound me... to breed me.
"All right," he nodded, as he got out of his sweats that had been around his ankles and got onto the bed. "Come slowly suck my cock while I watch sports highlights."
"Yes, sir," I replied, getting off my knees and crawling between his muscular black legs.
"It will take fifteen minutes, give or take," he said, my phone back in his hands.
"I can worship you all night," I said, pathetic responses multiplying every time I spoke.
"Suck on my balls for a while," he said.
"Yes, sir," I obeyed, as I lowered myself to suck on his big black ball sac and worried what he may be doing on my phone. Was he still recording me? Was he scrolling through photos? Was he texting my wife? While that worried me immensely, I had already crossed the line of no return and was helpless to do anything to stop him if he chose to out me.
"Shit, you have a pretty hot wife," he said.
"Thank you," I replied before I took a ball in my mouth.
"Think she has ever had black dick?" he asked.
"I don't think so," I answered, although I had had a few fantasies imagining her getting fucked and me eating her cream pies... although these fantasies were rare. Usually, I just stuck to my own sexual submission. That said, my wife was submissive in the bedroom and I the dominant... hard to believe based on what was currently transpiring in my hotel room.
"I bet she would take my dick in a heart beat," he said, as I sucked gently his large ball.
I had no response. So, I just kept sucking.
"She has a great ass," he complimented.
"Yeah, she does," I concurred.
"Does she take it up the ass like you do?" he asked.
"On special occasions," I replied, telling the truth. A little wine and the right occasion and she enjoyed a dick in her ass... although those right occasions had become less and less the past few years.
"Think my dick is a special occasion?"
"Yeah, I imagine it is," I said, unsure what else to say.
"Where you from?"
"Toronto."
"Aaaah, only a few hours away," he said.
"Yeah."
"Maybe, I should get you to drive her here so she can get the fucking she deserves."
My cock ached at his words, yet I couldn't imagine her ever agreeing; of course, a few years ago I couldn't have imagined a situation where I would suck dick and take it up the ass. Behind each person's conservative persona is a fetish, kink or fantasy they wished they could make reality.
"Or I could get you to pay my flight to come to your house and fuck your wife in all three holes," he said, making my cock throb. The idea was so wicked and wrong, yet I let out a little moan as I went from ball to ball.
"You want me to fuck your wife?" he asked.
"I don't know," I answered, which was the truth.
"I think you do," he said. "I think you would be willing to pay me to fly to Toronto, rent a car, come to your home and fuck your wife while you watched."
These words were so hot based on my current situation and desperation to please. Yet, I didn't say a word.
"Would you pay for me to come and fuck your wife?" he bluntly asked.
"If she agreed," I answered, the safest answer I could give in the situation I was in.
"If she saw this dick do you think she would agree?"
"I don't know," I admitted.
"You know," he said, before he put my phone down and switched channels.
Then, for five minutes or more, I sucked his balls.
He ordered, "Now nurse my dick slowly."
It had become flaccid since coating my face and I eagerly took it back in my mouth. I loved the sensation of feeling a soft cock harden in my mouth. It was so magical. It felt so powerful knowing it was my mouth making it grow.



"Fucking Tigers," he cursed a couple of minutes later as his dick had reached full mast in my mouth.
They were playing my Blue Jays so if the Tigers lost that meant the Jays won. Sweet.
It was another ten minutes at least, where I simply ever so slowly bobbed on his cock, licked his shaft, swirled my tongue around his cock head and played with his balls before he asked, "Ready to get fucked?"
"Yes," I replied, perhaps too quickly.
"Got lube?" he asked, as he rolled off the bed.
"On the desk," I answered, the same one I had bought for my first anal experience.
"Get on all fours," he ordered, as he walked and grabbed the lube.
"Yes, sir," I obeyed, as he went to the washroom. I heard him take a piss, flush the toilet and wash his hands.
"Shit, you really do have a nice fuckable white ass," he complimented.
"Thanks," I replied, perversely flattered by the surreal compliment.
"Yeah, it will look even better with a black dick in it," he said, moving onto the bed and caressing my ass. It was a strangely intimate moment. "These pantyhose are nice too."
"Thanks," I repeated waiting for the inevitable.
Suddenly, he ripped them and poured lube on his dick. My entire body trembled with anticipation and slight fear... this was going to hurt.
"Ready?"
"Yes," I answered, my hands squeezing the pillow before me preparing for the pain before the pleasure.
"This ass was made for fucking," he said, reminiscent to what the second guy who fucked me said. I felt his cock between my ass cheeks and took in a deep breath preparing for the initial insertion.
"Fuck me," I heard myself say... wanting to feel this black cock take any last shreds of manhood I may have.
"Beg," he said, as he gently pushed at my any entrance.
"Please, fuck me with that big black cock," I begged. "Make me your white fuck toy."
"Shit, you sure you a little sissy," he said, as he slid his cock in my asshole.
"Oooooooh, fuuuuuuuuck," I whimpered in a feminine voice I didn't know existed inside me as a sharp pain swarmed inside me. Yet, I wanted him to go deeper.
"Such a tight boi pussy," he groaned, as his black snake slithered deeper in me.
"So big," I moaned in a state of sensual delirium as it began to reach depths never explored in my anus.
"Yeah, shit your asshole just swallowed my cock whole," he said, as his body rested inside me.
"So big," I repeated like a bimbo fuck toy as my entire body burned with a complex mixture of pleasure and pain... enhanced by the utter mental rapture of my submissive nature allowing to be taken over completely.
"Yeah, I will ruin this asshole for any future small dicks," he said, as he slowly pulled out and back in.
"Destroy it," I mindlessly moaned, wanting to be fucked like a cheap whore... used rough and hard... the pain not hindering the pleasure.
"You really are a faggot fuck toy," he said, as he began to pump his cock in and out of me... although at a slow pace.
"Yes," I replied, as each slow thrust deep in me made my hard dick throb and feel like I could come from getting sodomized.
"You want it harder?" he asked, about twenty slow smooth strokes later.
"Yes, please fuck me like a cheap slut," I replied, the pain slowly fading and being usurped by ultimate pleasure.
"As you wish," he said, as he placed his hands firmly on my hips and slammed deep in me somehow reaching new depths inside me.
"Fuuuuuck," I screamed, the pain resuming even as my dick pulsated with a sensation I had never experienced.
"Oh yeah, take it bitch," he said, as he began slamming into me hard. Each deep thrust made me squeal as his body collided into mine.
"Fuck," I weakly mustered, as he hammered my hole and indeed treated me like a cheap slut. It was completely exhilarating to just be used as a fuck toy. My cock swayed. My body quaked. My head went in a daze. This was unlike any sexual encounter with a man or woman.
Then, for a couple of intense life-changing minutes the only sounds were my feminine moans and the sound of his body slamming into mine.
The entire time, with each thrust, I felt like I may come. Yet, it didn't happen... until suddenly it did. I grunted-squealed-moaned all that the same time as I erupted all over the bed sheets.
"Did you just come?" he asked, without slowing down his assault on my ass.
"Yeah," I weakly said, as the most pleasurable orgasm in my life occurred.
"You really are a faggot," he laughed. I was still in the glorious afterglow of my orgasm when a couple of minutes later he grunted and I felt his dick pulsate and his load spew inside me.
"Yes, fill me up," I whimpered, feeling completely like a girl as he came in me like my asshole was a pussy.
"Oh yeah, bitch," he grunted.
"Sooo good," I moaned, the sensation of being filled with cum pleasurable in a way I couldn't fathom being so pleasurable.
"Yeah, I love breeding a white ass," he said, slowing down kept continuing slow pumps.
About a minute later, he pulled out and said, "By the way, I filmed the entire encounter for you, fuck toy,"
"Thanks," I weakly said, feeling empty without his dick in my ass. I remained on all fours spent.
He got dressed, took the money and said, "If you want to be fucked by a bunch of black frat boys text me and you can be a cum dump at our party tomorrow."
"Okay," I said, that a crazy offer I couldn't imagine taking.
"I left my number on your phone," he said, before he took the money and walked out.
I could feel the cum ooze out of me as I slowly rolled onto my back.
My submissive nature fading, I lay there thinking what have I done.
I reached for my phone that was on the bed, on its stand and still recording. I pressed stop recording and saw two messages from my wife, and a missed call from my wife.
I went to check her texts first but saw I had sent a message to someone called Master. I clicked on it and saw he had sent himself pictures of my wife, a brief clip from when I sucked him (how did he even make that) and the words: I am your faggot.
Jesus.
I shook my head, feeling cum still leak out of my ass.
I checked my wife's messages. The first one simply said: Love you. The second said: Call me when you have time.
I was about to call her, laying there in my own sin and filth, when I got a message from Master: Bitch. If you are still in town tomorrow, I expect you to text me for the address to come and be the evening cum dump.
I replied, without even thinking: I am here tomorrow.
I pressed send and then thought to myself why did I do that?
I lay there waiting for his reply as I realized I had become a complete submissive for this eighteen-year-old.
The end.
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Freeuse BBC College

	Prologue October 31st (well actually it's so late it is now the early morning of November 1st).


As I entered my house, needing to get away from the reality of my excessive sin, driving the hour home with over a dozen loads of cum leaking out of my asshole, and over half a dozen loads coated and now dried on my face, I gasped when I saw my mother dressed as an angel with wings, a halo and white thigh high stockings getting spit-roast by two older black men I recognized: one the janitor in my old high school, the other a church minister. My sister dressed only in torn black pantyhose and boots with no real clue what she started the night dressed as was on her knees licking the pussy of a chubby black woman, I didn't know, while she got pounded from behind (in a similar position I had spent a lot of time in just over an hour ago) by a skinny black man. Mrs. Walker, my former English teacher, dressed in a ripped Supergirl costume, but the beige pantyhose still on was riding a black man whose face I couldn't see... Mrs. Walker was a teacher I had jerked off to many times because of her beauty and she constantly wore nylons which was a major turn-on for me. A chubby white woman was on her back on the floor with the very dark-skinned Mrs. Levison, who was ninety years old (we celebrated her birthday that summer) sitting on her face. My neighbour and TV weather girl Mrs. Dalton was on her knees dressed as a nurse, the only one still completely dressed in a costume, sucking some big-bellied black man while her daughter, Sarah, dressed in a cheerleader outfit, who had graduated with me and was a complete knockout, was taking black dick in all three of her holes.
I was flabbergasted.
Even after all I had witnessed the last two weeks.
All I had just endured the past few hours.
All the revelations that had been coming like waves hitting a shore.
This was unbelievable.
Then I saw in the corner, my dad on his knees, naked, with a collar around his neck, with loads of cum all over him.
This was confirmation that the black freeuse movement that existed at my college had made its way to my hometown as well.
"What you doing here boy?" a black man I didn't know asked in a firm tone.
"I live here," I sheepishly said.
"Oh, are you Mary's youngest?" he asked, pulling out of Sarah's asshole and walking towards me.
"Yes, sir," I nodded, having learned my whole life to address adults with respect, even as I glanced down to see his massive fat black cock fully erect which made my mouth water and my asshole tingle with needy anticipation.
"Alex!" Mom gasped even as she took intense back shots and made no effort to disengage herself from the hard pounding she was clearly enjoying.
"Keep sucking, slut," the janitor ordered shoving his cock back in her mouth.
"I see you've had quite the night," the man said.
"Today was my BBC initiation, sir," I explained, as I glanced back down at his huge dick that I desperately wanted in my mouth... not at all fazed that it was just in a girl's asshole... having sucked more than one cock straight from an asshole already tonight. At least this time it would be out of a female's ass. Even after all the cock I had taken in both holes the past few hours, I wanted more.
"Well, I guess you can stay and watch or be used if you wish," he said, as he put his hands on my shoulders. I could smell the tart scent of ass, a scent I had come to enjoy over my initiation as both kinky and strangely erotic.
"Thank you, sir," I said, taking yet another cock in my mouth.
As I bobbed on the ten-inch fat black cock, I had so many questions.
How long have my mother and sister been BBC sluts?
How had my ex-military father who nobody ever fucked with end up allowing this and become a cum dump in his own home?
How long had this secret black-dominant world order been happening in my hometown?
This and a plethora of other questions swarmed as the sounds of the orgy echoed through the walls of my family home and as I sucked this tangy ass-coated cock I tried to go back and figure out how it all ended up this way.
Here, without any embellishment is my story....

	Wednesday October 15th... the first two surprises


Starting college when still seventeen was annoying as almost everyone was eighteen. It's not like anyone knew I was seventeen, but it still was annoying. My birthday wasn't until October 14th. My older best friends and I all decided we would go to the same college an hour away from home and stay in an apartment together just off of campus but set up for students. As such, we were far enough away from home to not be nagged by our parents, but close enough to go home if we needed money, food or an actual home-cooked meal.
All five of us were heavily recruited to the school as we were computer brains. The tech school had only been open for about twenty-five years, so it was relatively new in the world of colleges, but it had been building a reputation as a competitive choice in both sports and computer engineering fields. That said, this school was an affiliate just half an hour from the original college where my Dad went and where my older brothers currently go.
While any one of us could have chosen more popular Ivy League schools this was where all our dads had ...gone. It was a growing school. We got full-ride scholarships which was more than we would have got anywhere else. We were smart but not top 1% Harvard smart and as already mentioned it was close by.
We thought about moving into the dorms because we just liked the idea of all being able to live together. We also didn't want to get split up or isolated if some made the frat houses and some didn't. Plus, my four best buddies had been the same since elementary school. It really was a perfect situation. I don't know how our dads did it, but they got us a five-bedroom apartment, one of only two in the six-story building.
My four friends were each quite different in looks and personality.
There is Chris, the class clown. He is chubby, but fine with it. Not quite Chunk from the Goonies but not that far off either. He was the outgoing one of us and somehow had the most success with the ladies.
There is Wally who should be an athlete at 6"2', but has no coordination and is so skinny he could blow away if a tornado ever hit this area. He was quick-witted and funny, although often overshadowed by Chris's larger-than-life personality.
There is Ray who is a ginger and we never stop making fun of that. Besides being brilliant, he was a musician and artist.
Lastly, there is Kwan who is a Chinese American who could likely pass as fourteen. I'm not sure his puberty explosion is ever going to happen. He was super shy and quiet, except for when around the five of us.
Oh, by the way, I'm Alex. I'm as average as they come. Brown hair, brown eyes, 5'9", average weight, not an athlete or even into sports; I like to read, and am quite shy in most situations. My one quirk: I could get really intense when debating; I also hate to lose.
I've also been called naïve or gullible my entire life because I believe in the best in people. That may be because my parents didn't have television as a kid and I wasn't allowed a phone until high school; regardless I often didn't understand why people did what they did. Where I was most comfortable was in class, gaming or doing research.
In other words, I'm the epitome of average. A solid six. I've had three girlfriends, one twenty-second blow job, ate pussy once and had actual sex with two different girls.
Again, average.
So, after that ramble, let me get back to my actual story.
I was in the library on the sixth floor, looking for a book on an engineering paper I had to write when I turned down the aisle and right before my eyes where I needed to go was a white kid on his knees sucking a black guy's dick.
I was astonished.
Paralyzed.
I couldn't believe what I was watching. Then as I looked closer, unable to break my eye contact at such a shocking discovery in such a public place, I realized I recognized the guy on his knees. He was in my biology class. He sat one row in front of me.
The black guy, who looked to be a couple years older than the freshman, looked at me and said, as if he wasn't just caught with his pants down getting a blow job from another guy, "We may be here a while. We just started. But feel free to grab whatever book you need."
"Um, okay," I said, completely bewildered that he wasn't embarrassed by getting caught in such a compromising situation. I was equally baffled to see the guy continue sucking on the dick knowing someone was watching. Another question popped into my head about them doing it right here in the open. Sure, this wasn't the busiest floor in the library, but not really a place to fornicate. Why here? Why not the bathroom? Or at least somewhere remotely secluded.
I tried not to stare as I walked to find my book which, of course, was going to be very close to where they were.
"Oh yeah, cock sucker, that's it, suck my big black dick," the guy groaned, as I was now about a foot away from them and looking for my book while greatly distracted by them and the guy's shocking words. I mean, I watched porn (perhaps too much) and kind of got turned on by dirty talk, but hearing it in real life was surreal and... awkward.
While this task should have been easy, grabbing a book, I was so rattled by this shocking discovery I was completely distracted. The sounds of cock sucking were crazy loud and the soft moans coming from the freshman's mouth increased the confusion. I suddenly blanked and forgot the number of the book I was looking for and had to pull out my phone to check it.
"How much do you love sucking my dick, white boy?" the black guy said as I entered my password to my phone.
"I love sucking your big black cock," the guy I vaguely knew responded in a tone that sounded believable and full of lust. I couldn't believe he would answer the question at all never mind so adamantly with someone else right there.
As I mentioned, I watched a lot of porn. While none of it was gay porn, one of the things I found important in porn besides an actual plot was believable performances. For me that had always been about the girl clearly enjoying sucking dick, getting fucked or eating pussy. Weirdly, the freshman was putting on a very enthusiastic and eager performance.
"Tell your audience," the black guy said.
My classmate turned to me, looked up at me with a strange look in his eyes, not seeming fazed or ashamed at all by such an order when he told me, "I love sucking his big black cock."
"And what are you craving?" the black guy continued to humiliate this poor guy who didn't seem humiliated at all and I found this incredibly awkward.
I didn't mean to, I really didn't, but I looked at the dick of the black guy and my eyes went wide at the massive size of it. While I was an above-average five inches, a slight break from the theme of being completely average, this dick must have been nine inches long.
"Your big creamy load of cum in my mouth or all over my face," the guy said, as he reached over and stroked the cock while talking to me. "This load is so fucking delicious. I can never get enough black cock cum."
"Then come and get it, white boy," the black guy said.
The guy quickly resumed bobbing on that cock with hungry lust like only a few porn stars do believably. I mean he devoured all nine inches as I stared in absolute bewilderment... paralyzed by indecision and stunned awe.
I seriously couldn't believe what I was watching. What I had just heard. I must have been staring for a few seconds, way longer than I should have, but I suddenly couldn't take my eyes off the act right before me until the black guy said, "You are welcome to join him if you wish. Can never have too many white cock suckers."
"N-n-no," I stammered, gave up on my book search and scurried out of there mortified by the assumption I was a cock sucker.
In the elevator, alone, I realized he implied he had more than one white cock sucker. The fact that he stressed race added to my confusion.
As the elevator descended my head spun with a plethora of questions.
What did I just witness?
Why did I stare?
Why did he think I was gay?
Why did he stress the fact the freshman and I were both white?
Why would they possibly do it in such a public location?
Why wasn't the freshman remotely embarrassed by being caught in such a compromising situation?
Why? Why? Why?
Oddly, I could feel my cheeks burning with shame. As if I had done something wrong.
I reached the main floor and wasn't sure what to do. I still needed that book. So, I did some other research for about thirty minutes before I went back to the sixth floor, happily saw they were gone, found my book which had literally been right in front of me when I was there the first time and grabbed it.
Back in my apartment, my buddies were all doing what we often did: playing Call of Duty. I wanted to tell them what I saw, but couldn't. I couldn't begin to process the reality of what I saw. I was oddly ashamed by what I saw even though I had nothing to do with it and I did nothing wrong. They asked me to join and trying to clear my head I did and after a few minutes, the surreal sex act I witnessed was briefly forgotten.
It was a couple hours later, just after supper, when I decided to go to the laundry. It was in the basement of the building and since our elevator was old and I had been stuck in it twice already I decided to take the stairs. I discovered the first time I was stuck there for over an hour that I was apparently a little claustrophobic.
I hadn't even walked down the first flight of stairs when I heard the moans of a guy begging, "Yes, give it to me. Give it to me hard."
"Yeah, you're such a fucking slut," a male voice said.
"I am for black dick," the moaning guy said.
'What the fuck?' I thought to myself. Twice in one day. It couldn't be. I don't know why I didn't just turn around and go back to my room or take the elevator... curiosity I guess... but I continued slowly walking down the stairs as I heard the sounds of bodies colliding into each other and male moans.
As I turned the corner I saw a chubby black man, easily in his fourties, his pants around his ankles, fucking a white guy bent over and using the wall for balance.
"Yeah, take it, faggot," the large man said, really pounding away at the poor skinny guy. "Take my fucking black cock."
"Oh yes, fuck me, give me all that fat cock," the guy taking it from behind moaned in a somewhat feminine way, as I stood on the top of the stairs watching the second interracial gay act of the day before me. Like the first time, I was transfixed and paralyzed by utter shock.
"You want this load in your asshole?"
"Yes, yes, please dump that load up my ass," the boy begged in total rapture just as my phone inconveniently rang.
Both guys looked back to see me.
"Hey, I hope there is enough space to get by," the black guy said, as after briefly stopping, he resumed pumping away. Like the black guy in the library, he didn't seem embarrassed at all. Again, how could someone not be fazed by being caught in such a compromising act? Why wouldn't they stop? My confusion increased when I realized I again knew the person being used.
"Hey, Alex," Jeremy moaned loudly but asked strangely casually. He was a guy who lived across the hall from me. He was a jock. He had a girlfriend. Again, like the cock sucker in the library, he showed no shame at getting caught getting sodomized by someone easily twice his age in a stairwell.
"Hey, Jeremy," I responded, trying to act normal as the fucking continued. Adding to this bewildering reality was the fact that I knew Jeremy had a girlfriend, and she was hot. A cheerleader.
"You can watch if you want or just squeeze by," the large black man said as he didn't slow down at all on his ruthless reaming... his grunts implying he was likely close to coming.
"Fuck, Alex, this cock is so fucking good," Jeremy said, looking at me with a surreal look I couldn't quite explain.
My phone kept ringing. It was my mother. I also knew if I didn't answer she would get worried. She was a worrier. So, I quickly walked past them trying not to look. Again, I could feel my cheeks burning with shame.
"Oh yeah, I'm going to fill this faggot asshole," the guy said, just as I passed them.
"Oh yeah, give it to me, give me all that cum." Jeremy moaned, looking right at me as he said it.
Again, I felt my cheeks go red as I hurried past them.
"Yeah, this ass was made for black cock, you eager fuck toy."
"Yes, yes, give me all that black cock. Breed me, breed my ass," Jeremy begged, clearly loving the fucking and sounding like he may come. Could a guy come from being anally violated?
I don't know why, but as I went to turn the corner, I glanced back and saw Jeremy's dick hard swaying all over the place and him looking right at me as if trying to wordlessly tell me something.
My cheeks burned red as I quickly looked away and continued down the final flight of stairs, but heard the black man grunt, "Here it comes."
"Ooooooooh, fuck," Jeremy groaned, as my phone stopped ringing and I stood there at the bottom of the stairs listening. I knew I shouldn't, but I couldn't stop. It was just so wrong. "Yes, drop that load in my ass."
"Take it, bitch," the man continued to groan as I assumed he was coming in Jeremy's ass.
"Soooo good," Jeremy moaned.
My phone started to ring again, as my mother busted me as an eavesdropping pervert, and I quickly opened the door and went to the laundry room. I put the laundry basket down and answered the phone.
I talked to my mom for fifteen minutes while I started my laundry and patiently waited, assuming they would be long gone from the stairwell. Yet, so rattled by the second gay sex act I had witnessed in a few hours I stayed in the laundromat and ended up playing Clash of Clans on my phone until I moved my clothes to the dryer.
I returned to my apartment and worked on my essay, went and grabbed my finished laundry, the stairwell its usual quiet ghost town and eventually went to bed. As I lay there, I struggled to go to sleep as the two separate shocking discoveries kept me awake. I tried desperately to get the two scenes out of my head, but couldn't.
I just couldn't understand how a guy decides to suck another guy's dick in the library. How the cock sucker had no shame? Actually, the only one who seemed to feel shame during the disturbing discovery was me.
I equally couldn't understand how a guy could allow a black man to fuck his ass and somehow get hard while being sodomized.
It's 2025, so guys sucking dick isn't shocking. Well, that isn't true. Sure, I knew there were gay guys. Although in my small-town school, I didn't know anyone who was gay or even in the town. Yet, moving to a bigger community, a younger college community, I couldn't be so naive as to think there wouldn't be gay people.
And, for the record, while I was straight, I had no issues with gay men or gay women. It wasn't any of my business, but I didn't think I would walk into anyone performing such acts in a public place.



Never mind twice in one day.
I mean I would never have sex with a girl in a place where someone would see us. I would be mortified. Why were they not mortified?
I just couldn't comprehend both my classmate and Jeremy so willingly doing such gay acts. Even more so, why they did it in public? The act in the library could have at least been done in a washroom stall which would have given them a sense of privacy. As for Jeremy, why wouldn't he do this in his apartment? Although I suppose, his roommate would see or hear him. That said, there had to be a safer location than a stairwell.
I had so many questions swirling around me.
Yet, no answers.
Eventually, utterly exhausted I fell asleep.

	Thursday October 16th... Strange Things


I woke up and thought to myself: what a strange dream.
I got out of bed, showered and headed to class. Of course, I knew it wasn't a dream. I had witnessed two gay acts. So strange, but I assumed yesterday was just a surreal anomaly.
Yet, so be it. While I didn't really understand it, it wasn't really my business.
I was surprised when the classmate who I caught sucking dick in the library yesterday showed up in class. For some reason, I really thought he wouldn't show his face in here out of shame.
Throughout the lecture, I couldn't help but keep looking at him. What made him do that? Why didn't he feel shame? Why did he do it right in the open? Why was he acting so normal? On another note, why were his actions distracting me so much? I had missed part of the lecture as I tried to understand this stranger's actions.
When class was done, he got up first, looked at me, smiled and walked out.
Why did he smile at me?
I shook my head as a vision of him sucking that black dick popped back into my head. A visual I couldn't believe was still stuck in my head.
I got up and headed to English class.
At lunch, I decided to go quickly and get a bite at a nearby deli. As I was walking down the sidewalk, I glanced past a car where I saw a head bobbing up and down on a black driver's lap. My eyes went wide at yet another sex act in public. I mean anyone could see this. I kept walking, not wanting to make a scene, although I wasn't the one making a scene.
I reached the deli and ordered a sandwich. While I waited, I glanced outside and saw the car was no longer there. Did the black man come? Did they see me and stop? Did they drive somewhere more secluded? As I asked myself these questions I realized it wasn't any of my business. Why did I care? I mean if they wanted to risk their reputation and maybe even be caught by the cops that was their issue. Yet, that said, I just couldn't believe seeing another brazen act in such a public setting.
I got my sandwich and headed back to campus. Although October, it was a perfect fall day and I sat on a bench and ate my sandwich.
I was just finishing eating when Jeremy was suddenly there and sat down beside me.
I looked at him and wasn't sure what to say.
He thankfully opened the conversation. "That was probably a little awkward yesterday."
"Yeah, it was a bit of a surprise," I admitted, having so many questions yet not sure how to ask them.
"Yeah, sorry about that," he said. Then there was silence. It seemed he wanted to say something, but he didn't. I wanted to ask him a thousand questions, but couldn't. It was just too awkward.
After what seemed like an eternity, but was likely thirty or forty seconds, he said, "Well, I got to get to class. Again, sorry you saw that."
"Um, yeah, okay," I said, as he stood up and walked away.
Alone again, I sighed. Why didn't I ask him why he allowed himself to be sodomized? Why he didn't stop when he knew I was there? Why he didn't find a more private location than a stairwell? Why he was hard? Why he talked so nasty? Although, in retrospect, the hallway was usually isolated. I think in my six-plus weeks here I had only twice, before yesterday, ever crossed paths with anyone using the stairs. Perhaps, it was a generally safe place for sex. But gay sex? I just couldn't get my head around it.
My first afternoon class had all four of my best friends in it. I wanted to ask if they had seen any strange things occurring of late. But I couldn't. It just sounded weird. How do I say: 'Hey, guys, have you seen gay sex acts between white guys and black guys?' It just sounded so utterly out there.
So, I kept it to myself.
Yet, it continued to consume my thoughts.
One act was odd.
Two acts were a coincidence perhaps.
But three acts seemed like a trend.
I struggled to stay focused on the lesson until we were instructed to get into groups and solve a puzzle. Happy to have a task at hand to work on to get my mind off of the gay acts continuing to linger in my head, I took the lead.
After about twenty minutes and lots of discussing and slight disagreeing, I noticed a white stain on Chris's shirt. While before yesterday I wouldn't think anything of it, in my suddenly disturbed head I briefly wondered if it was dried cum. I literally shook my head at the ridiculous thought and Ray asked, "What's wrong, Alex?"
"Uh, nothing," I responded, feeling my cheeks go red yet again. I quickly covered my alarming thought, "I just can't believe we haven't figured out this problem yet."
"No one else has either," Kwan said, sounding equally frustrated that we hadn't solved it yet.
"Then, let's focus and figure it out," Chris suggested.
A few minutes later, we did solve it. First. A rush of adrenaline at solving the problem rushed through me as I finally was able to distract myself from the strange discoveries that had shocked me and refused to leave my subconscious.
We were pumped and decided we would order pizza for supper tonight. We went our separate ways and I went to the library to do some work. I found it a lot quieter than back at the apartment and except for yesterday fewer distractions.
I had been there over an hour when a tall muscled black guy walked over to me at my cubicle and said, "You suck?"
"Pardon?"
"Do you suck?" he repeated.
"I don't know what you are talking about," I said, confused by his question.
"You better soon," he said and walked away annoyed at me.
I turned around and saw him go to another cubicle and talk to another guy. A moment later, the black guy walked away and a short Asian guy followed behind him.
Suddenly, the realization became crystal clear.
He was asking me if I sucked cock.
Oh my God.
I didn't see where they went but I assumed a bathroom that was that way or perhaps back to a dorm or somewhere private. At least they were not doing it out in the wide open. This main floor was quite busy and no way they wouldn't be caught by many people.
After a good hour of work, finally able to push the constant visions of gay sex I had witnessed away, they were suddenly back. I was just asked to suck dick. How brazen a question? Who does that? Yet, equally bizarre was the fact the next person he asked seemed to agree. Perhaps I wasn't the first person he asked. Perhaps he had been rejected by multiple people before me. That would explain his slight agitation to me.
I was suddenly flustered.
He also said 'you better soon'. How odd and cryptic was that?
Did I look like someone who would suck another man's dick?
Why did he choose me?
Was he just randomly choosing every guy?
I tried to resume my work, but simply couldn't focus.
It was about ten minutes later, as I decided to head back to the apartment that the Asian guy was suddenly standing before me. "I'm supposed to ask if you want the cum?"
"Pardon?" I asked, perplexed as I looked at him and his face was coated with cum.
"The guy you rejected wanted to offer you his load off of my face," the guy said, again not seeming embarrassed, ashamed or disgusted by the reality he was standing before a stranger with a load on his face.
"Uh, no thank you," I said, trying to be polite as I tried to understand why any guy would not only let another guy come on his face but then obey another guy and do what he was currently offering to me.
"Okay," he said, then scooped some cum off of his face and put it in his mouth. "Delicious."
I gasped at this act right before me.
He then walked away and returned to his cubicle.
Flustered, overwhelmed and completely shaken, I quickly grabbed my stuff and hurried out of the library.
The rest of the day was pretty tame. We ordered pizza. We quizzed each other for tomorrow's test. We played some Call of Duty. Wally got a text and a minute later got up and said he had to go.
Once he was gone, I said, thinking Wally acted very peculiar from the moment he read whatever he was in his phone, "That was weird."
"What was?" Ray asked, just as he shot someone.
"Wally just quitting a game partway through," I pointed out.
"I'm sure it's no big deal," Ray said.
"Or maybe it is a very big deal," Chris chirped which made Ray and Kwan laugh.
I didn't get the joke.
Yet, when no one said anything else I just let it go.
Wally came back about twenty minutes later and sat back down and just joined back in. I wanted to ask where he went. Yet, everyone else didn't seem to think his disappearance and reappearance was a big deal. So, I remained silent. I'm sure it was nothing.
I went to bed early, always needing a good sleep before a test.
Needing to piss, I headed to the bathroom after I changed into pyjamas and heard Ray say, "You know it's only a matter of time."
"Perhaps, but I'm not telling him," Chris said.
"I'm not telling him," Kwan also said.
"Someone should warn him," Ray said.
"I wasn't warned," Kwan said, as I listened from the bathroom.
"None of us were," Chris said. "At least not before the first time."
"Would you go back in time and do anything different?" Ray asked.
"No," both Chris and Kwan said in almost perfect unison.
"Then just let it progress as it's supposed to," Ray suggested.
What were they talking about?
Were they talking about me?
I wanted to keep listening, but I was about to piss myself and so I went to the bathroom.
When I exited the washroom, the conversation, whatever it was, was now about girls. Wally apparently had a date Saturday and the other three guys were giving advice based on very limited experience.
I joked, "Just don't listen to anything Chris says."
"Hey, I'm a complete ladies' man," Chris said, his outgoing personality, something the rest of us didn't have, got him more ladies than the rest of us combined. Three times already a girl had done the next morning walk of shame from Chris's bedroom.
"Yeah, a complete stud," Wally said.
"Says the guy going on his first date since joining college," Chris said.
"Point taken," Wally shrugged.
I headed back to bed. While I wasn't sure what they were talking about earlier, or if it was about me, hearing them talking about girls put me at ease. After all the crazy things I had witnessed the past two days, hearing the normality of the boys talking incompetently about women was a relief.

	Friday October 17th... a Freeuse society?


I had an early morning meeting with Professor Korman about my proposal for a final project. It was supposed to be at eight, but I arrived almost thirty minutes early. The office door was slightly ajar and I went to knock when I heard him say, "Yes, give me that dick."
'What the fuck?' This couldn't be happening again. Instantly, I assumed whoever was fucking the professor, assuming that was what was happening, was black.
"Yeah, Professor, am I going to get an A?" a deep voice asked, allowing me to know that the man fucking the professor was a student.
"You already earned an A-plus," the professor moaned.
"Does your wife know you like black dick?" the man asked, confirming my assumption.
"Nooooooo," Professor Korman responded, clearly sounding like he was enjoying getting fucked.
"I bet she would love to see you getting this white ass pounded by black dick."
"God, no."
"Or maybe I should blacken that white bitch," the aggressive man said.
I had great respect for Professor Korman. He loved my original idea for a final project and even thought he could get some investment money from the school to get it going.
"Please, no, just give me all that dick," the professor begged, moaning.
"God, you're a bigger cock slut than most of your colleagues," the man said, giving me more shocking information.
"I can't get enough," Professor Korman admitted, as I continued to listen shell-shocked by what I was listening to.
"Well, you know that bathroom 646 is always open for you white cum dumps."
What? There was a bathroom for white people to get used by black people. This just kept getting weirder and weirder and weirder.
"I know," the professor responded.
"Do you want this load in your ass, or in your cock sucking mouth or on your face?" The man asked as the sounds of his body slamming into the professor could be heard.
"In my ass," Professor Korman responded with a loud moan.
"What are you doing?" a female voice asked.
Startled, I turned around and stammered, "I-I-I have an appointment with Professor Korman at eight."
"Well, it's 7:45," she said, walking past me and closing the door just as we both heard, "Oh fuck."
Again, my cheeks burned red with embarrassment. This time it was logical as I had been caught eavesdropping on a professor getting fucked. I wasn't sure if the secretary knew what was happening behind that door, but I sensed she did.
"Take a seat," she said in a no-nonsense tone, pointing to one of two chairs across the office.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, feeling so embarrassed and so confused.
The other people I had seen do gay things were students. People I didn't know, or only knew a little. This time it was a man I respected. This was a married man with three kids; this man was in his early fifties. While the other situations were strange discoveries, they were young men who could be experimenting, could be bisexual, could be gay. The professor was a whole other level of shock. It just didn't make sense. Why risk your marriage? Why risk your career? I mean having sex with students definitely crosses a professional line.
It was about five minutes later, that the door opened and a large black man, who looked like an offensive lineman for a football team, walked out. He smirked as he walked past me and asked, "Did you enjoy yourself?"
My cheeks, which I think had finally begun to regain their colour after being caught eavesdropping by the secretary, went fire red. I didn't say a word.
The secretary walked into his office as I continued to process yet another surreal discovery.
About five minutes later, the secretary said, "Professor Korman will see you now."
"Thank you," I said, unable to look her in the eyes. While I had done nothing really wrong, at least in comparison to the professor who just allowed a student to fuck him and perhaps for a grade, I felt extreme guilt at my eavesdropping.
She didn't say a word as I walked in and the Professor was now at his desk and looking like nothing had happened in there.
We chatted for thirty minutes and after the first five where I couldn't get the thoughts that he had just been ass fucked and likely had come leaking out of his ass in his underwear, everything seemed normal.
It was only when I was leaving when I noticed a quarter-sized amount of cum on the floor that his sodomy came flooding back.
He glanced down and saw what I was staring at. He didn't say anything, didn't act like it was odd there was cum on the floor, he just said, "I'll see you in class."
"Yes, Professor Korman," I nodded, leaving with my head spinning even though the entire conversation had been great and he had got some grant money to fund my project.
The rest of the day went without a hitch. Even though after five strange sexual gay encounters I was beginning to expect more. The test was a breeze. I had studied way more than necessary. Everyone was going home this weekend except Wally who had a date and me. My parents were in Mexico for the week so there was no point in driving an hour to have the house to myself other than my sister who was five years older than me and a first-year teacher at my alumni high school... and for reasons I didn't understand still lived at home.
Wally was relatively quiet and I would be able to really get some work done on this project with little distraction... especially now that it had officially been approved.
With the day done, I headed to the grocery store, a ten-minute walk from the campus. I was craving breakfast for dinner and wanted to pick up some fresh bread for French toast and some bacon. Perhaps even some chocolate milk.
I reached the grocery store, which was not a big chain, but a small mom-and-pop style store. The family was all Mexican and had been super friendly since I first shopped there. The owner Diego, who insisted everyone call him by his first name, was in his sixties and always making jokes. In all my time there I had only a couple of times seen him not working. He was a hard worker. He had three kids all in college. I was surprised to not see him at the till nor anyone else there.
"Keep sucking, gramps," a voice said from the back of the store.
No.
No way.
It couldn't be.
Yet, I had to check. I don't know why. I already knew what I was about to find when I reached the back, which was actually where the bacon was.
Just before I reached the area, a voice said, "You will have to wait a few minutes to pay."
"Um, okay," I said, as I turned at the end of the aisle and saw Diego on his knees, in his usual colourful uniform, bobbing on a teenager's dick. A black teenager, of course.
While I thought the professor was the biggest shock of my life being fucked by a black student, this was a whole other level of utter bewilderment. Diego was in his sixties. Diego was the nicest man I knew. Diego was married. Diego was a family man. Diego was a community man. I couldn't believe he was actually doing this.
"He is one of the best cock suckers there is," the black teenager said rather matter-of-factly like the others not remotely ashamed by being caught in a compromising gay act, as Diego really went to town on the dick... not at all slowing down knowing someone else was there... just like the guy in the library.
"Okay," I said, unsure what else to say with that information, even as I couldn't take my eyes off of the shocking act.
The bell rang and another person walked into the store.
I turned to the aisle and saw an older man likely also in his sixties and his wife walk in. I said, "You have two more customers, Diego."
"Can you go and work the counter until I've swallowed this big creamy load, Alex?" Diego asked, backing off the black cock which was, like the others, very large. It made me wonder if all black men had huge dicks. From my very limited experience that seemed to be the case.
"Um, yeah, sure," I said, not wanting him to be caught in such a compromising position. Although he couldn't be too concerned about that since he was already sucking this dick in his workplace.
"Thanks," Diego said, looking at me while stroking the big dick.
"Get back to sucking dick, old man," the guy said, rather impatient, "I have a date in twenty minutes."
"Yes, sir," Diego surreally said, as he addressed the much younger man in such a proper way before resuming sucking dick.
"Go distract or help those customers or drop to your knees and replace him," the black teen said, as he began pumping his hips and face fucking Diego. I loved watching a woman get face fucked and fantasized about doing it one day, but this was not how I imagined seeing it.



His blunt offer had me quickly turn and walk to the front where the couple wanted to buy some scratch tickets. I had covered the till for Diego a couple of times. Once when he needed to go the washroom and once for a couple of hours when he needed to go watch his son play basketball.
The couple left and as soon as the door closed the black teen got animated, "Oh yeah, suck my dick; drain my big black balls."
I tried to imagine how such an act could even begin. How Diego could possibly end up in this situation? Blackmail? That had to be it. There wasn't any other explanation.
"Oh yeah, old man, suck it, suck my black dick," the guy groaned.
I listened in surreal awe, you know like when you drive by a car accident and have to take a look even though you don't want to see anything bad?
"You want my cum, old man?"
I didn't hear a response.
"Say it loud and proud, cum dump," the black kid demanded with almost scary authority.
"I want your creamy cum so badly in my mouth, sir," Diego said, with a sound of desperation. As if he really did have to have it.
"What are you?" the black kid asked, as if purposely humiliating him for my benefit.
"A cock sucking cum sleeve for all black men," Diego replied, loud enough his words seemed to echo through the small store. 'Cum sleeve?' That was not a term I had ever heard before.
"And?"
"A bottom bitch cum dump for every big fat black cock," Diego answered, continuing to humiliate himself for that black dick. I just couldn't believe how this humble family man could end up like this. I had never heard this man swear and now he was saying the nastiest things I had ever heard escape a man's lips.
"Yeah, that's better," the black guy said. "Now extract my load and get your treat."
"Yes, sir," Diego repeated.
A couple of minutes later, the black guy grunted and said, "Take it all, old man."
A couple more minutes later, the black guy walked past me and out, with a Coke that he didn't pay for. I sure wasn't going to ask about it.
A few seconds later, Diego walked to the till and said, surprisingly not looking overly embarrassed, and he had dust on his knees, "Thanks for covering for me."
"No problem, anything for you," I said, him having been so kind to me since I first moved here.
He didn't say anything else, just like Jeremy earlier, but this time I had to ask. "Did he blackmail you to do that?"
"No, nothing like that," he said.
"Really?" I asked, the only logical reason he could have done something so shocking and committed gay adultery with a man a third his age was no longer the reason.
"You are new here," he said as if that explained everything or anything.
"True, but that doesn't explain what I just walked in on," I said. "I mean besides cheating on your wife, what about your business?"
"My wife knows," he said, somewhat matter-of-factly.
"She does?" This getting weirder and weirder.
"Yeah, this is an interracial freeuse community," he said, using a term that meant absolutely nothing to me.
"Freeuse?" I asked, trying to make sense of it all.
"It's become a popular porn concept, but the idea has been around for decades," he said, not actually answering my question.
"What has?" I questioned, likely showing my frustration. I apologized, "Sorry, but all of a sudden I see gay sex between blacks and others everywhere."
"That's freeuse," he said, rather matter-of-factly, as if that explained everything.
"So, can you explain what freeuse is?" I asked, trying to understand his half answers.
"The traditional concept was a royal could use his servants and maids, men and women, for his or her sexual pleasure anytime he wanted to," he explained, "in other words, they were free to use."
"Oh," I said, the definition explaining everything I had seen recently and yet not explaining it at all. White people, Asian people, Mexican people were not servants or maids or slaves.
"Now, for a variety of reasons that concept has slowly been taking over in a very alternative version," he said continuing his somewhat cryptic explanation.
"So, you are freeuse to your customers?" I asked, still not completely understanding it.
"My black customers, yes," he nodded and then stressed, "But only my black customers."
"Why?"
"Truth?"
"Yes," I nodded, having to understand why this stand-up community man, this caring husband, this dedicated father was sucking and assumedly getting fucked by black men.
"I'm not sure you are ready for the truth," he said.
"Give it to me," I said and then realized Jeremy had said the exact or close to the exact phrase when he was fucked in the stairwell which made my cheeks go red.
"Simply put, black men are our sexual superiors," he answered.
"That doesn't explain anything," I said, then continuing my frustrated responses, trying to get answers that made sense, "That doesn't explain you risking your business sucking some young black man. Plus, that is a ridiculous generic stereotype."
"All right," he laughed, he actually laughed, "it's not that simple. Let me put it another way. Black men have a magical sexual power."
"I don't see that at all," I said, having not once been enticed to do what he did or the others I had witnessed.
"It's early," he said, "and if you really are disgusted by this freeuse society you should probably consider transferring to another school."
"I think I can handle myself," I said. "I'm straight."
"I am too," he said.
"Um, what you just did was not something a straight man does," I pointed out.
"I'm straight, except for black cock," he answered.
"Then you are not straight," I argued. The concept was pretty simple, either you are straight or you are not straight... unless, of course, you are bi. But he wasn't saying he was bi. "Are you bi?"
"Well, I guess I'm bi for black men and straight every other time," he said, seeming to be trying to explain why he did what he did.
"Either way," I said, "why do that in your own store."
"Like I said, we are a freeuse community," he repeated.
"So, a black man can have sex with another other man whenever or wherever he feels like it?" I asked, although the question was ridiculous sounding coming out of my mouth.
Yet, his answer was equally ridiculous. "Exactly."
"That is absurd," I pointed out, even more bewildered by this good man's acceptance of it.
"I understand why you think that way," he nodded. "I did once too."
"What changed?" I asked, really trying to understand him.
"White men, Asian men, all races actually," he continued, "are sexually inferior to black men."
"You can't be serious?"
"It sounds ridiculous, I know."
"It's beyond ridiculous," I stressed.
"But almost every man given the chance will instinctively drop to their knees and willing suck a black man's dick and even take it in the ass," he said, with absolutely no shame as he said these bewildering words. "Sorry for the language."
"But why?" I asked, still not able to understand any of this.
"It's a matter of respect."
"Respect? Respect?" I repeated incredulously. "He doesn't treat you with respect."
"That's the hierarchy," he said.
"The kid who just used you couldn't even be eighteen," I said.
"Actually, he is," Diego clarified. "One rule of the freeuse society is all participants must be at least eighteen."
"Well, that makes it all better," I sarcastically replied, still not able to comprehend any of his answers.
"I know it sounds ridiculous, I thought so too, but once you discover your purpose there is no going back?" he repeated his thoughts while adding a new bizarre sentiment.
"Your purpose? Your purpose is to service black men?" I questioned, getting a little animated.
"Yes, in a freeuse society our purpose is to service black men anytime, anyplace," he explained.
"Do you enjoy it?" I asked. No way he enjoyed it? Even though it had seemed that each man I had seen or heard take black dick in their mouths or asses did seem to enjoy it.
"I'm not ashamed to say I do enjoy it," he admitted. "In fact, I crave it."
"You crave sucking black dick?" I asked, continuing to be utterly astonished by his answers.
"Yeah, most men servicing black dick get sexual pleasure from being put in our place, by worshipping a big black cock and making them cum," he bluntly said. "There is nothing quite like being blackened."
"Blackened?" I said. "This literally sounds like reverse racism."
"I suppose it is," he pondered. "Perhaps it's justice for centuries of oppression to their people."
I couldn't take much more of this nonsense, so I asked, "What about women? Do they get blacked too?"
"Not here," he answered. "This is only a male-on-male freeuse society. Although in most other communities that participate in interracial freeuse, it includes men and women and submissive servants to black men and women."
"So, you only suck black men?" I asked, even as I imagined black women using white women and found that somewhat hot. I always enjoyed lesbian porn. I mean what guy doesn't?
"I'm black cock gay only," he said, which seemed like a contradiction of terms to me. "I mean I can't completely explain it, but I'm otherwise completely straight. But the majestic power of a black cock draws me in. I have to let them use my mouth, I have to extract that creamy load. It tastes so good and I can never get enough."
"I got to go," I said, unable to hear any more of this. It was just too much. The idea that this community was a freeuse society and black men could use any white man whenever they wanted was absolutely bonkers.
"If you ever need to talk," he said. "Feel free to come see me. I'm not ashamed of who I am."
"Uh, yeah."
"But I'm serious, if you really don't want to become a member of the freeuse society you should probably transfer," he repeated an early suggestion.
"I think I can handle myself."
"Many have said those words but very few can ever control their fate."
"Jesus," I said, shaking my head and storming out of the store.
Even his last words baffled me as I realized I hadn't actually purchased the items I needed. It didn't matter. No way I was going back in there. Plus, truth be told, I was no longer hungry. That conversation had killed my appetite.
As I walked back to the apartment, every guy I passed I was questioning: does he suck dick? Does he take it in the ass?
I walked past a married couple where the husband was pushing a baby stroller and my first thought was: Does he suck cock?
Walking past a man in a suit walking into a bank I couldn't help but ponder: Did he take it in the ass?
The revelations from Diego had me spinning with confusion and I could feel the sick sin of such kink consuming me. Not in a I-want-to-do-that type of way, but in a what-the-fuck-is-going-on-and-why-can't-I-get-the-twisted-notion-out-of-the-way type of way.
Walking past a college dude with headphones on waiting for the bus I couldn't help but wonder if he had been blackened.
Young men, old men, every man I passed I couldn't help but continue to wonder if they had yet been corrupted.
I also still couldn't understand why anyone would allow it to happen.
Diego described the submission to black men as natural. That was ridiculous. The Bible was pretty clear on the concept of man and woman and there was nothing natural about this. He also described it as sexually exciting. How could just being used and degraded be sexually stimulating? Sex was supposed to be intimate. It was supposed to be romantic. As I pondered this, I scolded myself for my own porn watching where I sometimes got turned on by watching a woman, especially an older woman, get verbally attacked while she was fucked. I shook my head at my own weakness and contradictory values.
Back at the apartment, I needed more answers. I knocked on Jeremy's door. His roommate answered it. "Is Jeremy home?"
"Yeah, give me a second," the guy said, closing the door.
A minute later, Jeremy opened the door and smiled ever so slightly, "I figured you would eventually have some questions."
"I have a lot," I said.
"Let's go for a walk," he said.
"Okay."
Once back outside, I asked, "How did you end up being in this situation?"
"Oh, right to it," he laughed.
"No point beating around the bush," I said.
"Fair enough," he nodded. "My dad is an alumnus of the college. My brother is a senior. I knew exactly what I was getting into before I even got here."
"What does that even mean?" I asked.
"My family has been submissive to black men since before I was even born."
"You are not serious."
"It's actually quite common," he said. "There are tons of students here whose parents or even grandparents went here. Well, usually to the old main campus."
"My dad went there," I said. "My brothers also go there."
"Well, then what does that tell you?" he asked.
"It doesn't tell me anything," I said, not even sure what he was implying.
"I don't want to speak for your dad or brothers, since I can't be a hundred percent sure," he began before I cut him off.
"You are not implying my dad and brothers are involved in these shenanigans?" I questioned, the light bulb of his accusations suddenly crystal clear. My father went here and then joined the military. He was not someone you messed with. There is no way he ever did anything remotely gay. As for my two twin brothers, both seniors at the old campus, both starters on the football team, they were manly men and no way they would ever do anything gay. The only one with slightly feminine qualities was me and I was one hundred percent straight.
"If history tells me anything," he continued, "it is very likely they are cock suckers and bottoms for black dick. Most of us are."
"Most of you?"
"Almost every non-black guy here, especially anyone who isn't a freshman is a willing cum dump for black dick," he bluntly said.
"Do you even hear yourself talking?" I asked. "Cum dump? Seriously, what is wrong with you."
"Look, you're in denial," he said. "I get it. But I have accepted who I was since I first sucked that juicy big black cock with my dad's and brother's encouragement. It was such great family bonding."
"That is disgusting," I said, imagining a father encouraging his son to suck dick.
"Trust me, there is nothing disgusting about having a black dominant sexual superior stud with a high sex drive use you for their personal pleasure," he continued, talking so casually about something so perverted and gross.
"So you are just gay?"
"No, I have a really hot girlfriend," he pointed out. "You have met her."
"And what does she think of you being a cum dump?" I bluntly asked, just saying those words making me cringe. But I was hoping asking such a crude question would make him hear just how ludicrous what he was saying was.
"She doesn't know," he said. "Not yet."
"Not yet?"
"Yeah, my mom knows my dad is a bitch for BBC and my brother's fiancé knows he is a cock hungry slut for BBC," he continued. "So, I will tell her eventually. If we get serious."
I interrupted him. "What is BBC?"
"Big black cock," he answered.
"Of course it is," I sighed. "And your parents are still married?"
"Of course, a love for BBC brings many families together," he continued.
"What does that even mean?"
"My mom watches my dad suck and get fucked; my dad watches my mom suck and get fucked," he explained as if this was a normal way to talk about your parents.
"That is absurd," I said.
"Good chance your mom takes BBC too," he said.
"Fuck you," I snapped.
"Sorry, I don't suck or fuck white boys," he said with a smirk and absolutely no shame. Did this guy have any self-dignity? "Only BBC."
"You are pathetic," I said, disgusted by his shameless demeanour, furious with his accusations of my family.
"For black dick I am," he shrugged. "There is nothing better than showing a big black cock the ultimate show of respect by sucking it or taking it in the ass to acknowledge his superiority over you."
"Jesus," I said, this getting more and more pathetic. This guy wasn't a man.
"Trust me, it's only a matter of time before you're craving black dick too," he said. "It's inevitable."
"Inevitable," I scoffed.
"When you see the visual of a large, throbbing black cock you will eventually have to touch it, stroke it, suck it. You will crave the taste of a black man's cum. You will want to treat yourself to load after load. You will never be able to get enough. Every time you see a black stud you will want to see his dick, suck his magnificent cock and become his cum dump. Like I said, it's inevitable."
"I can't listen to this anymore," I said, waving my hand at him and storming away.
"Ask your dad, ask your brother," he called out.
"Fuck off," I shot back, my cheeks again red, but this time with fury.
I walked into my apartment and slammed the door startling Wally who was frying chicken.
"Sorry," I apologized.
"What's wrong man?" he asked, startled.
"Sorry, I guess I just don't know my own strength," I joked, not ready to have a conversation with any of my roommates. However, it was at this moment that it hit me. If Diego and Jeremy were even remotely accurate, and it seemed there had to be some sick truth to their words, that any of my best friends could have been blacked too. Although other than when they were in classes, we were usually partly or all together so that seemed extremely unlikely.
"Yeah, no more steroids for you," Wally joked.
"I know," I said, Wally always able to make me laugh, "and to think I almost walked by the gym today."
"Imagine if you actually went inside," he threatened.
"God forbid," I said.
We ended up eating together. Talking about his date tomorrow. Talking about my project. Talking about Halloween. We hadn't yet come up with a costume idea, which, for us, as a fivesome, was quite rare. Last year we were all M and M's, the year before that all Storm Troopers and the year before that we went as Avengers.
"Want to go to a party tonight?" Wally asked.
"Nah," I said, terrified of what debauchery I may see at a party after all the sexual discoveries I had walked in on the past three days.
"You sure?"
"Yeah, I stayed here this weekend to really put some work in," I said.
"All right," he nodded.
We ended up playing COD for a couple of hours before he went to get ready to go out and I went to my room to work.
Although, after about an hour, I couldn't help but search for the term freeuse. I just had to see if it was real.
On the Urban Dictionary, it defines it as: a fetish where partners are allowed to fuck any part of their partner at any time.
So, it was a thing. Although it seemed like more of a porn trope than anything else. I also noticed it didn't mention race... gay sex... humiliation.
I searched for more information and found this rather interesting one from a woman named FreeuseAMA:
To give you an idea of what it entails, on Saturdays and Sundays I have to wear a specific "uniform" he picks for me (usually some kind of lingerie) and I'm expected to go about all my stuff for the day in the house like usual, except I'm not allowed to initiate sex, only he is. He also doesn't have to ask for sex or use any form of communication, I'm expected to always be of service. So like let's say I'm watching a movie on the couch he'll take his dick out and put it in my mouth without saying anything, or if I'm in the kitchen he'll come up and penetrate me from behind without saying anything. The hybrid days are similar but more lax, he'll still pick what I have to wear for the day but it won't be lingerie since I'm at work (but I'll have to wear specific panties) and I'm allowed to initiate sex with him.
We both were into it. I'm naturally very submissive and he's naturally very dominant, and we both found the idea of a contract to be a pretty fun idea and we both worked it out together. It's very detailed so there are a lot of other aspects to it than what I just listed which we thought added to the eroticism of the whole thing.



As I read this, I understood the concept. Actually, as a guy, it was a pretty hot concept. Being able to tell your girlfriend what to wear was hot; being able to just slide your dick in her mouth while she was watching television was hot; being able to fuck her anywhere and anytime was also hot.
That said, this was consensual. Between a couple that likely had built a healthy relationship. A couple that trusted each other. They were not going to just up and risk their jobs or reputations getting caught by other people.
Still wanting to do more research, I found an actual article called A Comprehensive Guide to Free Use Relationships written in February of 2024 by a girl named Jen. Interestingly she listed four characteristics of a freeuse relationship:
1. Consensual power exchange.
2. Establishing boundaries.
3. Control and submission.
4. Mutual trust and respect.
In a committed relationship, I could mostly see how this could possibly work, although I couldn't imagine almost any woman having such trust. The power hierarchy between men and women had been fought over for centuries, why would a woman willingly give up that equality to her man? That was, often, the same question I had over what I had witnessed, why would a white man or another minority willingly give up power to a black man? It didn't make sense.
As I pondered the different situations I had found myself in the past few days, I assessed those four points. There seemed to have been a consensual power exchange, but not one that would be in a natural way.
If boundaries were established they didn't seem to be followed since I'm pretty sure freeuse wasn't about being exhibitionists with no care if you are caught in a compromising situation.
There was indeed a control and submission part that was well established. The black man was completely in control of the white person who otherwise was completely submissive to him.
But the mutual respect part was nowhere to be found. The name-calling, the rough treatment, the humiliation, the risk of being caught all blew up that theory. These black men didn't seem to remotely respect the ones who were servicing them.
Surreally, and perhaps the most inexplicable part for me is all of them in their actions didn't seem to mind. And, even more inexplicable, both Diego and Jeremy seemed to have a true respect for the man or men they serviced. They had defended their actions in ways I just couldn't understand.
Continuing to read the article, she talked about while being unconventional in nature they actually could have serious benefits for couples. While that may be true, it sure didn't seem to match the reality of these cum and go scenarios I had been witnessing.
She discussed enhanced intimacy. There was no intimacy in any of these sexual encounters I had witnessed.
Second was exploring desires and while reaching I suppose each man could have been exploring some sexual gay fantasy they had deep in the recesses of their minds. What I witnessed didn't seem to be that at all. No, the black men were not exploring desires, they were using other men as their sex puppets.
Third was clear communication which was relatively non-existent as the only talking was the black man ordering the other around or verbally degrading them and I suppose the begging of the submissive. While the words and purpose were clear it sure wasn't a type of communication that could enhance a relationship.
Lastly, was increased trust. This one threw me. I mean in each scenario the cock sucker or bottom had trusted this man in one way or another to not destroy their reputation or they didn't care about their reputation. The Asian guy walking up to me with cum on his face for example showed no hints of trust. But, I suppose, having me watch the store so he could finish using Diego as a cum dump was somewhat protecting the old man's reputation. Although he was getting a blow job in a store where anyone could walk in, like I had, and kept doing it, so perhaps my theory there was a reach.
There were disadvantages but they too didn't say anything profound. There could be misunderstandings and stigma (the stigma that every white person was a two-hole cum dump for black men for example); there could be challenges establishing and maintaining boundaries (from what I have seen there were no boundaries... it was shove a dick in a white man's mouth or fuck them anytime, anyplace); she discussed the problem of building a strong relationship could be hindered by emotional vulnerability (this one threw me a little as while the black man seemed complexity detached of the sex act other than to dump his load, both Diego and Jeremy's strange and adamant defence showed a surprising amount of emotional vulnerability); lastly was the idea of compatibility and alignment where the suggestion was freeuse could cause potential issues in the relationship (that seemed obvious to me).
Yet, everything I found so far was about a couple. A couple in love. While I could respect and understand this type of relationship and actually found it somewhat arousing, it was completely different from the definition of freeuse I had witnessed.
I googled freeuse interracial society and absolutely nothing came up other than a story you could buy on Amazon called Free To Use At Home: Taking the Bimbo Wife.
I googled freeuse gay. Some stories popped up, but they were not interracial. Just odd. Like The Team's FreeUse Toy: Tryouts MMM First Time Gay Jocks.
Not being a jock, but often envying them and wishing I could be one I read the summary: I've been offered a chance to become a freeuse toy for the entire football team... if I can take the Coach and the Team Captain at once in my naughty tryout. I've always wanted the approval of jocks... I never thought it would be on my knees!
I shook my head at the ludicrous concept and only found more freeuse stories from this author.
I did find lots of freeuse stories and videos though. And 99% of them were guy and girl, two guys and a girl or two girls and a guy.
I actually watched a few freeuse videos, for over an hour, and they were all really over the top: unbelievable with corny dialogue.
That said, I eventually came to imagine having my own freeuse girl or girls.
Of course, after I came, I was ashamed of myself for my pathetic behaviour.

	Saturday October 18th... a surprise romance


To be honest, after the last three surreal days, I was kind of nervous to actually leave the apartment. That said, I needed to. By not getting any groceries yesterday, I would have to today.
I headed out of the apartment, and with headphones on walked to a different grocery store that was a good twenty minutes away. I wasn't going to forever stop shopping at Diego's, I wanted to support a local business and a good family, but I wasn't quite ready to talk to him yet. I still needed time to process what he had told me.
I got to the grocery store, had a small cart of a few groceries; I wanted more, but could only carry so much and was in line.
The guy working the till was black. Likely twenty. Instantly, a wonder about how big his dick was popped into my head.
Instantly, I was mortified by the thought.
What the fuck?
He was very polite to the middle-aged woman before me and greeted me friendlily.
Yet, I was so embarrassed by my thought of his dick size I couldn't look him in the eye. Once done, he said, "That will be nineteen forty-three."
"Uh, yeah, okay," I said, completely nervous at the simple task of giving him money.
"You all right?" he asked.
"Yeah, yeah, fine," I said, trying to look casual even as I felt my cheeks going red. What was going on with me?
"You hungry?" he leaned in and asked.
I stammered, "W-w-what?"
"I've seen that look many times from you white boys," he said, as I looked and saw there was thankfully no one beside me.
"No, no, I'm good," I said.
"I get a break in ten minutes if you want it," he said, as he looked down at his crotch area... which made me instinctively also look down at his crotch area and see his bulge.
"No, please, here, keep the change," I said, utterly flustered, as I gave him a twenty, grabbed the bag of groceries and scurried out of there.
Back in the sunlight of the day and the smooth breeze that reminded me winter was in the near future, I shook my head. What the fuck? What the fuck? What... the... fuck?
As I started walking back to the apartment, I kept my head slightly down... partly out of my personal shame at the strange thought that popped into my head and partly to avoid eye contact with anyone.
I got back to my apartment building and was walking down the hallway when I heard moans coming from a partially open door. "Oh fuck, yeah, that's it," I heard a male voice two doors down from ours say.
Not again?
Yet, while I should have just kept walking, I couldn't help but eavesdrop. I needed to know if it was happening again.
For a few seconds, there were no more sounds other than moans before the male voice asked, "You want this dick in your pussy?"
"God, yes," a female voice said.
I sighed a huge sigh of relief. Not everyone I met or every sex act I heard was some gay act.
"Come ride me," the male voice said.
I had heard sex sounds coming from a couple of apartments here that were clearly male and female so it was nice to hear it after the last few days.
I returned back to my room with some slight hope for the future of the universe.
I spent the majority of the morning working on my project and it wasn't until around twelve-thirty I realized I needed a couple of books. I checked my phone and saw that the library had both of them. They usually did. It was an impressive library, and I headed out to get them.
Wally was on the phone so I just gave him a wave.
As I headed outside and towards the library, I sighed.
The place was busy as fuck. I forgot there was a football game today. People were drinking. People were wearing our school colours or jerseys. Girls were dressed in rather skimpy attire for a fall day. Many people had their faces painted. I could never understand why people would paint their faces their team colours for a football game or get so intense over a sports game. That said, I guess many of those same people wouldn't understand why people like me would go to Comic-Con dressed in movie or anime costumes. Each to their own.
The tailgate gatherings were nuts before and after a game and with so many people everywhere it was easiest to cut through the vehicles to get to the library. There was a pre-game concert blaring music through the speakers. Some shitty ass rap.
I was walking through the throngs of people when I glanced to my left and saw two black guys sitting in lawn chairs drinking beer with two dudes on their knees sucking their cocks.
'Jesus' I sighed to myself under my breath. While I had already seen some pretty in public situations, this took the cake. Thousands of people would walk by and what was crazier was no one did more than take a look and keep going or even not even take a look.
Getting slightly less surprised by these constant gay sex acts, I didn't stop and stare but just kept walking. If those guys wanted to be seen sucking dick in front of thousands: men, women, young and old, so be it.
I heard a girl say, as I walked behind two pretty blondes, who had obviously witnessed the dual cock sucking scene I had, "I can't believe you were telling the truth."
"Yeah, almost every white guy here is cock sucker," the other said.
"I wouldn't have believed it if I hadn't seen it with my own eyes."
"Yeah, isn't it hot?"
"It is," the girl assumedly not from here said. "I mean I didn't think it would be, but shit, between those big black dicks and those sissy white boys no wonder you only fuck black men."
"Once you go black...."
"Yeah, yeah, I need to find me some black dick today," the visiting girl said.
"If you can pry one away from the sissy cock suckers and bottoms."
"If I can't get a guy to pick me over a cock sucker I'm in trouble."
"Yeah, I'm sure we can get a couple of black men to destroy our holes."
"We better," she said, before gasping, "holy shit. Look at that."
"Yeah, like I said, all white guys take dick."
I looked over to see a well-built, fully tattooed, bald, muscular white dude bent over getting absolutely destroyed by a black dick while four other black men lined up to assumedly use him next.
"But he is hot," the girl said.
"Like I said, they all take it in both holes," she said. "Hot guys, muscular guys, fat guys, nerds, professors, married men, grandpas. It doesn't matter, white men love black dick."
They stopped and since I was listening but unable to stop watching this ridiculously good-looking tough guy get railed I bumped right into them.
"Watch where you are going, sissy," the girl from here said.
"Yeah, why aren't you over there getting dicked by black cock?" the other said as I looked into her hypnotic blue eyes.
I stammered, "I-I-I'm not gay."
"Sure you aren't," the blue-eyed beauty said. "I can see the look in your eyes, you want cock."
"Black cock."
"No, I like girls," I stressed, not wanting someone this hot to think I was gay.
"I think you want one of those dicks up your asshole," she accused.
"No, no, no, I don't," I said stammering, feeling my cheeks once again going red with unwarranted shame.
"I bet you'd look hot with dicks in both holes," the other girl said.
Humiliated.
Mortified.
My masculinity shattered.
I resumed walking away.
I kept my head down, as best I could in this crowded area, and was happy to make it to the library without any further sex scenes or humiliation.
I stayed in the library for the next hour, making sure the game had started so I could make it back hopefully without any drama.
A pretty chubby black girl asked me, as I was in line to sign out the book, "What you reading?"
I was startled. I wasn't sure I could handle any more accusations I was gay. "Uh, a programming book for a project I'm working on."
"Nice," she nodded, lifting up her book. "Me too."
I hadn't seen her in any of my programming classes. I hated how in the first year you had to take all the useless classes I would never use again. It was just a way for colleges to make a two or three-year degree take four. Like seriously, why the fuck do I have to read Shakespeare to be a programmer? Why do I care about England in the 1400's, which was what the last history class was about? I asked, "What are you majoring in?"
"I'm actually not from here," she said as I tried not to look at her large chest area. "My brother is playing football and my parents made me come."
"Oh, I see," I said, slightly disappointed. It was hard to find a girl with any time to talk to, but finding a black girl, my personal secret fantasy, someone who talked to me first and who also seemed to have an interest in programming was as rare as finding a needle in a haystack.
"I'm actually in high school," she said, crushing my soul again.
"I'm a freshman," I said, trying to hide my disappointment.
"Nice," she said. "I don't mean to be forward, but I have about three hours to kill, at least, want to go for a coffee?"
"Uh, sure," I nodded, knowing this couldn't go anywhere, but also thinking why not? It would be a great distraction from the fiasco of discoveries I continued to see, plus maybe she would be coming here next year.
"Next," the librarian called out impatiently.
"Give me a minute," I said to the girl I didn't even know her name.
"Sure," she nodded, as I turned around praying she didn't run away in the brief time I signed the book out or discovered she was just a figment of my imagination... which seemed more believable than a hot black girl asking me out for coffee.
I handed the grimacing bitchy librarian the books and showed her my student card. She beeped my card and then said, showing absolutely zero interest in me or her job, "Next."
I walked to the cute black girl in a white t-shirt and shorts and said, "By the way, I'm Alex."
"I'm Desiree," she said.
"What a beautiful name," I responded, not actually flirting, but meaning it.
"Thanks, I hated it when I was young, but it's grown on me," she said.
"A lot better than Alex," I said, always finding my name so generic. There were a million Alex's.
"I think it's a cute name," she said. "Like Alex Trebek."
"You watch Jeopardy?" I asked, this young woman becoming my dream girl the more I got to know her which so far wasn't much.
"Every day," she said.
"My parents named me after Alex Trebek," I said, for the first time ever happy for my parents' nerdy decision.
"Your parents seem cool," she said.
"That is not a description I have ever heard used to describe my parents before," I laughed.
"Well, I think they are cool," she smiled warmly.
I suggested the small library cafe on this floor because I wasn't sure what kind of nonsensical shenanigans we may see out in public that could completely ruin this slightly romantic vibe that seemed to be lingering between us.
We sat down and she said, "Let's play twenty questions."
"Pardon?"
"I ask you a question and then you ask me a question," she said, "it's a great ice breaker and get-to-know-you game."
"Okay," I agreed, liking the concept, and thinking what a great way to get to know someone, but nervous about what kind of questions to ask.
"I'll go first," she said.
"Please do."
"What are you majoring in?"
"Computer program design, focusing on scientific AI," I answered.
"Wow, that is impressive," she nodded.
"Thanks," I said.
"Your turn!"
"Um, hmmmm, answering was easier than thinking of questions," I joked, unsure what to ask, although what I wanted to know most was how old she was.
"Ask anything."
"What is your favourite colour?"
"Purple."
"Do you have any siblings?" she asked.
"Two older twin brothers and one older sister," I answered. "Are you in any school clubs or sports teams?"
"Volleyball, UN club and debate," she answered.
"I was in debate too."
"Hot," she smiled, as she took a sip of her fruit smoothie.
"No one has ever said that in the history of life about my extracurricular activities," I joked.
"Well, I'm a trailblazer," she shrugged. "Favourite movie."
"Hmmmmmm," I pondered. This a hard question. I loved movies. Finally, I said, "If I can pick a series, Lord of the Rings the extended version, if only one movie Oppenheimer."
"Good choices," she approved.
"Same question to you."
"Barbie," she said, as my heart broke at the answer. She waited a moment and then said, "Just kidding. I like classics, but my favourite is still Wizard of Oz."
"Great choice," I approved, having just bought it on 4K recently. The transfer was pretty good for a 90-ish-year-old movie.
"Hobbies?"
"Is gaming a hobby?" I asked.
"Sure."
"Then gaming, but I also collect movies."
"Me too."
"Nice. Question four, when is your birthday?"
"October 16th," she answered.
"No way," I gasped.
"Yeah, why such a shock? It's not a very special day."
"Well, my birthday is also October 16th," I said.
"Isn't that serendipitous?"
Here was my chance to get her age out of her without looking like I cared. "I guess that makes me a year or two older than you."
"How old are you?" she asked.
"Does that count as a question?" I playfully queried.
"Mine does, yours doesn't," she countered. She slyly pointed out I had asked her a question too.
"Eighteen."
"Huh!" She said sounding a little surprised. "Me too."
"You're eighteen?"



"Yeah, we lived in the rainforests for two years as my parents are both scientists and I started school a year late," she explained.
"That is fascinating."
"It was cool. I'd love to go back there now with all I know. So you must have been the youngest kid in school and I was usually the oldest."
"Yeah, that's about it," I agreed, thrilled to know she was eighteen.
"Best place you have travelled?" she asked.
"Um, probably my senior trip through Europe," I answered, recalling the fun the five of us had. "You?"
"Japan," she answered. "Favourite singer or band?"
"Truth or lie to sound less like a loser?" I asked.
"Truth."
"Meatloaf."
"Really?"
"Yeah, I love lengthy storytelling jams."
"I can respect that," she nodded.
"Your favourite?"
"Queen."
"Classic," I approved.
"Do you like to dance?"
"Yes, but I dance like a guy who watches Lord of the Rings," I warned.
"I prefer slow dancing," she said, with just the slightest hint of flirtation.
"Do you like musicals?"
"I love them," she said, her smile widening at the question.
"What is your favourite musical?" she asked.
"Rent. Yours?"
"Dear Evan Hanson."
"I haven't seen it."
"You have to," she said.
"If it ever comes somewhere near me I will make sure to," I assured.
"Soap or body wash?" she asked, a completely out-of-nowhere question.
"Soap. You?"
"Body wash."
"Favourite holiday?"
"Christmas. You?"
"Christmas too," she said. "I hate to say it but I love Christmas music and Hallmark movies."
"Due to my mom and sister I have seen a lot of Hallmark Christmas movies," I said.
"So you're connected to your feminine side?" she joked.
"I'm counting that as a question," I said. "And yes I suppose I am. I have always been closest to my mom. My dad is a military man and my twin brothers the jocks. I was always the sensitive nerdy outcast." I then paused and wasn't sure why I said all that. That was way too much information for a first date if this was a first date.
"Well, I think your mom did a great job."
"Thanks. Are your parents still married?" I then realized she told me she was here with them. "Shoot, I knew that already. Do you have siblings?" I then shook my head since she was here reluctantly for her brother's football game. "I mean besides your brother."
She laughed. "Just my brother."
Just then a black guy walked by us. Instantly, I was nervous. What if he said something? What if he asked me to suck his dick? What if he implied I was a cock sucker?
Thankfully, he just walked past us. "Peanut butter or jelly?" she asked, drawing me back into the conversation after the brief bout with anxiety. I hated that something that had nothing to do with me was having such an impact on my psyche.
"Peanut butter," I said. "I could live on peanut butter. You?"
"Me too. Friends or Big Bang Theory?" she said, then laughed, "although I think I already know the answer."
"Big Bang all the way," I said. "You?"
"Big Bang too, but I also love Friends," she said. "Are you a sweats or jeans guy?"
"Jeans," I said, then joked, "sweats too easy to get pulled down on you."
She laughed.
Deciding to take a slight risk and allow my fetish to be exposed, "Bare legs or pantyhose."
"Depends on the outfit," she answered and asked playfully. "Why does someone like nylons?"
"Maybe," I said, not telling her that I owned two pairs and sometimes would take off my underwear, put them on, and masturbate in them... even caressing my own nylon-clad legs. I loved the feeling of nylons.
"Mmmmmmmmm," she purred, in a very sexy way.
"That doesn't freak you out?" I asked, my last girlfriend thought it was weird and old-fashioned. Plus, almost no one my age wears them nowadays.
"No, I like them," she said. "They accentuate my legs."
"I bet they would," I said my attempt at flirting.
"Well, next time we meet I'll be sure to wear some," she said.
"I would like that," I said, excited by the promise of another meeting.
"If we are getting personal, boxers or brief?"
"Boxers."
"Good," she approved.
I wasn't sure what I was going to ask but she answered my not asked or even thought-yet question, "Thongs, panties and occasionally commando."
"Oh my," I said, blushing hard.
Keeping up the fast-paced line of questioning, she asked, "Are you single?"
"Yes. You?"
"Yes." After a moment she asked, "Are you going to ask me for my number?"
"Can I please have your number?" I quickly asked.
"I don't know," she pondered, but clearly in a playful way and not in an I'm-going-to-crush-your-soul kind of way.
We swapped numbers and finished our respective drinks. Desiree checked the time on her phone. Hesitated. Then said, "I don't know what number of question we are on and I don't usually do this, but do you want to go back to your place?"
I was shocked. I also noticed she was nervous for an answer.
"Sure," I agreed, praying that the God of serendipity would give me a path back to my place that didn't include any sort of freeuse I had witnessed the past few days.
As we stood up, she surprised me again by taking my hand. It felt so good.
Thankfully, the game now on, the campus was like a ghost town, everyone at the game. We made it back to my apartment without any drama at all. Once in the apartment, the pleasing surprises continued as she pushed me against the door and kissed me.
I, of course, kissed her back.
"Let's go to your bedroom," she said, after three or minutes of passionate kissing.
"Okay," I agreed, taking her hand and leading her past the semi-disaster opus mess of the apartment and to my much cleaner room.
We ended up on the bed making out for almost an hour. I felt her up. She rubbed my dick over my pants. I rubbed her pussy over her shorts. Neither of us got undressed, nor did either of us push the envelope by trying to go inside the other's pants and underwear. We just enjoyed the raw intimacy.
My dick was raging. Her moans were authentic.
I think in a few more minutes we would have either come in our own underwear respectively or one or both of us may have pushed that envelope. Sadly, the most passionate encounter of my life, and way better than any of my actual sexual experiences, came to an end when her phone rang.
"Fuck, that will be my dad," she cursed and sighed.
I didn't say anything as she rolled off the bed and grabbed her phone she had left in her purse. "Yeah," she answered, her cheeks flushed from our marathon fooling-around session. A moment later, "Yes, fine, I know where you parked. Bye."
I got off the bed and she said, "A couple more minutes and you would have made me come in my panties."
"Another thirty seconds and I would have come in my pants," I countered.
"I got to go."
"I know."
"You will call me?"
"I promise."
She kissed me again and then took a selfie of the two of us.
"I'll walk you to your parents," I said.
"No, no," she said. "I don't want them to see me fraternizing with the enemy."
I laughed, "Trust me, I could care less who won."
"Me either," she said. "Although if we lost, it will be a much longer drive home with lots of whining and swearing."
"Then I hope your brother's team won."
"I really enjoyed meeting you."
"It was a very serendipitous encounter."
"Serendipitous indeed," she smiled, seemingly not wanting to leave as much as I wanted her to stay.
"You better get going," I finally said.
"Yeah," she sighed, kissed me one more time and then left my room.
Wally was in the living room and saw Desiree walk out.
Once she was gone, Wally said, "You dog."
"Ruff," I joked.
"Fuck her?"
"No, just made out and some very heavy petting," I said, pretty sure blue balls would be setting in pretty soon. An hour of teasing had me aching.
"Who is she?"
"Believe it or not a senior from Haverton."
"High school?"
"Yeah, she is here for her brother's football game."
"Well, that isn't ideal."
"Actually, it's perfect," I said. While I hadn't asked her out or anything, having a possible girlfriend would be great, but having her an hour away would make it even better as we wouldn't want to spend all our time together and distract me from my project. Yet, that last hour had rekindled my hope for society.
We chatted for a while before we ordered lasagna in from a nearby Italian restaurant and then Wally got ready and headed out for his date. I spent the rest of the night avoiding leaving the apartment and having my mood ruined.
I called her later that night and we chatted for over an hour. She even joked she would make sure I didn't get blue balls next time we saw each other. This made me smile because there would be a next time and she implied we would be going further than last time.
Eventually, we hung up and I ended up in my pantyhose rubbing one out remembering every sexy aspect of Desiree's beautiful black body.

	Sunday the 19th... The Ridiculous Power of Religion


I actually woke up late and almost didn't make it to church on time having had a nice romantic dream about Desiree and I was still in my pantyhose having slept in them.
About thirty minutes into the service, I really had to pee having downed a protein shake and a glass of water before rushing to church.
I quietly headed out and to the bathroom. I entered it and right there before me was yet another gay act. Like the others, it was a complete surprise. This was a place of worship. On his knees was the minister's son, a man in his mid-thirties currently going to missionary school to replace his soon-to-be retiring father. Standing before him with his pants down around his ankles was Mr. Washington the choir leader and a man in his early fifties if I had to estimate.
"Hey, Alex," Mr. Washington greeted warmly like he always did, as he got his dick sucked.
"Uh, hi," I said, as I watched him get sucked and was once again surprised that neither Mr. Carter backed away from the cock in his mouth nor did Mr. Washington pull his dick out.
"Didn't you see the closed sign on the door?" he asked, as Mr. Carter continued bobbing on the big black dick not at all fazed to be caught in such a career-ending act.
"No, sorry, I didn't," I oddly apologized.
"Well, no worry, I'm almost done here," he said.
Really having to pee, I hurried to a stall, closed the door and urinated.
"Ready to be baptized like your cum addicted Daddy?" Mr. Washington said, in one nasty sentence giving me even more information I didn't want and would never be able to erase from my memory. The church minister was a freeuse cock sucker too.
"Oh yes, coat my face with your blessed cum and baptize me your loyal cum slut," the future minister responded, like all the others without an ounce of shame, but rather an abundance of lustful hunger.
Did cum taste that good?
Did getting a facial feel that good?
Did being verbally humiliated feel good?
"Yeah, you will be a great addition to the Sunday night black outreach program," Mr. Washington said.
"Yes, sir, anything for the movement."
"You want to be a cocksucker for all the black parishioners here?"
"Yes, I do," the future minister replied sounding like he really did.
"A bottom boy to keep his wicked sins within the church and away from the other temptations of the world?" Mr. Washington continued, using religion in the most obtuse and corrupt way possible.
"Yes, yes, yes, my purpose is to lead all men to the Lord in whatever way possible," Mr. Carter said, somehow buying this utter load of bull shit.
"Oh yeah, we are going to fuck you so good that you will be screaming the Lord's name and singing hallelujah for every black dick and every load of the Lord's blessed seed," Mr. Washington spoke, oddly in the similar tone of a preacher minus the added moans.
I couldn't leave.
My feet felt like they were plastered to the floor.
I was transfixed by Mr. Washington's powerful tone and wicked manipulation.
"Please, sir, please give me your cum, bless me with the warm seed of the Lord's love," Mr. Carter responded, sounding just like all the others with a desperation to get that cum.
"Get ready, my faithful follower, get ready to be baptized a cum slut for BBC and a saviour for their sin," Mr. Washington said, as his groans got louder.
"Yes, give it to me, give me the Lord's load, allow me to help all black men repent for their many sins," Mr. Carter moaned desperately, sounding just like this father when he was preaching, albeit with much different words and purpose.
"Take it all," Mr. Washington grunted.
"Yes, baptize me," the son of a minister said, in the same way so many parishioners had said in the warm glow of the Lord.
After a minute, Mr. Washington called out, "Come out here, Alex."
"Yes, sir," I sheepishly said, coming out a moment later.
"Have you been baptized to the glory of black cock yet?"
"No."
"But you want to?"
"No."
"You sure?"
"Yes," I said, looking down and seeing his very massive dick aimed right at me, a little cum dropping off the cock head and onto the floor.
"You seem unsure," he said.
"No, I'm straight," I pointed out.
"What does that have to do with anything?" he asked. "Minister Carter here is straight, are you not?"
"Yes," the cum drenched man answered, remaining on his knees.
"Yes, what?" Mr. Washington questioned.
"Yes, I'm straight," he clarified.
"But?"
"But when I submit to my knees and worship a black cock to completion and take the warm creamy load all over my face, in my mouth or in my ass it brings me closer to the Lord and allows me to be my true self," Mr. Carter replied, degrading the Lord's image with ridiculous biblical manipulation.
"That is ridiculous," I said, a word I used or thought more in the last four days than my whole life combined.
Mr. Carter looked at me and said, as if trying to speak to me like he would parishioners when he did the sermon whenever his father was away, "A black man when he reveals his sheath of worship becomes my superior and I am completely at his mercy. My purpose, no our purpose, is to worship black dick, give our bodies to them so they don't sin elsewhere."
"But it's still a sin," I pointed out incredulously, feeling like Mr. Carter and all the other cock suckers and bottoms were being brainwashed by utter nonsense.
"Sin within the church is always forgiven," he said while Mr. Washington put his dick away.
"That is biblical bullshit," I stressed, annoyed by the manipulation of religion for his purpose. I had seen this in too many scandals around the world and hated it.
"Alex, enough," Mr. Washington said in a firm almost scary tone which stopped me in my verbal tracks. "You may not be there yet, but I see your purpose in your eyes, Alex. It's only a matter of time before you too discover and understand your true God-given purpose."
"To suck black cock?" I bluntly asked.
"To be a vessel for redemption of the many sins of the flesh," he said, trying to flower up the truth.
"So to suck cock," I repeated.
He sighed. "When you finally accept the Lord's power inside you please come see me. We have a lot to do. A lot of souls to save. And you, Alex, will be one of the young men helping redeem the lost souls."
He then walked out.
I looked down at the cum coated so-called man of the Lord and said, "You are pathetic."
"You will soon be on your knees worshipping too," he said, as I walked out of the bathroom.
I returned to church shivering at both their words. I needed to clean myself from the filth I just witnessed and the disgusting manipulation of the Lord's true purpose. Yet, as I sat back down and Minister Carter spewed on about sin, I recalled Mr. Washington bluntly saying that he too was a cock sucker for black dick.
I sighed.
This freeuse fucking movement had ruined church for me. I should note I am not any religious nut or anything. I just had been going to church every Sunday for as long as I could remember and it had always been a safe place. A place to think. A place to feel at one with the universe. Now, I felt lost.
I walked out of the church seething.
For some reason, this one made me mad instead of disgusted. Okay, it made me mad and disgusted.
I walked to the market, deciding to get some fresh fruit from the Sunday market. It wasn't a market in the traditional sense as it was a bunch of trucks selling a variety of goods.
I went every Sunday to get fresh fruit and usually other unique fresh baked items.
The Amish always had the best bread, which I still hadn't purchased after Friday's Diego situation.
I bought some fruit. I bought a used copy of Rent that I thought maybe I would keep to give to Desiree. I went to pick up the bread from the Amish van and saw that only their son was there.
"Hey Eli," I greeted.
"Hi, sir," he said, even though he was likely a year older than me.
"Where is your dad?"
"Um, he is meeting with a customer," he responded, a little awkwardly.
"Oh," I said. "Can I get a loaf of bread and there should be some homemade jam your mom promised she would have for me today?"
"Um, yeah... mom gave me that... but it is in the van... I mean... um... I don't think we brought it," he said, acting rather shifty and odd.
"Are you okay?" I asked.
"Yes, sir," he said, looking back at the van.
"You sure?" I questioned, seeing his cheeks go red. He was indeed acting very odd. "Can you check?"
"Um, sure, give me a moment," Eli said, looking back at the van again.
I watched him as he went to the van's side door and slowly opened it. As soon as he did, I heard the sounds I was becoming way too accustomed to. "Oh fuck, yes," a voice I immediately recognized as Eli's father.
"Not again," I muttered to myself... even the Amish submit.
"Do you have Alex's jam?" Eli asked, looking over at me nervously.
"I'm coming in your Amish asshole," a voice grunted.
"Give me a minute, son," Abraham moaned.
"Get in here and clean me up," a voice demanded.
Eli looked at me and whispered something I couldn't hear before he entered the van.
"Oooooooh," Abraham moaned, as the door closed.
I wasn't sure what to do.
Did I wait?
Should I leave?
This shocked me just like every other gay sex act, but I knew that gay sex was considered a serious sin in their religion.
Just then, Rebecca, Abraham's wife, showed up. "Alex, so nice to see you. I brought the jam you requested." I was about to say something when she said, "Where is Eli and my husband?"
"Um, I think they are in the van," I said.
"What are they doing in there?" she sighed, shaking her head and walking to the van.
"I don't think you want to go in there," I said, but it was too late.
"Not again," she said, as she opened the door.
"They can never get enough," the deep male voice said.
"Could at least one of you man the table," she said annoyed, but not fazed at seeing her son and husband doing whatever uncouth acts that were currently occurring. "I'm supposed to be helping Sara with her booth."
"He told me to come and clean up, Mom," Eli defended his actions.
"I'll be right out," Abraham said.
"Suck your dad's ass juices off my dick, white boy," the man said.
"Yes, sir," Eli said.
"And grab the jam," Rebecca ordered, showing no concern or surprise for whatever she was witnessing in the van. She walked back to me and said, "Sorry, it will be just a minute."
"You sure?" I said, once again astonished by this entire surreal conversation and interaction.
"Yes, they are almost done in there," she said.
"That doesn't bother you?" I questioned.
"I'm not happy about it," she said. "But it is all part of the Lord's plan."
Before I could ask more questions, she walked away. The Lord's plan? That was twice religion had been used as a defence for homosexual sin.



A moment later, Abraham came out of the van and I heard the man say, "You want a load too, you slutty Amish cum dump?"
"Yes, sir, please give me that...." Eli said before the van door closed and I didn't hear the end of the sentence. Give me that big black cock in my mouth. Give me that creamy load. Give me that fat black cock in my Amish ass. These were all possible completions to that sentence. I shook my head at my own perversion of attempting to finish the perverse sentence.
"Sorry about the delay," Abraham apologized... his cheeks red.
"No worries," I said, unsure what else to say. While he was acting normal, he may not actually know that I knew what he just did.
"Oh shoot, I forgot the jam," he sighed.
"I can get it next week," I said, this becoming a comedy of twisted errors.
"No, no, give me a moment," he said, waving his hand at me.
He went to the van, opened the door and the man said, "Jesus, enough with the interruptions."
"Sorry, sir, I just need that jam."
"Didn't I already fill your ass with jam?"
"Yes, sir, I can still feel it oozing out of me," Abraham said, glancing over at me and putting his hand up as if to give him a minute.
"Your son's ass is even tighter than yours."
"Daddy, his dick is so big," Eli whimpered.
"You're taking it so good, son, I'm so proud of you" Abraham approved.
"Thank you, Daddy," Eli moaned sounding very, very feminine.
"Yeah, he's a natural little fuck boy," the man said.
"I'm happy you enjoy him," the father said, as he reached in.
"Oh Daddy, I love his dick fucking me so much," Eli moaned rather loudly.
"I know son, you're a very good boy," Abraham said. "Now make sure you do whatever he says."
"Yes, Daddy," Eli moaned.
"Like father, like son," the guy said, as Abraham got out of the van.
Abraham closed the door and handed me the jar of jam. "Sorry about the delay. I hope you enjoy the jam."
"Are you really allowing your son to be sodomized?" I had to ask.
"It's God's plan," he said.
"I don't recall that in any Bible," I said, as I pulled out my wallet to pay.
"On the house," he said, waving his hand.
"I couldn't," I said.
"I insist," he said.
"Is the man in there black?" I asked, already knowing the answer, but needing it confirmed.
"Yes."
"And you only let black men sodomize you?"
"Yes."
"This community is so screwed up," I said.
"Trust me," he said. "I understand your skepticism. I too once had serious doubts about the entire freeuse community, but as I constantly came across act after act I took it as a sign of God."
"You are not serious?"
"Alex, son," he said. "Faith is all about reading the signs. What are the signs telling you?"
"The world has gone to Hell in a handbasket," I responded.
"Sex is natural," he said.
"Between someone you love," I countered.
"True, true, that is romantic sex," he said. "Other times it's about sharing the joy."
"Perhaps during Christmas," I sarcastically said.
"God wants all his disciples to be happy and all his children to come back to him," Abraham said. "This is one small way."
"By allowing your son to get fucked by a black guy?"
"He loves it," Abraham said. "And you will too."
"Never going to happen," I said, done with yet another fruitless conversation, other than this time I got some free food.
"We are leading a lost race back to the Lord," he explained.
"Keep telling yourself that," I said, shaking my head. As I pondered this I actually laughed as black people had a strong faith in the Lord and what did that get them for centuries? In truth, you really had to respect a race that had overcome so much and through it all kept their faith close to their heart.
"It's inevitable," he called out as I walked away... not the first time I had heard that sentiment and each time I heard those words they grated on me.
I was walking to my apartment when a black man was walking towards me.
Instantly, nerves washed through me.
Yet, he simply gave a friendly nod and kept walking. I got back to my apartment and Wally was in the living room in just underwear.
"Hey, you're home early," Wally said, startled and rather red-cheeked.
"You just get up?" I asked.
"Yeah, yeah, I just got up," he nodded, clearly hiding something, although it wasn't his dick which I could see hard inside his boxers.
"Church was a little over the top today," I explained my early arrival.
"Isn't it always?" Wally asked, I the only one who continued going to church since we came to college.
"It can be," I said. "Go get dressed, fuck. I can see your dick."
"Oh sorry," he said.
"Why are you not wearing a robe?"
"I, um, thought I had the place to myself."
"Well, you don't."
"Yeah, I'll be right back."
He came back completely dressed and we chatted about his date. It went well. They had a second one planned for Thursday if no professor surprised either of them with some pop test.
Wally couldn't get comfortable and I asked, "You okay."
"Just a little sore," he said.
"From all those workouts," I joked.
"Exactly," he said, although with just the slightest smile crossing his face.
Eventually, we both went our separate ways. He headed to the library and I had a shower before spending some time on my project. I was stuck on the math that was really frustrating.
Thankfully, Desiree called and for about thirty minutes I was distracted. She asked if I wanted to come to her school to be her escort at a dance this Friday. I, of course, said yes, but reminded her I danced like a white guy. She laughed and said she would teach me and make sure we were together for every slow dance.
After having a late lunch, I switched to my English essay. English was the bane of my existence, not because I wasn't good at it and I loved to read, it just took time from what I really wanted to do. I was writing a second draft of 'The Crucible- Past and Present' essay when the group chat boomed. The five of us had had a group chat since freshman year of high school when Kwan's parents finally allowed him to join the twenty-first century.
I checked it.
It was from Ray. Yet, the simple sentence instantly made my heart sink: Just had the biggest dick yet. Thirteen fucking inches. He came in me twice.
No, no, no. Please, not Ray. And if Ray was sending this to our chat did that mean the others were also part of this fucked up twisted freeuse system?
As has become commonplace during these revelations, I was paralyzed with indecision.
I wanted to respond, but would I even say?
I didn't see anyone else responding.
Suddenly, a second text came: Sorry, guys, my piece of shit brother texted that. Now he is going to get the shit kicked out of him.
A huge sigh of relief washed through me.
Thank fucking God.
While I was greatly struggling with all the shock and discovery I had been witnessing at a rapid regular pace, I'm not sure I could take a world where my friends were involved in it. That said, I was quite worried about them. I mean, if I was seeing all this freeuse shit, were they not too?
Why hadn't they said anything? Likely for the same reason I hadn't. How do you even start the conversation?
Chris texted back: You mean your brother kicks your ass?
Ray responded: Fuck you.
Chris: Says the guy fucked from a thirteen-inch dick.
Kwan: You probably gave poor Alex a heart attack.
Needing to respond now that my name was mentioned, I responded: You calling me a prude? I'm not the one taking dick.
After I pressed send, I wished I hadn't said that. Joking about being gay was something we had done to each other since high school. It was lame juvenile shit talk. But after all the things I had seen, I probably shouldn't have said that... especially if they were witnessing the same freeuse shit I was. I sure didn't want to imply I thought they were getting fucked by actual black dick.
Chris responded after a good minute's silence: Shit, Alex, shots fired.
Wally finally jumped in: Like the ones shot up Ray's ass.
The gay joking was back in full blast... pun intended.
Ray responded: I'm guessing you didn't get to shoot any on your date last night.
Chris: I'm sure Wally almost got to first base.
The shots continued for fifteen minutes but they shifted to Wally's lack of sexual prowess and then they all were about to head back, the other three having all driven home together.
Feeling like things were still normal was nice. In a world spinning in complete chaos, it was nice to find a sense of comfortable normalcy within my friends.
I knew I needed to ask about this freeuse thing. I needed someone to talk to. I needed someone who was as bewildered as I was. I was sure my friends would be as disgusted and confused as I was.
Yet, that night, when we all played COD for a few hours, I just couldn't get those words out of my mouth.
Instead, I just enjoyed being.
Just hanging with the boys.
Just shooting shit with them.
Just enjoying being.
Unfortunately, that would be the last time we were ever like this as the innocence of our friend group would be shattered into a million pieces in the days that followed.
Monday the 20 th ... Bukkake Boy
A new week.
A new start.
And, unlike the past few twisted days, my morning went completely normal. There were no surprise sex acts. I didn't get too uncomfortable when I walked past two black guys... although I did get a little uncomfortable.
It was two-fifteen when we were let out early and I had a fourty minutes before my three o'clock tutorial. Remembering I had a book due today at the library and hating having overdue fines, I returned back to the apartment to grab it.
As I was walking down the hallway, another black man was walking past me and he said, "Dude you're late it's almost done."
"What is?" I asked.
"The Monday cum dump," he said. "The poor guy has taken eight loads all by himself."
"I have no idea what you are talking about," I said.
"Whatever, man," he shrugged and kept walking.
I saw Jeremy's door slightly cracked open and assumed he was the cum dump. I didn't care. Let him be used.
I walked into my apartment and froze leaving the door wide open.
"Hey man, you here to help?" a guy stroking his big black cock asked, as two other black men were having their way with poor skinny Kwan right in the middle of the living room.
"N-n-n-n-n-n-no," I stammered, unable to take my eyes off Kwan on all fours getting two black men pumping their dicks furiously in and out of his mouth and ass.
"Is this the one who isn't blackened yet?" the guy pounding Kwan's asshole asked.
The guy in his mouth pulled out to allow Kwan to answer, "Yes, sir."
"He looks like a natural cum dump," the guy behind Kwan said, Kwan's face coated in cum, as the man slid his dick, which I couldn't see in Kwan's ass.
"He is straight, sir," Kwan defended weakly with a moan as the man resumed fucking his ass and Kwan looked right at me. I wished there would have been guilt... or at least a look of sorry for catching me like this, but there wasn't. There was just complete uncontrollable lustful submission.
The other guy, whose massive black dick I could see slid back into Kwan's mouth and the spit-roasting resumed. I have no idea how Kwan could possibly take all nine-ish inches of the cock assaulting his throat. Nor, could I properly process what I was witnessing. While I had worried one of my friends may be compromised, I had hoped and prayed that wasn't the case. How did this even happen? How did shy, quiet Kwan end up being pulverized by black men?
"So, you have not joined the movement?" the guy slamming into Kwan asked.
"I'm not sure you can call this a movement."
"A club, a group, a way of life," the guy shrugged, as the third guy looked at me with clear intent.
"A cult," I countered, oddly not scared by these men. I wasn't about to get bullied. I wasn't about to be pressured. I wasn't about to become a cock sucker or cum dump.
"You know it's inevitable," he said.
"I keep hearing that," I responded, keeping my focus on him and not looking down at all at Kwan's humiliation. Although I could hear his whimpers each time the black man slammed into him.
"It's true," he said. "I can count on one hand how many white boys here have ever been able to completely resist the temptation of submitting to black dick."
"Well, you may need a second hand then," I smoothly responded, pretty impressed with my quick-witted response.
He laughed. "You're stronger than you look. I'll give you that. And truthfully, I hope you prove me wrong. I mean it. I respect a white man who can man up."
"Thanks," I said, a little surprised by this.
"Yet, if it isn't already happening you will start getting hard every time you see a white boy getting used, it will slowly enter your dreams and eventually consume your thoughts," he warned, as he really hammered Kwan.
"Fuck this bitch can suck cock," the other guy said, pulling out.
Kwan, forgetting or ignoring I was there, begged, "Please, sir, give me all that black cum. Coat my faggot face. I need your load so fucking bad."
"Kwan!" I gasped, not sure I had ever heard him swear before this moment.
"It's true, Alex, I love black cock, I love it so much," Kwan said with wild moans as he continued to get pummelled from behind.
"Jesus, Kwan," I sighed, my tone and facial expression showing I felt sorry for him.
He saw it, just as the guy slapped his face with his black cock. "Don't judge me, Alex. Don't judge me until you've had black cock in your mouth or filling your asshole. These cocks own me. I love being their Asian cum dump. I love being used over and over."
"Oh fuck," the guy in front of him grunted and shot a pretty massive load all over my good friend.
"Yes, show my friend how big a cum slut I am, sir, give me all that black creamy cum," my Asian friend begged sounding like such an insatiable slut it was sad.
"Want to join him?" the guy still giving Kwan back shots asked, as the last remaining black guy slid his dick into Kwan's mouth.
"No," I said, as I was startled by a guy walking in behind me.
"Is he still available?" the really skinny nerdy-looking black guy asked walking past me as if I wasn't there.
I looked and saw the door wide open. Had I left it open? Now that I think about it I don't think I closed it. I rectified that situation as the guy fucking Kwan said, "Yeah, I'm almost done."
"Nice," the guy said, getting out of his pants. "You want it?" he asked, pointing to me.
"No, no," I said, still unsure why I was still here. My legs felt like lead, but I also felt I needed to stay for my friend, as absurd as that may sound.
"He isn't one of them," the black guy said, as he didn't slow down at all on his furious assault on Kwan's poor ass. "Yet," he grunted, as his facial expression changed. "I'm filling your friend right up."
I almost said 'okay' but didn't want him to get any satisfaction.
Kwan moaned loudly though as if having his asshole filled with cum turned him on. I don't know why, curiosity I suppose, I shifted my eyes to his dick and saw it was rock hard and, much to my surprise, he was coming... spewing his load all over the floor. Our floor. Disgusting.
"Shit, the faggot, just came from getting fucked," the guy putting his pants on who had most recently unloaded on Kwan's face said in amusement.
"Most do," the guy said, as he unloaded his balls in my friend.
I couldn't believe either that Kwan had come from the sodomy. I didn't even know such a thing was possible.
"See that, straight boy?" said the guy who had just dumped his load in Kwan. "Your friend came from getting blacked."
Again, I didn't say anything.
The guy pulled out and instantly the new guy replaced him. "Shit, you gaped his asshole good."
"It's what I do," he shrugged, as I finally saw his dick. It was the fattest cock I have ever seen.
"Jesus," I inadvertently muttered.
"You like?" he smirked, seeing me stare at it.
My cheeks going red at the obvious reality I was staring at it, I finally moved for the first time in I don't know how many minutes... time seeming to stand still as I watched Kwan get spit-roasted taking four black dicks and wondering how many he had taken in total.
I went to grab the book I had originally come back to pick up in the first place and waited. I took a deep breath and tried to process. I saw a text from Desiree which made me smile and shift my attention to something real: Hey babe. Thinking of you.
I responded, my heartwarming with just three words: Me too. I can't wait for Friday.
She texted back: Wait until you see what I'm wearing under the dress.
My curiosity peaked instantly. I asked: Do I get a sneak peek?
She replied: Here is a tease. That was followed by an attachment of just her feet in nylons with what seemed like we were under her desk.
Instantly, my dick went hard.
Last night, she asked me a lot of questions about my nylon fetish.
Legs or feet?
Both.
Favourite colours?
Black, mocha, but really any colour.
Toes or soles?
Again, I couldn't pick one easily. Toes, but by the tiniest of margins.
Painted or clear toes?
Painted.
Colour?
Red, although purple is cute too.
Ever had a foot job?
No.
I responded: I may not last until Friday.
She responded: That was just a tease. I have a manicure and a pedicure on Thursday and I'm going shopping after school to buy some new nylons just for you.
I replied: I don't know what I did to be so lucky.
As I said this, Kwan begged, "Yes, harder, destroy my asshole with your superior fat black cock."
"Yeah, let your roommate know what you want," a voice said.
"Ooooooh, Alex, I want both those big loads of creamy black cum all over my face," Kwan said loudly, sounding desperate to get those loads. "Please give me all that cum. Paint my Asian face white with your dominant loads."
"Jesus," I said.
"I think we add this cum dump to our super squad," someone said.
"Yeah, he could be our bukkake boy," the other said, as I noticed she hadn't responded back yet.
"Come out here and watch your friend get a bukkake, future boy," someone said.
"You don't get these loads unless he comes and watches," someone else said.
"Oh God, Alex, please, please come out and watch me take these loads of cum. I need them so bad," Kwan pleaded with complete desperation.
"Hurry up, straight boy," a voice called out. "Or we will dump these loads on your couch."
That was disgusting. So partly to protect the couch and partly to help Kwan even though he sure as fuck didn't deserve it, I walked out of my room and back into the twisted debauchery.
"Thank you, Alex, thank you so much, I've never needed cum more than I do right now," Kwan said, sounding nothing like the nerd he usually was.
Both black men were stroking their dicks before Kwan as his mouth went wide open and he actually stroked his own dick as he was now on just his knees and no longer all fours.
It wasn't even ten seconds before the first load plastered the already cum coated face of Kwan, although the first big gob landed directly in Kwan's wide-open mouth.
"Oh yeah, such an eager bitch," one said, as he came on my friend.
"Yeah, he is a keeper," the other said, as the other furiously stroked his big dick.
"Yeah, imagine him back at the dorm," the guy said, as he stopped stroking his dick. "What do you think, Alex? Think Kwan would make a good dorm house cum boy?"



"I don't think so," I answered, although with who knows how many loads were on his face, his moaning, his coming from getting ass fucked, his begging, what his answer would be.
"Oh fuuuuuuuck," the other guy grunted, as one last final load was shot like cannonball blasts of cum all over my poor friend's face.
"Mmmmmmm," Kwan moaned as if he was in his happy place with these last two loads coating his face.
One pulled his phone out, took a photo and then said, "What is your phone number, bukkake boy?"
Kwan, whose eyes were shut and with so much cum there was no way he could open them, rattled off his cell number with enthusiasm.
"We will be in touch," the guy said, as he typed the number into the phone. "Your name will only be bukkake boy if you are invited to be dorm house cum boy once a week."
"Yes, sir," Kwan said, licking his lips as if trying to extract some cum.
"And you will type my number in as Master James when I text you in a few minutes, is that clear?" the guy said as they both put their large dicks back in their pants.
"Yes, Master James," Kwan obediently said. His being subservient wasn't a surprise, he was a people pleaser and rarely ever questioned any of us when we were making decisions, but hearing his words still stunned me to the core.
"Shit, boy, you're hard," James said, as he looked at my crotch.
I realized I was. But that was because of my brief texting flirting with Desiree and not this perverse gay orgy or perhaps gangbang was a better description. I stressed, "I was just talking to my new girl."
"Sure, sure," the guy smirked.
"It is," I stressed, not wanting them to think I was even remotely sexually stimulated by this.
"If you say so," he said, clearly not believing my adamant defence.
"I'm serious," I said.
"Whatever you say," he chuckled, as he and the other guy left.
"I'm serious, Kwan," I said, needing him to know.
"Are we alone?" he asked.
"Yeah," I said, going and locking the door in case any other dudes came over to use him.
He stood up and wiped cum from his eyes.
"Can you get me a wet cloth or towel?"
"Sure, I guess," I said, shaking my head. I went to the washroom, grabbed a cloth, quickly wetted it with some warm water and returned to the living room. "Here."
"Thanks," he said, using it to wipe his eyes and strangely not his entire cum coated face.
"Yeah, um, why are you not washing your entire face?" I questioned, as he opened his eyes.
"I love the cum on my face," he said.
"Why?"
"It's soothing," he said.
"You look disgusting."
"I imagine I do," he shrugged. "But I just love cum so much."
"You hear what you are saying?" I asked.
"Did they actually say they may invite me to their frat house?" he asked with excitement while ignoring my question.
"Yeah," I said, realizing I was now not only not going to have time to take the book back to the library before my class, I was going to be late for my class.
"That is awesome," he said.
"Being used by black frat boys as a cum dump house boy is exciting to you?" I asked incredulously.
"Yeah, there is nothing like getting to suck or get fucked by big black dick and then feel their warm jizz on my face," he said, not showing even a smidge of shame. I mean he was just caught being gangbanged by black men and was still wearing the loads of cum with perverse pride and wasn't fazed at all.
"Kwan," I said, trying to even begin to understand this, "how did this even happen?"
"How did I first suck black dick?" he asked.
"Yeah," I nodded, looking at my Apple Watch and yet having to hear this.
"Well, Jeremy invited me over one day to game and there were two black guys there. Jeremy bet the other two we would beat them. I agreed. I had no idea the loser had to suck dick, but apparently that was the tradition and rules here."
"You fell for that?" I scoffed, shaking my head. "How gullible are you?"
He ignored my two questions and continued his story, as some cum oozed down his forehead. "I did try to renege on the bet, but before I knew it I was on my knees with a huge black dick, not even hard, dangling before me. I was mesmerized. It was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. I mean I had never once thought of gay sex; never once thought of another guy; never once thought of sucking dick. Yet, as I stared at the fat black snake, I knew I had to touch it. Suck it. My mouth watered. I saw Jeremy sucking the other dick and before I knew it I leaned forward, opened my mouth and took it between my lips."
"Jesus, Kwan," I said.
"Alex, it was the most exciting thing I ever experienced," he continued as if needing me to understand. "Feeling that soft-ish cock harden in my mouth was exhilarating. I mean you know I'm shy around girls, but in this situation I just let go of my shyness and sucked. It felt so natural. It felt like this was who I was meant to be."
"A cock sucker?" I bluntly asked, this not sounding like him at all.
"A cock sucker, a fuck toy, a bottom, a bukkake slut," he listed off, still not an ounce of shame seeming to show up anywhere.
"Kwan, do you even hear yourself?"
"Are you listening?" he asked back, instead of shame he was showing a surprising amount of defiance. "I've never had a girl give me the time of day, but now I'm popular."
"As a cum slut," I pointed out. "This isn't how to become popular."
"Alex, I love it. I love black cock. I love sucking it, I love getting fucked by it. I crave cum. I crave being fucked. Already, I'm already looking forward to that next cock. The next black man who appreciates my submissive sexual skills."
"So you are gay?" I questioned.
"I don't know," he said, this time for the first time pondering my question. "I mean, I don't want to kiss a guy, or date a guy, so I don't think so."
"We need to get you a girl," I said.
"Maybe," he shrugged. "But that wouldn't change my lust for black dick and my constant cravings for cum."
"Wait until you taste pussy," I said.
"Wait until you taste cock," he countered.
"Kwan!"
"Sorry, that was too far," he said. "I just need you to understand things from my point of view."
"I don't think I can," I said, looking at the time. "I got to go, I'm already late for class."
"Okay," he nodded, as he grabbed his underwear from the floor.
There was nothing left to say... so I simply turned and left.
I walked out, down the hallway, considering banging on Jeremy's door; the fucker had corrupted my innocent naive best friend.
I was angry and confused as I walked down the stairs and once again saw Jeremy getting fucked. This time by a black man in his sixties or even older.
"Jesus Christ, Jeremy," I said, as the old man fucked him.
"Hey, Alex," Jeremy greeted with a slight moan. "This is Mr. Myers. He lives in the apartments behind us."
"Uh, hi," I said, not wanting to be rude to this stranger and elderly man.
Surreally, even as he kept fucking Jeremy, he moved his hand and extended it to me.
Continuing my respecting elders, I shook his hand, and he said, "Nice to meet you."
"Nice to meet you too, Mr. Myers," I said.
Jeremy moaned, "He has a great dick and can last for up to an hour sometimes."
"It's old age," Mr. Myers said, "I can only do it every few days now."
"Sorry to hear that," I said, thinking I seldom went a day without ejaculating.
"But man he has a huge dick and can fuck like a teenager," Jeremy said.
"You do have a tight ass," Mr. Myers moaned.
"Why did you trick Kwan into sucking dick?"
"It didn't take much tricking," he said. "Asian men are submissive as they come. They are cocksuckers and cuckolds. He was a goner the moment he saw that first black dick."
"He isn't lying," Mr. Myers said, as he continued slow smooth strokes into Jeremy. "I have fucked so many Asian women, especially Japanese women, right in front of their husbands and sometimes the husband in front of the wife."
"Jesus," I said, bewildered by the frank talk while a gay sex act continued.
"Told you, Alex, everyone loves black dick," Jeremy said.
"From my experience that is usually true," the older man concurred.
"From my experience that is always true," Jeremy said. "Now give me that black dick harder, Mr. Myers, you know how much I love being your bottom."
"Sorry, son," he said to me. "I got to give this tight ass the fucking it craves."
"Yes, hammer my hole," Jeremy moaned as Mr. Myers picked up the pace after slow smooth strokes.
"Oh, Alex, you have got to try some of this dick," Jeremy said.
"I don't think so," I said, walking down the rest of the stairs.
"It's only a matter of time before you're taking black dick, Alex," Jeremy called out.
"He is a nice boy," Mr. Myers said. I exited the stairwell getting an odd smile on my face from the compliment at the most surreal time.
I got to class almost half an hour late. My usual spot was taken and as I sat down a guy behind me leaned forward and asked, "Were you late having some dark chocolate?"
I felt my cheeks redden as I turned around and saw two black men behind me.
I got up and moved to an empty area and tried to focus on the lecture and figure out what I missed.
When class was done, I went to Professor and apologized.
After about thirty seconds, one of the guys who I had very briefly sat in front of walked up and said, "Time for your feeding, Professor."
"I got to go, Alex, the PowerPoint is online," he said.
The professor walked past me and the student followed behind. While earlier I would have wondered what was about to happen, this time I knew. The professor was about to suck or get fucked by the student.
I sighed.
I headed to the library.
Returned the book.
Then spent the rest of the afternoon at the library.
I ate at the library cafeteria.
I kept working.
I texted with Desiree all night. Apparently, she got busted on her phone and her teacher took it away. Thus, why there was radio silence for a couple of hours.
The conversations with Desiree soothed me. It balanced me after all the Twilight Zone incidents I kept witnessing especially seeing my good friend so shamelessly enjoying being used so ruthlessly.
Of course, I couldn't tell her what was happening here. I didn't want to freak her out. Nor was I sure how I would even open such a conversation.
I stayed at the library until close. I just didn't want to go home. I didn't want to face Kwan. As I walked home, I wondered, did the others know about Kwan's massive indiscretions?
I considered taking the elevator, I wasn't sure I could take another Jeremy getting sodomized scene.
Luckily, there was no Jeremy... no sex.
I got into the apartment and only Wally and Chris were awake or at least in the living room.
"Where you been all night?" Chris said.
"Library."
"You are such a geek."
"It's the difference between A's and C's," I countered, Chris never studying.
"I like C's way better than A's," he said, then moved his hands to his tits even while he held onto the controller.
"Not D's?" Wally asked.
"Double D's."
At least I knew these two would never end up like Kwan.
Suddenly, Wally's phone buzzed. He quickly looked at it and said, "I got to go." He stood up, handed me the controller and immediately headed out of the apartment.
I sat down and played for him as I said, "That is the second time he got a text and then immediately left. Don't you find that weird?"
Chris shrugged, "Maybe he's getting a booty call."
"Yeah, maybe," I nodded, thinking that did make sense and I would up and go if I got a text from a girl. Christ, I'd up and go if I got a text to just chat with Desiree right now... but wasn't he just starting to date that girl?
We played for about twenty minutes when Wally returned.
"Was it good?" I asked as I handed him the controller.
"Delicious," he answered, as I stood up and he sat down.
That one-word answer was cryptic as fuck, but my phone had buzzed twice in the last couple of minutes and I hoped it was Desiree. We were near the end so I didn't check as Chris would have freaked out. For a tame guy, he hates losing.
I said good night and headed to bed feeling pretty confident that they had no idea about Kwan.
I went to my room and ended up on the phone for over an hour with Desiree. She teased that what she bought today would drive me crazy. I begged for hints, but she wouldn't give me any. I also asked what I was to wear and she said, "Just a suit." She told me she was wearing a purple dress so I should try and find a matching tie. She sent me a picture of just a part of the dress so I could closely match it.
I couldn't believe it was still three full days before I would see her.
My next dilemma was how to talk to Kwan like nothing happened.
That was a tomorrow problem.
Tuesday the 21 st ... Downtown Shopping
I made it to lunch without any sort of freeuse bull shit. I took an Uber downtown to do some shopping. I had a suit since I wore one for graduation, but that was back home. I didn't figure I would need one at college.
I entered a nice suit shop, with help from some mid-thirties guy, and he was on his knees measuring me in the semi-sized change room when a black man with tattoos everywhere walked over, pulled out his dick and said, "Excuse me."
The man turned his attention from measuring the bottom of my pants to sucking dick without a word.
"Nice suit," the guy said, dressed in a muscle shirt and shorts and quite sweaty.
"Uh, thanks," I said, as I looked down and watched yet another interracial blow job. It really was everywhere and happened completely out of the blue.
"Mike here is a great cocksucker," the black man said.
"If you say so," I replied, although I believed him, as Mike was smoothly deep-throating what was about an eight-inch dick and pretty fat... oddly smaller than most black dicks I has seen these past few crazy days.
"Yeah, I use him pretty frequently after my runs," he said, another surreal conversation as a sex act occurred.
"I see," I said.
"Have a wedding to go to?"
"A dance with my..." I started then paused. Was she my girlfriend? We hadn't yet labelled it. Yet, I was going to a dance with her and would be meeting her parents and her friends.
"Uuuuh," he nodded knowingly, "the early are we or are we not dating."
"Yeah."
"I hate that," he said.
"It's a little new to me."
"Scared to ask her out?"
"No, not really," I said, "we have only met once in person and chatted the last couple."
"Oh, so really new."
"Yeah."
"Well, her inviting you to a dance is a really good sign," he said.
"I guess it is," I said, oddly finding his words comforting, ignoring the fact his shorts and underwear were at his ankles and the guy supposed to be tailoring my pants was sucking dick literally a couple inches away from me.
"Yeah, bitches don't do that unless they like you."
"I guess," I said, having to slightly smirk at his use of the word 'bitches' to describe a girl. No way I would ever do that, but coming out of his mouth it sounded natural and okay.
"Bring her flowers," he suggested.
"Oh, yeah, that is a good idea," he said.
"And a corsage," he added, with an odd amount of excitement.
"Good idea."
"You can never be too romantic and sweet on that first date."
"I guess not," I said, not having put any thought into flowers yet. Not sure I would have.
"Trust me, it may be expensive but doing those sweet gestures will have her sucking your dick or spreading her legs in no time," he assured, as he moved his hand to the back of Mike's head and began face fucking him.
I didn't say anything as I perversely watched Mike take all that dick without gagging as the big black hairless balls bounced off his chin. It was only then I noticed Mike was rubbing his pants as he was used. He was getting turned on sucking cock. That I didn't understand. Well, truthfully, none of this I understood. Did girls actually enjoy sucking dick? I wasn't sure. My brief oral licking experience I greatly enjoyed. The taste was pleasant and her moans excited me. Pleasing her stimulated my pleasure. Perhaps that was what happened during these gay sex acts.
"Oh yeah, here it comes, Mike, here it comes," the man groaned, unlike most of the freeuse scenes I had witnessed there was no dirty talk.
"Mmmmmmmmm," Mike moaned, as the dick pumped in and out of his mouth and his left hand seemed to be moving pretty quickly in his groin region.
"Oh God, Mike, oh yeah, fuuuuck," the black man grunted as he spewed his load in Mike's mouth. As he stopped pumping and shook slightly, Mike resumed bobbing as if there was an unspoken deal about what should happen.
The entire time Mike kept rubbing his dick as he swallowed all that cum.
The black guy pulled out a minute later and said, "Come for me Mike, show me how excited you get sucking me."
"Yes, sir, I love your cum soooooo much," Mike said, his eyes glazed over as he kept rubbing himself. Oddly, I thought to myself based on my limited but growing voyeuristic freeuse life that he would come quicker if you called him names. Yet, I liked this tamer freeuse relationship. One that showed more respect than the others I had witnessed. Even as I thought about what I was thinking, I knew it was absurd. There couldn't be respect in such a one-sided sexual relationship, could there?
"Now, Mike, I need to see you come for me now," the black man said, as his black dick remained dangling there in front of Mike and I suppose me. Oddly, I stared at it. What made it so special in comparison to other dicks. Sure, it was bigger than most white dicks I saw both in length and thickness. Sure, there was something impressive about that size discrepancy. There was also something impressive about the dick being completely free of hair. Did that make the dick look bigger? Also, while I had never once looked at a pair of balls save my own in my life, these balls were quite impressive. Big, black, round. How did he even get all the hair off of them?
"Oooooh," Mike groaned and assumedly came in his pants.
"You new here?" the guy asked, distracting me from staring inappropriately at his dick.
"Yeah, I'm a freshman."
"Nice," he nodded, looking me over and seeming to be assessing me.
"I don't suck cock," I bluntly clarified.
"That's cool," he said, as he put his dick away. "See you tomorrow Mike," he added and then headed out. No talk of it being inevitable. It was oddly a refreshing change from the other freeuse gay acts.
Mike resumed measuring my pants as if nothing had happened. A couple of minutes later he was done and when he stood up I could see the cum stain that had leaked through his underwear into a little larger than a dime-sized piece of evidence.
I returned to the change stall. Changed and paid for my suit, dress shirt, tie and shoes. It was an expensive outing, but I figured worth it to make a great impression on Desiree, her family and her friends.
It took so long that there was no way I was going to make it to class. Whatever. The boys could tell me what I missed. Two of them later texted me where I was out of concern. Kwan was not one of them. We had not even seen each other since yesterday's gay gangbang. I still couldn't get the image of him being spit-roasted, him moaning and his cum coated face out of my head.
I googled on my phone and found there was a flower shop three blocks away. I walked there, ordered some flowers and a corsage and said I would pick them up Friday at 2:00.
To my surprise, I spent twenty minutes there and didn't witness one freeuse encounter.
I saw a used bookstore across the street and since I was going to miss class anyways, there was suddenly no hurry to get back to campus.
I went inside and spent over an hour there and found a few books, plus a couple of used blu-rays. I was at the till about to pay this middle-aged black man who had a peculiar look on his face.



While days ago this would have meant nothing to me, I now knew what the facial expression of a guy getting a blow job and was about to come looked like.
Oddly, he took each book and entered a price into the cash register. The front of the desk he was working at was solid wood so I couldn't see anything, but I assumed with pretty confident accuracy some white guy was sucking him. I was so close to two straight businesses without a freeuse act.
"That will be thirty-two eightyyyyyy," the guy said, and as I handed him two twenties he came in some dude's mouth.
He took the money, his body trembling ever so lightly, and put it in the cash register. He handed me the change. I took it and put it in my wallet. I waited a minute. For reasons I can't even understand myself, I needed to confirm I was right. I also, for equal reasons I didn't understand, needed to see who was under the desk. A young man, a middle-aged man, an old man. The age of cock suckers and bottoms seemed to range the entire spectrum of age.
The black guy smirked a little and perhaps assumed I wanted to see his dick. He backed away and I was suddenly looking at a very large ten-plus-inch dick.
"You like?" he asked, as a blonde-haired college-aged student crawled out from under the desk.
"Thanks, Mr. Black," the blonde kid said, walking past me and out of the shop.
"It's very impressive," I heard myself say, unsure why I allowed this conversation to continue. Usually, I walked right out.
"Well, next time you come in I'll be sure to come in you," he wickedly said, making my cheeks burn red in a heartbeat and that made me turn and scurry out of there... again as if I was the guilty party in this suck freeuse world.
I was a little scared to do it, but I headed to a small deli two doors down from the bookstore. I didn't really want to go home, I still wasn't sure how I was going to deal with Kwan, but I also knew I couldn't avoid him forever.
I ordered a sandwich and soup and a coffee and sat at a booth at the very back of the small establishment.
I discovered they made absolutely amazing sandwiches. I sat back there in quiet solitude and read a book. This would be a perfect location to get some work done. Next time I would bring my laptop. It had been over an hour and I was on my second cup of coffee when two college-looking guys sat at the booth beside me. I couldn't see them and they couldn't see me... but I could hear them. Every word.
"I can't believe we just did that," Voice A said.
"I can't believe we waited that long," Voice B responded.
Instantly, I knew what they were talking about, or at least I assumed what they were talking about. Curious to perhaps get some insight into two white guys who were freeuse boys, I eavesdropped.
"I mean does that make me gay?"
"Bi maybe," one said, "but since we both spit-roast that MILF visiting her son last week I think we are okay."
"Yeah, she was nasty."
"And hot."
"Did you like it?" Voice A said sounding so insecure and confused.
"I hate to admit it, but I did," Voice B said, sounding a little confused and unsure.
"Me too."
"I know; it was just so...."
So what? I pondered.
"So intoxicating," Voice B finished.
"Yeah, I never once thought about dicks as attractive, but I couldn't take my eyes off of them."
"I know; they were almost majestic."
"Yeah, that's the word."
"And once it was in my hand," Voice B continued, as I listened with fascinated disgust hoping listening to these two would help me understand why Kwan ended up doing what he did and was doing.
"I know, it literally felt like it was throbbing."
"So big and hard."
"So big and hard," Voice A repeated sounding like he was reminiscing about.
"And juicy."
"So juicy," Voice A sounded as if he could still feel it.
"And when it was in my face, wow, just wow."
"I know; it was like I instantly knew what I had to do."
"Suck it."
"Yeah, suck it," Voice A agreed.
"I had to have it."
"Me too."
"It felt so good and hard in my mouth."
"Me too."
Listening to them talk, they were both bewildered by what they did and yet somehow supporting themselves through the realization they had just sucked their first black dicks. I mean I assumed they were black dicks, that hadn't officially been confirmed.
"They were just so much bigger than mine, I had to worship it."
"Yeah, I had to make him come."
"Me too," Voice B said, both of them seeming to support each other like friends are supposed to do.
"Did you like the taste of cum?"
"Did you?"
"I asked you first."
"I asked you second."
"Fine, yes," Voice A admitted.
"Me too."
"I can still taste it."
"I want more."
"Me too."
"You know they are going to expect to fuck us too."
"I know."
"I'm willing to do it," Voice B said sounding kind of like all the others.
"Really? I'm not sure," Voice A said with trepidation.
"I bet you'll love black dick in your ass," Voice B wickedly said, as he confirmed my assumptions.
"You are the one who wants black dick in your ass," Voice A countered.
"I do."
"Maybe I do too," Voice A said after a brief hesitation.
"God, I could use more of that cum."
"Me too."
"I mean I'm already craving it."
"Me too."
"God, we sound like a couple of faggots," Voice B said, with a heavy sigh.
"I hate that word."
"A couple of cum dumps," Voice B corrected. "That is what they actually called us."
"That sounds bad too," Voice A chuckled awkwardly, "but I guess it's what we are now."
"Yeah, two cock sucking cum dumps," Voice B said, sounding like he enjoyed talking so nasty and degrading himself.
"Jesus, Graham," Voice A gasped.
"What if they texted you right now? Would you go over and suck dick?"
"I don't know," Voice A said.
"You know, Charles," Graham said. "You'd ditch me and go suck any black dick offered."
"So would you."
"In a heartbeat."
Having heard enough, not really getting the insight I was hoping for, I packed up and headed out.
Twenty minutes later, I was back at the apartment.
I took a deep sigh and entered the apartment. For the second straight day though I walked into freeuse debauchery.
I couldn't see his face, or either of their faces, but Ray was bouncing up and down on some guy. "Ooooooh, fuck."
"Yeah, ride that cock," a deep voice said.
Because they were not facing me, they didn't know I was there.
"Feels so good," Ray moaned, as I could see his left arm moving and I sensed he was jerking off as he rode some guy's dick.
"Your asshole is really milking my big dick," the guy groaned.
"I love your dick so much," Ray moaned loudly, bouncing on the dick like it was a trampoline.
"You willing to do anything to get this dick again?"
"Anythiiiiiing," Ray moaned.
"I want that last roommate's ass," the guy said.
My eyes went wide. First, that meant besides Kwan and Ray, both Chris and Wally were also freeuse boys.
"I think he is close," Ray moaned, shocking me. Kwan was a nasty cum slut, but Ray was throwing me under the bus.
"You think so?"
"Yeah, it's only a matter of time," Ray said. "We all submit eventually."
"Yeah, that's the truth," the guy said with a soft chuckle.
"Alex is naive and shy," Ray continued, "but he is just like the rest of us."
"A cum dump."
"For every black cock," Ray moaned, as I couldn't take any more and swiftly went out of the apartment without being noticed.
In the hallway, I just leaned against the wall.
This was getting out of hand.
If Ray wanted to get fucked by black cock that is his prerogative, but throwing me under the bus was inexcusable.
I was still leaning there about three minutes later when the black guy walked out of my apartment and thankfully turned right and didn't see me at all.
Just then Jeremy walked out.
"Hey Alex, you look like you just saw a ghost."
"I don't even know what to say."
"Shit, you caught someone other than me, didn't you?" Jeremy asked.
"I just walked in on Ray."
"Ray loves black dick as much as I do."
"Shit, I didn't need to know or see."
"Well, I warned you," Jeremy said. "If you stick around you will see it everywhere."
"So I'm discovering," I sighed.
"I'd like to chat more," he said, "but I'm going to the old folk's home to suck some elderly dick."
"You can't be serious?" I asked, even though I assumed he was.
"Old black men love me," he said.
"If you say so."
"Although they do take a lot of time to milk," he said. "It can be quite the jaw workout."
"Jesus, Jeremy, I don't know how you possibly can keep your girlfriend."
"I just fucked her like twenty minutes ago," he bragged.
"I should tell her about your BBC addiction," I threatened.
He shrugged, "I plan to tell her soon anyways, but I'd rather you not."
"I actually wouldn't do that," I said.
"I know, you really are a great guy," he said and then walked away.
What the fuck was that conversation? Perverted, disgusting and yet, oddly, normal and complimentary.
I took a deep breath and walked back into the apartment. Ray wasn't there, but I heard the shower running.
It wasn't even two minutes later when all the other three walked in together. They razzed me about missing class, it was the first time I had missed all year. I asked what I missed and then we ended up playing some Call of Duty. I looked at Kwan a few times. We made eye contact a couple of times.
Ray came out dressed a few minutes later and Chris asked, "How was your rendezvous you had to go to."
"Good, really good," Ray said, unaware that I knew that it meant he got sodomized on the couch I realized I was currently sitting on.
"Nice," Chris said. "I could use an afternoon rendezvous." As he said it I processed Ray's words. Words that made it pretty clear, unless he was lying and that seemed highly unlikely, each person in this room sucked black dick and likely took it in the ass. That was a lot to process.
As I pondered this and replayed the conversation about me with Ray and the black man, I realized Ray and him and perhaps each person in this room had had conversations about me and my lack of freeuse submission.
The conversation I heard a couple of days ago. That was about me.
Shit.
"You okay, Alex?" Chris said, as I just got shot in the game.
"Uh, yeah, just a little distracted," I said, which was one hundred percent true.
"Because of that sexy black chick you are chatting with?" Chris asked.
"Yeah, I'm going to Haverton on Friday," I said.
"She's from Haverton?" Chris asked, this piquing his interest.
"Yeah, why?" I asked.
"Oh, nothing, just a pretty cool town," he said.
"Yeah, that is quite the coincidence," Wally added.
"Yeah, an up-and-coming town," Ray chipped in.
Only Kwan didn't say anything.
"I'm happy you all approve," I said, each of them acting weird, but I couldn't quite put my finger on it.
As we often did, we ordered pizza in, at this rate we may own the pizza place in four years, played COD for a couple of hours, took shots at each other and things seemed as normal as always.
It was only under the surface when things were said in regular trash talk that the sodomy of two of my roommates and the implied submission of my other two roommates came flooding back.
Chris saying, "Take that, bitch."
Ray saying, "I'm going to rip him in two."
"Yeah, let's tag team that bitch," Wally said.
As usual, Kwan didn't do any trash talk. He never did. He was always the quiet one during these games. He just played. He just won... a lot.
Wally got a text and once again scurried out.
I looked at Chris. He shrugged. After the last two in-person revelations I had witnessed and the knowledge that Wally likely was a freeuse white toy too, I wondered if he was going to meet some black guy.
Curious, I quickly rushed out and followed him. As I peeked out the door, I saw him going to the stairs and heading down. I rushed to the stairs and followed him down. He ended up in the basement where the laundry was.
I headed down the stairs, happy to not find Jeremy getting fucked, got to the basement, and saw him walk past the laundry and open a door at the end of the hallway.
I followed with trepidation.
I didn't want to look like some pervert or peeping Tom, but I had to know.
I reached the door and heard a voice say, "I can't believe how fast you get here."
"You know I can never get enough of your big juicy cock, sir," Wally responded, as without even seeing anything I had confirmation that three of my friends were freeuse boys. That left only Chris with a slim chance to not be... although it seemed more and more likely he was too.
"I know, you are one cum hungry slut," the guy said.
"I love your creamy load, sir," Wally responded, as I eavesdropped from just outside the partially open door.
"If you want, on Friday you can come to my place and be the under-the-table cum dump," the guy said.
"I'd love that, sir," Wally replied, sounding quite excited to do just that.
"Yeah, you would remain under the table sucking whoever's dick had won the last hand."
"It would be an honour."
"You'd get a few loads and then we would likely all take turns in your ass," the black guy continued.
"Can I swallow every load, sir?" Wally asked, sounding as pathetic as any guy could in my opinion.
"You like ass to mouth?"
"I love sucking tangy ass juices off a cock."
"Shit, white boy, you're one nasty slut."
"Thank you, sir," Wally said, seeming to take the insult as a compliment.
"Now, get sucking, I only have a fifteen-minute break," the guy said.
"Yes, sir," Wally replied before the talking stopped.
I remained listening for a few minutes before the guy groaned, "God, you are an amazing cock sucker, I'm about to come."
Not wanting to get caught, I left before the climactic finale and returned up the stairs. I almost expected to find Jeremy being sodomized, but the stairwell was empty. I got back to the apartment and Chris asked, "Where did you go?"
"Just for a walk," I lied.
"I see," Chris said, in a tone that made it clear he didn't really believe me.
I ignored his words and went to the bedroom and called Desiree. I desperately needed some normality after discovering two of my roommates in compromising freeuse situations.
Wednesday October 22 nd ... The Orgy
I went the entire school day without one freeuse incident.
After school, I headed to the post office to drop off a package to be sent to my grandma. She was turning 79. I would see her at Thanksgiving, but that was still a few weeks away.
The post office was small and secluded, I guess most people use one of the more expensive courier companies. But, being a student, and having spent much more money yesterday on a suit and entire ensemble I needed to be frugal.
I had sent a couple of packages from here and received a few; both my grandma and my mom had sent care packages twice each and we were only about eight weeks into the school year. There were only two employees there: Sarah and the manager Derek. I had chatted with both a couple of times each since the place was a ghost town. I knew arriving when I did there would only be Sarah or Derek as it closed at 5 and they only had one employee the last hour. Derek called the last hour of the graveyard shift as no one ever came during that time.
That said, it was the only time I ever went there and in retrospect, I had never once actually seen another customer.
I got there at 4:55 and there was no one at the front.
I called out, "Sarah, Derek, anyone here?"
After a few seconds, "Flip the sign to closed, lock the door and come back here," Derek called out.
A slightly strange request, but it was almost five and I'm sure he was just wrapping things up for the day.
I did as requested and went through the side door. Most post offices wouldn't likely have such a set-up with no security, but this office was easily three times my age and looked it.
I had never been back there and was surprised at how many packages were on the shelves before I turned the corner and saw Derek on his knees with two black men in front of him. He was sucking one dick while stroking another.
"Not you too," I said, still getting surprised each time I walked in on some guy I knew and respected being used as a freeuse slut.
"Come here and give him a hand," the guy getting blown ordered.
"Um, yeah, I don't do that," I said, as I watched Derek multitask.
"You sure? You look like a cock sucker," he said.
I'm not sure what a cock sucker was supposed to look like. From my growing experience of walking into freeuse sex acts, there was no stereotypical cock sucker. In fact, the only consistency of the men sucking dick or getting fucked was how normal each one was.
"Yeah, you look like a complete bottom white boy," the other guy said, as Derek switched from one cock to the other.
He briefly looked at me and said, "Hey, Alex, you can leave your package at the desk and I'll make sure to deal with it before I leave."
"And after he takes two loads," the guy now being jerked off said, as Derek sucked the other dick.
"You sure you don't want to help him out?" the guy now getting sucked asked.
"I'm sure," I repeated, really annoyed by being accused of being a cock sucker. That really got under my skin.
"You know it's...." The guy being stroked started to say, but I interrupted him.
"It's only a matter of time, it's inevitable, every white boy ends up like this," I listed off annoyed and dismissive. "I've heard them all."
"How long have you known about the freeuse white boy cum dump club?" the same guy asked, just as Derek shifted back to his cock.
"Black cock is so good, Alex, you really should try it," Derek said, not looking at me before he resumed sucking the first dick I caught him with.
"A few days" I answered.
"Shit, only a few days," the guy now getting blown roared with laughter. "Then it is inevitable."
"Why is that?"
"Well, if you were so disgusted by it, you sure wouldn't have stayed here for the past couple of minutes staring at two big black dicks. It's obvious you want these cocks. Your mind hasn't got there yet, but your body has."
"Bull shit," I said, although I did have to wonder why I didn't or don't just turn and leave when I see these twisted gay acts of humiliation. "I don't even get hard watching."
"Interesting," the guy said.
"Yeah, maybe he is that rare unicorn."
"Unicorn?"
"Yeah, maybe, you're one of the very rare few who don't submit," he said.
"I am."
"But I doubt it. Within a week you will start feeling a stirring in your loins, not necessarily getting hard, but a tingling sensation, then eventually you will get hard every time you see a big black juicy hard fuck stick and inevitably you must have it in that mouth of yours and because once you've sucked cock you will become increasingly intrigued by what it would feel like in your ass you will become a two hole cum dump," the guy getting furiously deep throated now said predicting my future.
"Desire is not as simplistic as that."
"White men are as simplistic as that, especially when they realize they are sexually inferior to black men in length, thickness, stamina and all around sexual prowess," he listed off as Derek shifted back to cock number two.
This time Derek looked at me and said, "It's true, Alex, there is nothing better in the entire world than servicing black dick."
"On all fours, boy toy," the guy clearly in charge ordered.
"Yes, sir," Derek said, as he pulled his pants and underwear down to his ankles and while he got into position to be spit-roast he continued, "Alex, once you discover the pleasure you receive by giving pleasure an entire new world of sexual possibility opens."



"That is the gayest thing I have ever heard," I said, as the two men positioned their dicks at his two holes.
"All white men have a gay submissive side," the guy in charge said as he slid his dick in Derek's ass.
"Ooooooh fuuuuuck, Alex you got to feel this," he moaned in such a feminine way I would have assumed it was a girl if I wasn't in the room.
"I don't think so," I said, as the other man filled his mouth and he was spit-roast pretty roughly by these two black men.
I started to leave when the guy in Derek's asshole said, "Stay and watch. Prove to us you won't get hard."
"Fine," I said, wanting to prove to them I was not sexually moved by their dicks.
"Yeah, I can already see you with a big black dick in-between those pretty made-for-cock-sucking lips," he said, trying to push me while oddly kind of giving my lips a compliment... I think.
"Oh yeah, I need that black cock right now," I over-the-top sarcastically said.
"Or maybe you prefer to be a girl," he said. "Dress up in sexy lingerie and nylons and be fucked hard like a slut in that pussy of yours."
My eyes went wide at two things. One, calling my asshole a pussy. That was not something I had heard during the growing number of sex acts I had walked in on. Second, his reference to dressing up in lingerie and nylons. While I had never dressed up in lingerie, I did, on occasion, put a pair of pantyhose on to masturbate to... I did love the sensual feel of them on my legs and on my cock. Twice, even, both before the shock and discovery of the freeuse society I had even gone to school with pantyhose under my jeans.
"Oh, I see something there," he said.
"You didn't see anything."
"Oh I'm sure I did, I know white future cum dumps," he bluntly said, as he pounded Derek pretty hard and Derek was moaning like a bitch in heat, his rather small hard dick swaying all over the place. "It's not the pussy thing, no, no, no, you dress in lingerie."
"I don't," I replied, telling the truth, pantyhose was not lingerie but an accessory for some reasons only afforded to girls.
"You're a cross-dresser," he said.
"No," I repeated, but with a little less gusto.
"Aaaah, you wear pantyhose, that's it, isn't it?" he finally correctly predicted.
I didn't respond. I knew I was a terrible liar and could feel my cheeks going red.
"Oh fuck, I'm about to come," the mostly silent black guy said.
"Come on his face, Bruce," the dominant one said, "show this future pantyhose-wearing sissy what he wants deep down even if he hasn't accepted it yet."
"All right," Bruce said, pulling out and spewing his load almost immediately all over Derek's face.
One thing I did hate to admit and would never verbally admit but watching a cock shoot out those cannon blast balls of cum I found pretty stimulating. Facials were so kinky and hot and I found them rather erotic, although not on a man's face thankfully.
"Yeah, you sexy sissy," the guy said, as he pounded Derek hard, "you want to be a girl."
"I do not," I protested. "I just like the feel of nylons," I ridiculously defended.
"Oh Alex, find that feminine side and allow yourself to let go and feel the ultimate pleasure being a cock sucking, ass taking boy toy can be," Derek said, looking at me with cum dripping down his face while he was roughly sodomized.
"Jesus, Derek," I said, shaking my head with disgust.
"Don't worry, Derek, in a week or two he will willingly join you during our weekly Wednesday cum dump sessions," the guy about to come said. He pulled out, walked to be in front of Derek while stroking his very big black dick and to my surprise walked past him and to me.
Before I had time to respond or understand what was happening, he shot his load right at me. A little hitting my chin, but most on the top of my black shirt.
"What that the fuck?" I said angrily, as I backed away, but his cannon blasts were still able to reach me with gobs of white goo landing on my shirt and some on my jeans.
"Stop that," I said utterly mortified by the fact another man was coming on me. Disgust, shock and shame coursed through my body as I turned and hurried out of there.
"Next time it goes in your mouth," the guy called out. "Come clean me up, cum dump."
"Yes, sir," were the last words I heard as I exited the store.
Once outside, I leaned against a wall and looked at my shirt. Fuck. My entire black shirt was covered with half a dozen big cum shots and a few smaller ones. I didn't know what to do. I didn't want to use my hand to wipe the cum off and I didn't want to keep walking looking like a freeuse cum dump. I also had a jacket, but I didn't want to get cum on it.
As a couple in their thirties walked towards me, I quickly pulled my jacket out and put it on. I didn't zip it up but put my hands in my pockets to be able to hide the cum stained shirt from passers-by.
I got back to the apartment and as soon as I entered Kwan said, "Hey, I need you to come with me to Jeremy's room right now."
"I need to change first," I said, as he saw the cum on my shirt as I took off my jacket.
"Oh my," he said, clearly surprised.
"It's not what it looks like," I stressed. "Well, it is cum if that is what it looks like, but some dude I walked in on spit roasting the post office manager thought it would be funny to shoot his load all over me.
"That's kind of hot," Kwan said.
"It was a lot of things but not hot," I said.
"We need to go you right now," Kwan said, taking my hand, "they have been waiting for you."
"I need to change," I repeated when my phone rang.
"No time, the surprise is waiting," Kwan said.
"What surprise?" I asked as he pulled me out of the apartment.
"It's Eugene's eighteenth birthday surprise party," Kwan explained, as we reached the door.
"And we can't wait one minute for me to change?" I questioned as the door was opened and I immediately heard a symphony of sex sounds and was pulled into the room of Jeremy's apartment and got one more shock and discovery. I had walked into a full-blown orgy.
I stared and again was absolutely paralyzed with shock. This was a whole other level of discovery. A complete gay orgy.
Chris was on all fours in pink stockings and wearing a garter belt to hold them up and a very large black man was fucking him from behind ruthlessly and he was huffing and puffing as he took it.
"Hey, Alex, glad you finally made it," Chris got out, but with a bit of a struggle as he was really getting reamed hard.
"You too?" I sighed, quite disappointed to have confirmed what I had already suspected and had been implied to me.
"Oh yeah, Alex, there is nothing better than black dick in my asshole," Chris said, but with the same tone, he told me there was nothing better than a day with his buds, beer and PlayStation 5.
"Except cum shot up your ass," Kwan said, as I looked and saw he was now naked. How did he do that so quickly? Well, naked except for black thigh high stockings. He was standing before Wally who was on his knees with a cock in his mouth and one in each hand, in black pantyhose and really working that dick. Kwan dropped to his knees and helped out his multitasking friend.
"Yeah, I do love multiple loads buried in my asshole," Chris admitted.
"Jesus," I said.
"We all do," Ray joined in the strange conversation as I found him in a similar position as I caught him in the first time... riding a black dick on a couch but this time he was also sucking a black man. I couldn't see if he was wearing nylons like the other three. The only difference is this time he was riding him cowgirl instead of reverse cowgirl. Or was it called cowboy in these perverted times when a man rode a dick?
In truth, besides the obvious shock that all my friends were part of an interracial gay orgy, an equally big shock was the fact that all the white guys here were in some sort of nylons.
Jeremy was in what seemed to be his favourite position, bent over with his hands on a wall with a dick pounding him from behind, the only position I had seen him in during three separate sodomy sessions. He too was wearing nylons... a kinky red.
"Oh my God, more, more dick, I need more dick," a very feminine voice begged. I looked to my right and on the kitchen table, his white stocking-legged feet were high in the air and come was leaking out of his gaped ass. It was the birthday boy.
"My turn," one of the three Wally and Kwan were working over said and walked to the nerdy Eugene.
"That is his fifth," Chris said.
"Nowhere near your record of twenty-two loads in your pussy," Wally shot back, the weirdest and most disgusting of burns.
"Yeah that was a wild day," Chris agreed.
'When could that have even happened?' I thought to myself as I watched the black guy slide his dick into the lubricated with other men's cum ass of Eugene who was the nerdiest guy I had ever met. He made me look cool.
"You're about to get another load, Chris," the guy pounding away said, sweat literally pouring off him from the workout he seemed to be getting fucking Chris's ass. In this position, I couldn't see his dick, but I assumed it was hard. I could see the way his fat ass cheeks shook with each hard slap. Oddly I found it hot when it was a woman's big ass, and I prayed I got to see it up close and personal with Desiree in the very near future.
"Did you finally cross the line and join us, Alex?" Ray asked, as he looked like a pogo stick the way he was jumping up and down just as the guy he had been sucking shot his load on his face.
"What? God, no," I said, insulted he would even ask such a question.
"Oh fuck, don't stop, harder, split my asshole in two," Chris whimpered, as he looked up at me.
"Is that not cum all over your shirt?" he asked.
Wally stopped sucking the cock in his mouth to look at my cum-coated shirt.
"It's not what it looks like?" I stressed.
"That isn't big yummy gobs of cum?" Chris asked, as his entire body shook with every rapid hard back shot.
"It is," I admitted.
"Nice," Chris said.
"Not nice, not nice at all," I said with exasperated frustration.
"I walked in on a spit-roast at the post office of all places and one of the black guys thought it was funny to surprise me by jerking his load all over me," I said.
"Derek is a great fuck," one of the black guys said.
"Yeah, a really tight ass," another said.
"Not as tight as this fat bitch," the guy hammering Chris's hole said.
"Yeah, I have the tightest man pussy on campus," Chris said and sounded proud to say it.
"It is pretty damn tight," the guy said, clearly about to come.
"Now breed my asshole, give me all the dominant black seed," Chris said.
"Jesus, Chris, you sound pathetic," I said, perhaps most disappointed by him. He was my first friend, my best friend and of the other three the least likely to me to succumb to this freeuse society crap.
"Don't judge me unless you try it," Chris moaned, and then turned his attention to the man inside him, "yes, fill me up. Show my straight white friend what we are really made for."
"To be a cum dump," the guy grunted as he was obviously depositing his load in my best friend's asshole.
"A cock sucker for all black dick," the guy Wally was sucking said.
"Slaves for the mission," the guy pounding the poor birthday boy.
"Harder, fuck my pussy, harder," Eugene begged, easily the most feminine sounds I had ever heard from a guy and I could see his dick completely hard and quite big bouncing up with each hard thrust.
"Cock sucking, bottom bitches for any black cock," the guy was pounding Ray added.
"Any time, any place, any cock," the black guy Kwan was slobbering over added.
"Jesus, you guys sound like a fucked-up sex cult," I said, overwhelmed by all the submissive white guy talk and the over-the-top black dominant talk... even though I had seen enough of it the past week to know it wasn't bull shit, even though, in my mind, it was utter bull shit.
"Cult," the guy pounding Chris laughed. "Do you white boys think you're part of a cult."
"No, we are just cum dumps for superior black cock," Chris moaned.
"And delicious black cum," Kwan added, taking a breath from his hungry cock sucking.
"Black cock is irresistible," Ray said as he continued bouncing on the trampoline cock.
"I can never get enough," Wally said, as he was lifted up, bent over the couch and his asshole was penetrated in one smooth deep thrust.
Jeremy asked, as the guy who had been fucking him pulled out and I saw cum leaking out of Jeremy's gaping asshole which was absolutely disturbing, "Eugene, what do you think of black dick?"
"I fucking love black cooooock," he said, as he suddenly spewed his load all over himself.
"He's a real sissy for dick," the guy said who was still fucking him.
"You see, Alex, you are the one in the minority here," Jeremy said, as another black guy slid into his open asshole.
The responses of each of my friends and the others had me shaking my head. So did all the sucking and fucking going on. At least four more black guys had arrived and were all naked with massive hard-ons. One walked over to me and asked, "Why are you still dressed?"
"He's not one of us," Jeremy said.
"At least not yet," Chris said, as the guy in his ass grunted. "Oh yes, fill my asshole up with your big fucking load."
"Chris!" I gasped, at both what he said about me and his nasty words.
"You're done with him?" the guy who had just talked to me asked the guy slowing down his ruthless assault in Chris's ass.
"Yeah, just give me a few more seconds."
"Sure."
Another new guy offered Ray his dick and Ray was suddenly full of dick in both his holes again.
Another guy waited his turn for the birthday boy.
The other knelt down and offered Chris his dick. "What a nice big black cock. What do you think, Alex?" Chris asked as he stroked it. "Isn't it a magnificent fucking black dick?"
I sighed.
"Seriously, it's fucking perfect, you really need to try this Alex," Chris said, as one guy pulled out of his ass and another replaced him while he opened his mouth and began sucking dick.
"More dick, I need more black dick," Eugene begged, as his dick remained hard after coming all over himself. The guy waiting in line slid in his asshole, while the one who had just been in his asshole moved and slid his cock in his mouth.
"Fucking disgusting," I said, actually in awe that the shy quiet Eugene was suddenly doing ass to mouth while being spit-roasted like some cheap whore.
"There is nothing as delicious as sucking a tangy black dick after it's been buried in someone's shit hole," Jeremy moaned, as he got fucked hard by some random black dude.
"What is wrong with you?" I said, overwhelmed by the varied sex acts going on all around me. Cock sucking... ass taking... moaning... grunting... dirty talk... and the bewildering reality that all four of my best friends my entire life were secret freeuse fuck toys for black men.
"Oh, yeah, fuck my asshole, show Alex how big a cum whore I am for black dick," Wally said, as he was bent over getting dicked hard.
"Oh fuck, yes, come on me," Ray moaned as I turned to him just in time to see him take a facial while he somehow continued bouncing on that same dick for what now seemed like an eternity.
"Oh yeah, all you fuck boys love facials," the guy grunted as he shot a massive load of cum all over Ray's face.
"Come suck my load out," the guy on the couch ordered and Ray got off the black pogo stick and disappeared out of my view while assumedly doing some sick ass to mouth... literally eating his own asshole.
I looked down at Chris who was now bouncing back and forth taking one dick buried deep in his bowels while then deep throating the dick in his mouth. It was literally the first time I had ever seen him do any sort of coordination that wasn't gaming.
"Oh yes, hammer my hole," Jeremy moaned, as he looked right at me. I don't know what it was, but while my friends were not really showing any shame themselves, much to my shock and dismay, Jeremy seemed to revel in my shocked awkwardness and bewilderment.
"Ooooooooh," Chris moaned. He really was moving smoothly between the two dicks and sweating as he did so. The fact he was in pink nylons only enhanced the surreal shock I was witnessing.
As moans echoed around me, the smell of sex was everywhere. The sound of bodies colliding seemed to come from all directions. The nasty talk added fuel to the fire of disgusting kinky sin.
Ray stood up, cum all over his face and I saw he was in fishnets... the sluttiest of choices.
"Jesus," I said, his dick hard as a rock, pre-cum glistening from his cock head.
"You really got to try this," he said, as some really fat guy walked over to him and roughly pushed him to his knees and slid his dick in his mouth right in front of me.
"Sorry," the black guy said, "I only have a few minutes to nut."
"Uh, yeah," I said, as a guy grunted and shot his load in Chris's mouth.
"Harder, fuck me harder," Eugene begged like a girl as he now had cum all over his face. I somehow missed that load shot in this orgy of sin.
"The bitch loves it," the guy said, fucking him hard with his hands on Eugene's nylon-clad ankles.
"I fucking love big black cock," Eugene declared loudly and proudly... his dick still hard even after coming all over himself just a few minutes ago.
"I told you you'd love your birthday present," Jeremy said, as he was now bouncing back on the dick with rather eager excitement.
"I want this present every day," Eugene said, as he really was taking it hard.
I had to ask. "You never had gay sex before today?"
"I've never had sex of any kind before today," Eugene replied with a feminine moan.
"Shit, I didn't know I was fucking a virgin," the guy said.
"I think you're my seventh big black fat cock," Eugene moaned.
"Shit, pretty impressive for a first-timer," the guy said.
"Thanks," Eugene said, actually sounding flattered by the gay compliment.
"Oh yes, come in my ass, bury that load deep up my shit hole, breed my fat asshole," Chris wickedly said, drawing my attention away from Eugene and to him getting reamed on the floor, cum dripping down his chin and a small puddle of cum on the floor.
"Yeah, take it, Chris, take that big black cock," Kwan encouraged, cum all over his face but currently not engaged in any sort of sordid sex act.
"Oh God, yes, fill me up," Jeremy moaned, as he took another load in his ass. How much fucking cum could an asshole hold? Seeing nine and ten inch dicks completely impaling Jeremy and my friends told me there was a lot more space for cum deposits than I ever would have imagined.
Finally, not able to take it anymore I went to leave. Why the fuck was I still here in the first place? Why was I watching this gay orgy? Why was I watching my friends be humiliated? Why did my friends want to see me watch them suck dick, get fucked and take cum in or on them?
"Why don't you guys fuck girls?" I asked to no one and everyone. That was the one thing I still couldn't remotely understand. I mean there were a lot of things I didn't remotely understand, but that was the question that really kept spinning in my head.
"We do," the guy who had just come in Chris's asshole said. "All the time."
"Yeah, but they are way more work," another said.
"Yeah, you have to pretend to listen to their worries and insecurities," another said.
"They expect you to buy them flowers."
"Remember their birthdays."
"Meet their families."
"And they usually are average cock suckers," another said.
"If they suck at all," the guy who had been last in Chris's asshole said, as he slid his dick in Chris's mouth.
Chris began sucking his own ass juices as another said, "And they don't swallow."
"And want to cuddle."
"And almost none of them take it in the ass."



"And one in a thousand do ass to mouth."
"But white boys come when beckoned."
"Suck dick,"
"Take it in the ass."
"Swallow our loads."
"Take facials."
"Bend over any time and any place."
"Don't want to talk after."
"And are grateful for the privilege of our cock and cum."
"Fuuuuuuuuck," Eugene bellowed as he came from getting ass fucked for a second time.
That scream broke me out of the verbal trance of a litany of reasons these black men willingly fucked white guys.
"This is too much," I stormed out, as I looked at Jeremy who was bent over with cum oozing out of his ass. It seemed like he was purposely posing there for my benefit... like that would somehow be the breaking point of my straightness.
I walked out, into my apartment and into my room a completely angry, frustrated mess.
About forty-five minutes later, I heard the guys come back into the apartment. A couple minutes later, there was a knock at the door. "Hey, can I come in?"
"Yeah, sure," I said, on my bed, on my laptop, trying to work but not really getting anything done.
He walked in now in sweats and a t-shirt and with cake. "Hey, I brought you some birthday cake."
"Uh, thanks," I said, as he walked to the bed and sat down beside me and I noticed he was still in his pink nylons underneath his sweats.
"So, I just want you to know that while we all would love you to play with us we get it if you are not interested," Chris said.
"How did you even end up in this situation?" I bluntly asked, needing to know this.
"Well, it's a rather perverse and twisted truth."
"Tell me," I demanded. "I just saw a lot of perverse twisted shit."
"All right," he said, but added, "just so you know I'm not remotely ashamed of what I am. I have accepted my sexual duality."
"Sexual duality?" I asked, bewildered equally by his lack of shame and the utter lack of shame of all the freeuse boys and men.
"Yes, while I like girls, like fucking girls and even dominating girls, I equally enjoy being a completely submissive cock sucker and bottom for BBC," he said, as promised without an ounce of shame or sense of ridiculousness in his words.
"Do you even hear yourself?"
"I do," he nodded. "I've accepted my place in the sexual hierarchy of the evolving world and so has the rest of the gang."
"But how? Why?" I asked, trying to understand.
"Well, we each have our own discovery of our role in the freeuse society, I learned from my dad."
"Your dad?" I gasped. His father is the mayor of our town.
"Yeah, he is an alumnus from the other college and has been a freeuse cum dumpster since before I was born," Chris said so matter-of-factly it was ridiculous... especially about his father. For a guy who was the class clown and almost never serious I kept waiting for the punchline but it wasn't yet coming, nor did it seem to be.
"Did you just call your father a cum dumpster?" I asked incredulously,
"Yes, he is and still loves it," he said. "As I mentioned I'm not ashamed of it. Being a cum dump fuck toy for BBC is part of who I am."
"Jesus, Chris, you understand this sounds absolutely ridiculous and pathetic."
"In your eyes I understand," he nodded, "but in my eyes, in all of our eyes, this is just a natural piece of who we are. But it isn't all we are either."
"What do you mean?"
"We are still guys who want to have careers and get married. We are still guys who love to talk shit and play video games. We are all still your friends," he said.
"I'm not sure I can deal with this every day," I said.
"Well, that is completely up to you, although I hope you stay," he nodded understandingly, "but we are not going to change. The truth is each of us loves being freeuse fuck toys. Each of us will drop almost everything for a big black dick."
"But why?"
"It's hard to explain," he said, "but I love being told what to do, I love just looking at a big black cock, I love sucking it, worshipping it, I love just being a submissive toy. Plus, there is no better sexual feeling than having a big fat black cock in your asshole pounding away and rubbing your prostate."
"So, you are gay?"
"You are only hearing what you want to hear," he sighed. "I fuck girls. I love eating pussy and fucking girls. But, sex with a black man is an entirely different experience. It allows my submissive slut side to come out and like I said there is absolutely nothing better than a black cock in my mouth other than a black in my asshole."
"Not white dick?" I questioned. "Isn't dick, dick?"
"Not at all," he actually laughed. "You have seen some black cocks and you have seen white cocks, one is a lot more attractive, a lot more majestic and usually, although not always, a lot bigger."
I sighed.
"And since you now know the truth, we will not be hiding our freeuse secrets anymore," he said, standing up.
"What does that mean?" I asked.
"You may see the odd black stud here using one of us at any given time," he said.
"Jesus," I said.
"Just warning you," he said.
"You never told me how you ended up being like this."
"Like a cum sleeve for black cock?" he wickedly asked.
"Yes."
"Well, long story short Dad took me to the lake, introduced me to three of his black friends who are all in politics and the two of us ended up spending a weekend getting blackened over and over."
"You had sex with your dad?" I asked disgusted.
"Not with with him," Chris said. "But side by side. I watched him suck dick. He watched me suck dick. Instructed me how to be a good cock sucker. We shared black cock. I watched him get fucked and he watched me get fucked. It was the ultimate father-son bonding experience."
"I don't even know what to say."
"Just don't judge until you try it yourself."
"That won't happen."
"If you say so," he said, before walking out.
I didn't even know what to say anymore. Maybe I would have to find another place to stay. I couldn't leave the college when I had such a great opportunity with this project I was working on.
Fuck.
Thankfully, Desiree seemed to know exactly when I needed to hear her voice as she called me. We chatted for an hour. Played another game of twenty questions. It took my mind completely off of what I had earlier witnessed.
At least for a little while.
THURSDAY OCTOBER 23 RD ... WHAT IS BNWO
I wasn't sure how to deal with my four best friends now that I knew they were freeuse sluts for BBC.
I really only had a few choices:
1. Ignore it completely and act as if things were the same as they always were.
2. Accept it and move on.
3. Move out.
In the end, I knew I couldn't move out. These were my best friends since elementary school and they had stayed with me through thick and thin. While what they were doing was bizarre, kinky and, in my mind, rather pathetic, what they did in their sex lives was their business... even though it often seemed to end up being my business.
I couldn't ignore it completely. The reality was I wished I had a Delorian that could go back in time to before I knew what I knew, Alas, I couldn't. As such, I had to deal with it.
So, I was going to just deal with it as best I could.
I grabbed my robe, walked to the kitchen to make breakfast and found Wally bent over the kitchen counter with a very good-looking black man fucking him.
"Good morning, Alex," Wally greeted as if he wasn't currently being sodomized.
"Good morning," I greeted back, trying to act as casual as he was as I opened the fridge and grabbed some milk.
"I'm Markus," the guy said.
"Alex," I said, as he extended his hand out for me to shake.
Not wanting to be rude, even though this was bizarre, I leaned over the kitchen counter, which was a slim but semi-long island, and said, "Nice to meet you."
"You too," he said.
I grabbed a bowl, some Frosted Flakes and poured the sugary cereal.
"Oh fuck," Wally moaned, as the black man gave smooth strokes into him. Unlike the hard fucking I was used to witnessing, this was slower, almost methodical.
"So, Wally here tells me you are not a freeuse boy," Markus said.
"Nope," I replied, as I poured milk into the bowl.
"Good for you," he said.
"Uh, thanks," I said, surprised by his casualness and apparent support of my refusal to join the freeuse community.
"There is always the odd unicorn," he said, as he continued fucking Wally who remained silent other than the continual moans.
"Unicorn?" I asked, even though I wasn't sure I wanted to know. I then recalled the word being used just yesterday.
"Yeah, a guy who can resist the temptation is about as rare as seeing a unicorn."
"Oh, I see," I said, then pondering this for a minute and realizing they were not real, "but there are no unicorns."
"Hmmmmmmm," he pondered, "I guess that is true."
"Please, Markus, harder, fuck me harder," Wally moaned, as Chris walked out from the shower.
"Hey, Markus, morning Alex," Chris greeted and headed to his bedroom as if there wasn't a sex act occurring right in the kitchen.
"Hey," I said, as I continued eating my Frosted Flakes.
"Do you have a girlfriend?" Markus asked, ignoring Wally's request.
"Maybe," I said, unsure what exactly Desiree and I were.
"Maybe?"
"I met a girl last weekend and I'm going to a dance with her tomorrow," I said, "but I haven't actually asked her out."
"Did she invite you?"
"Yeah."
"That's a good sign."
"I hope so," I said, this the second surreal time I was having a casual conversation with a black man about my so-called love life while he was being sexually serviced.
"Good luck, man," he said. "The dating pool is a shark fest."
"Thanks," I said, finishing my breakfast.
"Oh God, I love your cock," Wally moaned, seemingly trying to get the attention on him instead of me.
I couldn't explain it, but I was enjoying this conversation. Yes, it was weird. Yes, my friend was being sodomized right before me. Yet, I wondered if perhaps he could explain better than all the black guys did yesterday why fuck guys over girls. "Can I ask a personal question?"
"Sure, I mean we are pretty open here," he joked, as he began fucking Wally just a little faster.
"Ooooh, yes, Alex, this feels so good," Wally moaned.
Ignoring Wally, I asked the same question I asked at the orgy, "Why not fuck white girls over white guys?"
"Why not do both?" he asked.
"But don't you feel gay fucking a guy?"
"Not at all," he said. "A hole is a hole and guys like Wally here are way better cock suckers and way more willing bottoms. I mean I have a dozen guys willing to come and service me with one group text."
"That is what I just can't get my head around," I said.
"It's because black cock is just so fucking good," Wally moaned.
"Have you heard of the BNWO?" Markus asked.
"No, what does that acronym stand for?" I asked, for some reason more comfortable talking to Markus than any other person I have talked about freeuse with... including my own friends.
"Black new world order," Wally answered with a whimper as Markus continued pounding him from behind.
"Yes, it's a growing movement that is somewhat tied to the freeuse movement to change the world hierarchy," Markus explained.
"Seriously," I sighed, the conversation again shifting into the ridiculous.
"I didn't make it up," Markus said, "but there is a growing number of men, women and couples that will do almost anything to have sexual relations with a black man and or a black woman."
I thought to myself my own fascination with black women and the fact my maybe girlfriend was black. Yet, I never considered it a racial thing, or a fetish, there was just something raw and real about big-bodied black women in comparison to skinny-as-a-stick white girls.
"I'll do anything for black dick and cum," Wally moaned, really seeming like he was desperate to come and wanting all the attention on him.
"Who doesn't?" Chris chirped in now dressed.
"Me," I said.
"I'm explaining BNWO to your friend," Markus explained.
"Aaaah," Chris nodded.
"So, BNWO and freeuse are different?" I asked.
"Yes and no," he nodded, "they are related. Freeuse is a strand of a respectful showing of BNWO. While BNWO is the entire movement for change."
"And BNWO isn't just gay stuff?" I questioned, for some reason trying to understand what this guy was saying.
"Most freeuse locations include both genders," he said, as he continued fucking Wally throughout this strange conversation. "Our schools are the exception of male-only freeuse."
"Why is it only gay here?" I asked.
"Tradition," he shrugged. "The school was established originally as male-only and it has become a well-established tradition. People come here partly because of the tradition of freeuse."
"Really?"
"Many of the non-white students have parents who came here," he said.
I didn't want to ask any further about that as I wasn't ready for a conversation about the fact my dad once went here. "So what does BNWO entail then."
"As a movement, it's about turning the tables on a white-dominant society," he explained.
"Oh God, please come in my ass," Wally moaned like a complete bitch.
Ignoring Wally's whiny desperate please, he continued, "And while freeuse here is male on male, in the growing movement there are even more white women who willingly suck and fuck black men and quite a few white men who are cuckolds."
"Cuckolds?"
"A man who willingly watches as other men fuck his wife," he explained.
"Jesus," I said, not able to believe this.
"Oh God, I'm going to come," Wally moaned.
"Me too," Markus said, as he added, "Give me a moment, Alex."
He then really slammed into Wally as Chris said, as he ate toast, "How can't you want to be fucked like this."
"How can you want to get fucked like this?" I countered.
"Oh yes, yes, fuck, come in me, fill my asshole up," Wally begged like a bitch in heat.
"Can't you see the pleasure it gives?" Chris asked.
"Fuck," Marcus grunted, a few strokes later and dumped his load in Wally's ass.
Wally moaned loudly and shook uncontrollably and his facial expression told me he was coming too... all over our island.
"Jesus," I said, shaking my head at Wally.
"So good," Wally said, with a glazed-over look on his face as he continued to be a cum dump for yet another guy.
"You are so lucky, Wally," Chris said.
"I know."
Markus stopped and pulled out and I got one more crazy shock as Chris dropped down and said, "Let me clean all that ass juice off that delicious black dick."
"You can't be serious?" I said as he disappeared out of my view, but I could smell the scent of anal sex... which although I assumed it would be disgusting had a strange oddly captivating scent.
Markus apologized, "Sorry, about that, now where was I?"
"Explaining the concept of being a cuckold," I said, somehow allowing this conversation to continue.
"Right, right," he nodded. "Many men feel they can't properly satisfy their wives or girlfriends and as such want a dominant man with a big dick to give her the fucking he can't."
"And this is only black men fucking these married women?"
"In the BNWO order yes, but generally in cuckold lifestyles it doesn't have to be. It can be any man with a bigger dick, but race does often play into it," he said, as Chris continued cleaning off his dick.
"This just keeps getting weirder and weirder," I said, the kink and twisted shit continuing to get even stranger.
That multiplied when Chris said, "Now let me eat that anal cream pie."
"Yes, eat my asshole," Wally moaned, as for the first time in this last week of utterly unbelievable kink I was suddenly seeing, although I could only see Wally's top half, white on white gay sex and perhaps the most disgusting act yet.
"Well, I need to get going," Markus said. "It was very nice meeting you."
"You too," I said, as he shook my hand again, before putting his dick away.
"Maybe we will meet again," he said, the context of his meaning unclear, but then walked out.
"What the fuck are you doing?" I said, as I walked around the island and saw Chris was indeed eating Wally's ass.
"Getting as much of this cum as I can," Chris said, without moving his face that was buried between Wally's ass cheeks.
"Jesus," I said, shaking my head with disgust and headed to the shower. I sure as shit wasn't going to watch this.
"Yeah, get all that cum," Wally moaned just before I closed the door.
When I got out fifteen minutes later, no one was home.
I headed to class.
Listened to the lecture.
I got a text in the group chat from Chris: Everyone let's meet for lunch at Smiling Buddha. Everyone responded they would be there, so I did too.
Having half an hour before I was meeting them, I found a spot to sit and googled BNWO.
It was really a thing and the definition on Urban Dictionary matched pretty closely the one Markus gave. I also found one example pretty damn close to what I had heard over and over the past week: submit to the BNWO white boi, submit to my superior BBC and let me make you my sissy bitch princess.
I noticed the different spelling of boy to boi and was curious about that. I learned it meant a femme, sissy or gay guy.
I resumed my BNWO search and discovered there were websites, Twitter handles, short stories and books and even a plethora of imagefap captions, for some reason I had always been turned on by images that had wicked captions, especially gifs.
I don't know why I did it, but I searched BWNO captions and found a plethora of kinky ones. One was called Vixen Island where it encouraged men to bring their wives to the island to experience BBC. A picture of a black man fucking a white woman with the line: Do you want your wife to be sexually satisfied for a change?
The next caption was equally wicked: Lost in pleasure: your wife deserves to have sex with real men.
I scrolled through all 11 pics which made my dick get hard. While the idea of black guys fucking white guys didn't turn me on at all, the thought of these big black cocks fucking white girls was a complete turn-on.
Questions like: Does she not deserve sexual happiness?
The wild slogans including:
-Just remember: Finding the love of your life shouldn't mean the end of your love life. You deserve real pleasure.
-No pulling out. No going back. Only going black.
Then perhaps the wickedest one where a very beautiful blonde girl with cum all over her face with the title Book Your Facial. Getting even more wicked it said: Exclusive skin care on Vixen Island. Taste tested by white women and whiteboys. I also noted this time whiteboys was one word.
I ended up scrolling through a lot of pages and looked at a lot of pictures and gifs. At first, some were confusing as there would be a girl sucking a dick but the girl would be referred to as a guy. A lot were about wives submitting to black dick. An equal amount was about guys being feminized.
It was surreal.
It was perverted.
It actually had me slightly aroused.
I couldn't explain it but the naughty captions were just so erotic.
I headed to the restaurant and had a good hour-long visit not once talking about the elephant in the room. Instead, we talked about school, we talked about the Christmas holidays and we brainstormed Halloween costume ideas. We hadn't come up with anything perfect yet, so Chris eventually said he would get costumes for all of us. Somehow, we all agreed.
We were finishing up when a black college-aged guy walked past us and right into the back. Immediately, my mind went to was he going back there to get sucked.
Wally must have thought the same thing, as he said, "Fuck, Abdul is getting lucky."



"Yeah, the boys love his mouth," Chris said.
"I think they like the taboo of face fucking a dude with a turban," Ray added.
"Really?" I asked, sighing after a good hour of no gay sex talk.
"Yeah, Abdul is popular," Chris said.
"His brother and dad are popular too," Wally added.
"I'm craving some cum," Kwan spoke out of the blue.
"Jesus, Kwan," I said.
"I'm not hiding who I am anymore, Alex," he said. "While the others are here like girls and are just freeuse to black dicks, I prefer guys and love all cock."
"Oh," I said, not bothered he may be gay at all, just surprised by his words.
"Alex, he needs to hear you tell him you are okay with him coming out," Chris said.
"Oh, Kwan, of course I'm okay with it," I said. "I wasn't ever judging you on the concept of being gay, I was judging you, all of you, on being freeuse boys for black men."
"I'm not gay, although I've never been with a girl before, I just know I love cock," he said.
"We don't judge you for not being freeuse," Chris said.
"Yes, you do," I pointed out.
"Okay, yes we do," he agreed, "but only because you judge us even though you haven't tried it."
"I haven't sky-dived yet but know I wouldn't like it either," I pointed out.
"I just don't know how you can see those juicy black cocks and not feel your mouth water, your knees weaken and your body ache with lust," Wally said.
"Yeah, black dick is just so majestic and beautiful," Ray added.
"God, just that description gets me hungry for black dick," Chris added.
"I'm always hungry for black dick," Kwan said.
"Jesus," I sighed, still coming to grips with their blatant admissions.
"And to clarify I am not gay, I don't find black men beautiful, nor do I want to kiss or date a black man, I just know I am inferior to them and must suck their cock, obey every sexual whim they have and extract their creamy salty cum," Ray said, like all the others with not an ounce of shame.
"See, that is what I don't get," I said.
"What?" Ray asked.
"You are not gay, but you do very gay things," I said.
"I understand your confusion," Ray nodded. "It's not black and white."
"Actually it is black and white," Chris joked.
"Explain it to me," I said.
"I thought I just did," Ray said.
Wally tried. "Like Ray said while I can tell when a man is good-looking, regardless of race, I am not attracted to them. I am attracted to a black dick. There is something so beautiful about it. It draws you in like a magnet and once you have had a taste of chocolate there is no going back."
"But what makes you even try it?" I questioned.
"Curiosity. Human nature. A slight hypnotic trance. Inferiority complex. Lust," Wally listed off a bunch of reasons.
"In the end," Chris interjected, "Black dick has a magical force that enchants you and once drawn in you are unable to resist its charm and beauty."
"That sounds gay."
"I imagine it does," Chris nodded, as the same black guy that had entered the back walked past us and out of the restaurant.
"And I could see why you think that way," Ray nodded. "In the most simplistic way, it is gay."
"But in the raw sense of the evolution of man and society, it is a natural response and a rational explanation of why so many otherwise completely straight guys suck black dick and allow themselves to be fucked by it."
"So you won't let a white guy fuck you?"
"Unlikely," Chris said.
"God, no," Wally added.
"Well, not any white guy," Ray said and glanced at Chris.
"How about a Muslim? A Latino? An Arab?" I listed off.
"Just black," all three said in unison.
"I like all dick," Kwan said, "although I enjoy the size and domination of black men the most."
Suddenly Abdul came out and he had clear cum shots all over his turban.
My eyes went wide.
"Fuck, that is hot and nasty," Chris said.
"What a waste of cum," Kwan said.
"No, that is a statement cum shot," Wally said.
"What is the statement?" I asked.
"I own you," Wally said, as Abdul came and grabbed our empty plates.
No one mentioned it, but all five of us stared at the varied cum spots all over his turban... it seemed to me to be so sacrilegious.
"Can I get you guys any dessert?" Abdul asked. He acted like his turban was not coated with obvious gobs of cum.
"I wouldn't mind what you just got," Wally said.
"He always shoots on my turban," Abdul said, not ashamed but stating a fact.
"It's kind of a waste," Ray said, standing up, scooping a wad off the turban and putting it in his mouth. "Anyone else?"
"I'll have some," Wally said, getting up and scooping some off too.
"You want some, Alex?" Ray asked. "It's delicious and a perfect dessert."
"I think I'll pass," I said while both Kwan and Chris stood up and got their respective cum gob.
"Your loss," Chris said.
"Yes, more for me," Kwan said, scooping up more cum.
"You guys are shameless," I said, shaking my head.
"For black cock and cum we all are," Chris said, as they all sat back down.
We didn't order dessert.
We paid our bills.
We headed to class together.
Wally's phone buzzed. He said, "Sorry, I may be late for class. Save me a seat."
"Go enjoy your black cock cum call," Ray said.
"I always do," Wally said, as he headed in the opposite direction we were headed.
"He seriously just gets texts to suck dick?" I asked, even though I knew the truth.
"We all do," Chris said. "There is an app."
"There is an app?" I repeated his words.
"Yeah, we are all on it," Ray said. "But Wally has a couple of regulars."
"I do too," Kwan pointed out.
"We all do," Chris said. "Wally's are just daily regulars."
"I'm not sure I can ever get used to this," I said.
"We are still the same guys you always knew," Chris reminded me.
"I know, I know," I nodded. "It's just strange to see you guys sucking dick, getting fucked, and so forth."
"You really should try it one time," Chris said.
Ray added, "I can't believe you haven't been drawn in by the beauty of black cock. I mean they are so aesthetically pleasing, especially when they throb, pulsate and overfill a hungry mouth or tight ass."
"Thanks for the visual," I sarcastically said.
"I see a nice nine-inch plus big fat black cock and there is nothing I care about any more than worshipping that cock," Ray continued, seeming to be happy letting me know his thoughts.
"I thought you preferred bouncing on a black dick," I smirked since I have twice seen him in that exact position.
"That is my favourite position to get fucked," he nodded not catching onto my slightly insulting
comment, "There is something exhilarating about being impaled by a massive fat black cock while my own much smaller dick bounces all over the place.
"You really should try it," Kwan added. "Until you do you are going to wonder."
"I'm not wondering about anything right now," I said. "Plus, I have a date with a beautiful girl tomorrow."
"Wally mentioned she was black," Chris said.
"Yeah, so?"
"Just interesting," he said.
"Perhaps overcompensating for other desires," Ray added teasingly.
"Guys, I can't say this enough, I have no interest in black dick. Not jerking it off, not sucking it, not getting fucked by it. None. Zilch. Zero," I bluntly clarified.
"Sure, you don't," a black guy said as he walked by us.
"I don't," I stressed, a little frustrated.
"We are just teasing you," Chris said. "You'll discover your own black dick desire on your own accord."
I sighed as we entered the school.
We went to class. Wally showed up ten minutes late.
Chris whispered, "How was dessert?"
"Delicious as always," Wally answered.
"God, I'm starving," Chris sighed.
"Focus on the lesson," I said, distracted by their conversations.
"It's hard when all I want is a nice juicy big black cock fucking my face or pounding my fat ass," Chris wickedly said.
"You guys are insatiable," I said, bewildered by their constant cravings for dick. I mean I had constant cravings for pussy, so I got the concept. What it made me wonder was did girls get such constant cravings?
"For black cock and cum I am," Chris admitted.
"Now you have me hungry and horny," Kwan said, his rare interjections always surprising me more because of his quiet nature.
"You're always hungry," Ray quipped.
"Yep," Kwan agreed.
"Boys is there something you want to share with me?" the professor asked.
Chris joked, "Not in public."
That got a few laughs and the professor's face went flush. Instantly, without another word, I knew my professor sucked dick.
"After class," he said. "All of you."
"Yes, sir," Chris nodded, as my cheeks went red with anger.
Once class was done, an extremely long hour later, we all went to the Professor's office.
He closed the door and said, "We can't have that during my lecture."
"Sorry, Professor, that was disrespectful," Chris acknowledged.
"Yes, it won't happen again, Professor."
"And where were you on Tuesday, Alex?" he questioned, apparently knowing I wasn't there.
"I went into town to get a suit for a date I have Friday and it ended up taking longer than I expected," I answered.
"No black dick?" he asked, surprising me.
"No, Professor, I don't engage in that freeuse thing," I said.
"Really?" he asked, sounding actually surprised.
"No, why is that surprising?" I asked.
"Well, for one I know your friends do and your brothers are quite the cum sleeves," he said.
"My brothers?" I questioned, even though I had heard his words and the wicked description of 'cum sleeve'.
"Oh yeah, I watched them get double-teamed at a facility event by all the black professors and alumni. They must have taken forty loads at least," he said, with a soft chuckle. "I never saw two football studs ever take so many black dicks and want more."
"You sure it was my brothers?" I asked, the idea my brothers were willing cum dumps something I sensed was a possibility, but I sure didn't want to know nor did I want to believe it.
"Oh yeah, hard to forget twins," he said. "It's actually hard to believe you are their brother. You don't look anything like them."
"I'm told that a lot," I whispered, shocked by the harsh reality that my brothers were BBC sluts too. It didn't seem remotely possible. Not at all. Yet, there it was. Almost indisputable evidence. I felt my heart drop.
"It's okay, Alex," Chris said, seeing my devastation. "Being a BBC slut is nothing to be ashamed of."
"They are my brothers."
"We are like your brothers," Chris pointed out.
"Anyways, I expect better behaviours from you guys from now on, is that clear?" the Professor asked.
"Yes," we all agreed.
"Now, I have an appointment in a few minutes, so if you don't mind," the Professor pointed to the door.
"It won't happen again," Chris assured him as we all stood up.
As we left, two black students from our class were waiting. They didn't say a word, they didn't have to, the smug look on their faces told me everything I needed to know. The professor was about to get blacked... likely spit-roasted. Maybe he would just suck two dicks and take two facials. Maybe he would ride one while sucking another. Maybe he would be bent over his desk.
Jesus, why did these images of white submission keep popping in my head?
Wally went home to get ready for a date too and Ray went to meet a couple of other study friends for his Calculus class, while Kwan said, "I'm going to go for a walk."
To the engineering building?" Chris teased.
"Maybe," Kwan smirked which meant he was and made me recall the whole 646 bathroom thing I heard earlier.
"You are not going to 646 are you?" I asked.
"How do you know about that?" Kwan asked.
"I heard it when I accidentally caught Professor Korman getting used," I said.
"Want to come?" Kwan asked.
"What happens there?" I asked, still asking questions I really didn't need to know.
"It's a location for white cum dumps to get the cock they need and for black bulls to drop a load," Kwan bluntly said.
"Bulls?" I asked.
"Yes, black men are often called bulls," Chris said. "As they fuck you like a bull in a china shop. They completely wreck you."
"And shatter your masculinity," Kwan added.
"I got to stop asking questions I don't want to know the answer to," I sighed.
"Older black studs are often called Daddy," Chris informed me.
"Daddy?" I asked, that sounding utterly ridiculous.
"Yeah, it's kinky and hot," Chris said.
"Jesus," I said, shaking my head, this even kinkier since he had watched his dad get fucked.
"Professors, businessmen, college students and more will all end up on their knees or bent over for black cock," Kwan said.
"And while you will find the odd older black man there, mostly it is college boys with multiple loads to give," Chris said.
"Again, I got to stop asking these questions," I said.
"Kwan, I'll come with you, I could use some dick too," Chris said.
"Awesome," Kwan said, and suddenly I was alone.
I went to the library and did some work. Picked up some fried chicken and headed back to the apartment.
Reaching my room, Jeremy's door was wide open and Eugene was on all fours getting fucked.
"Hi, Alex?" he greeted, in his nerdy high-pitched way.
"Why don't you close your door?" I said.
"Because Master told me to leave it open," he answered with a moan.
"Where is Jeremy?" I asked, even though I wasn't sure why I asked the question. I didn't really need to know or care.
"No idea," Eugene said as he kept getting fucked hard.
"Well, have fun," I said, unsure what else to say.
"Oh fuck, hammer my asshole," Eugene moaned loudly as I entered my apartment.
"Jesus, it's never-ending," I sighed, as I went to my room.
A couple of hours later, I left my bedroom and found Chris, Wally and Ray all on the couch with their dicks out watching porn. Thankfully, it wasn't gay porn... although it was interracial porn. Three white girls were sucking three black guys laying down.
"God, look at those cocks," Wally said, as the three girls bobbed in almost perfect unison.
"Yeah, that downward curve of that first one would fucking drive me wild if I bounced on it," Ray said, slowly jerking himself off.
"All three are so fat they would gape my asshole so good," Chris said, as he moved his hand to his dick.
"You know most guys would be admiring the three hot girls," I pointed out, all three absolutely hot as fuck and looking amazing with their mouths full of big fat cock.
"Yeah, they are all hot too," Chris nodded, "especially the blonde blonde."
"The blonde blonde?" I asked.
"The one farthest away," he said.
"Oh, yeah," I nodded.
"I'd like to fuck one of them while getting fucked," Wally said.
"Shit, that would be wild," Chris said.
"Could you imagine being in the middle of a fuck sandwich?" Ray agreed.
"Now I want to try that," Chris said, stroking his dick.
"I'd rather just eat one pussy while the other rode me," I said, trying to keep the conversation on straight sex.
"Yeah, that would be great too," Wally said.
"I did that with Amber and Carrie," Chris said.
"No way," Ray gasped.
"Yeah, I fucked them both that night," Chris said with pride.
"Really?" I said, both Amber and Carrie cheerleaders back in high school. How did he never mention this before?
"Yeah."
"And you never told us?"
"I don't fuck and tell," he shrugged.
"That's all you do," Wally joked.
"Well, not since you got here," Ray pointed out, the only one not yet stroking himself.
"Hey, you were the first one to share your BBC lust," Chris pointed out.
"That's because you walked in on me getting fucked," Ray said.
"Jesus, can we just talk about those three hot chicks getting fucked," I said, my dick hard as I watched all three now taking those huge black cocks.
"By those juicy black cocks," Ray said, staring at the television.
"So fucking big and hard," Wally added.
"I give up," I sighed, shaking my head and returning to my room where I put my pantyhose on and searched three blonde girls fucking BBC. I found it in a heartbeat It was a Blacked scene called Preppy Girl Threesome Get Three BBC's.
I jumped ahead to when they were all getting fucked and rubbed my dick over the pantyhose.
I watched in awe as the three girls took those black cocks. I had to admit it they were very impressive. I never really looked at the black dicks for much time during any of the freeuse sex acts. But now I had to admit these dicks were impressive. It didn't make me want to suck a dick or anything, but I did find myself drawn into both their dicks and the pretty pink pussies they were fucking.
I was rubbing my dick when Chris walked in and said, "Oh my."
"Shit," I said, as I was about to come.
"Sorry, man," he said, although he didn't leave.
"Go," I said, so close to coming I needed to finish.
"You look good in pantyhose," he said.
"Out," I said, just as I came in the silky sheer hosiery.
"He is in pantyhose?" Ray asked, walking in.
"Jesus," I said, embarrassed even as I kept coming in my pantyhose.
"Shit, that is hot," Ray said.
"Let me see," Wally said, as he walked into my room and my black pantyhose crotch went white.
"Would you all fucking get out," I demanded as I covered my dick.
"Sorry, just cool to see you in pantyhose," Ray said.
"And watching interracial porn," Wally added.
"Leave him alone," Chris said.
"Yeah," Wally said, and the three left.
Humiliated I got off the bed just as my phone rang. It was Desiree. I chatted with her for an hour in my cum stained pantyhose as we made all the final plans for tomorrow. She also teased me about getting a hotel room and my intentions. I played coy but sensed she was quite excited about tomorrow night... as excited as me.
I got out of my pantyhose and went to brush my teeth and get ready for bed. I heard moaning. I didn't even bother checking who it was and what was happening.
I just brushed my teeth, went to piss and returned to my bedroom.
FRIDAY OCTOBER 24 TH ... DATE NIGHT
I packed for the trip having booked a hotel in Haverton before I went to my morning classes. Not because I was expecting to get lucky, but because I didn't want to drive back after midnight. That said, I also wanted to have a place to go if the opportunity presented itself.
I walked out and was happy to see no sex occurring as I had breakfast. I chatted to Wally about his date last night that went well and my upcoming date.
I went to my morning classes and then drove and picked up my suit and the flowers without one incident.
Not one.
Then as I was leaving, I noticed my car had under a quarter of a tank. Fucking guys. Fill up the car. I headed to a gas station just on the outskirts of town and fuelled up. I went to pay and decided I should probably take a piss before getting on the road. It was only an hour's drive, but better safe than sorry. I was already leaving later than I had planned and had booked reservations at a restaurant in Haverton.
I walked into the washroom and saw a large guy with a ball cap bent over the counter getting fucked by another large black man.
I quickly went to a stall and pissed.
The moans were loud and the slapping of bodies echoed through the tiny bathroom.
As soon as I was done pissing, I headed out to leave.
"You are not leaving without washing your hands, are you?" the large black man asked as he kept pounding the white guy.
"Uh, no," I said, having decided I wasn't going to. I just wanted to get out of there.
"If you wait a couple of minutes I'm sure there will be some cock for you," the guy said.
"Um, yeah, I'm just here to take a piss," I said.
"That's what they all say before they are bent over and getting railed," he smirked at me.
"So I've heard," I said, washing my hands rather haphazardly.



"This faggot here has five kids and a wife," he said.
I didn't say anything. What was there to say?
"Would you rather fuck your wife or take my nut in your faggot hole?" the large man asked the equally large man.
"Your nut," the man moaned.
"Be more specific," the black man ordered.
"I'd rather you fuck my pussy and come in my ass than fuck my own wife," the man said, the first so far to sound like he had just a smidge of shame.
"Hear that, boy?" the black guy said as I dried my hands.
"Yeah, but that doesn't mean anything to me," I said.
"Oh, it will," he said, as I walked out before he could tell me how inevitable it was.
I drove to Haverton and listened to a podcast. I checked into the hotel before heading to Desiree's house.
Once I arrived, I took a deep breath. It wasn't until I was just a few minutes away a new revelation occurred to me: I'm about to meet Desiree's parents.
Fuck.
Somehow that hadn't occurred to me.
Instantly, I was nervous.
I had only had to meet one girl's parents and that went okay... but I was white, she was black. What would her parents think of her going on a date with a nerdy white guy? I couldn't believe I hadn't thought about this before now.
Perhaps, it was fate. If I had been thinking of this, I would have been a basket of nerves the entire drive and likely all week.
I pulled in front of her home.
I grabbed the flowers and the corsage, took a deep breath and headed to the house. I could feel the nervousness consume me as I reached the doorstep and pressed the button.
It was about fifteen seconds before the door opened and it was assumedly the brother. "Hey, come on in," he greeted nicely. "I'm Jason."
"Hey, I'm Alex," I said, as I walked inside.
"Keep your shoes on Momma wants a picture of you two all dressed up," he said.
"Um, okay," I nodded, just as a woman in jeans and a t-shirt walked in.
"You must be Alex," she said warmly. She pulled me into a tentative hug as I had flowers in my hand.
"It's a pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Jones," I warmly greeted.
"Please call me Janet," she said.
"Okay," I nodded, as Jason walked away.
"Desiree is almost ready," she said.
"Okay," I said, as she led me into the living room where a man was sitting on the couch watching sports highlights.
He got up and walked to me. Unlike his warm smiling mother, he showed no expression. He extended his hand, "I'm Mr. Jones."
I shook his hand firmly having been taught by my military dad the importance of a firm manly handshake. He made it clear that you are judged equally by your appearance and manners and with men a sturdy manly handshake. I actually practised it with my dad until he was happy with it.
He gave my hand a firm dad squeeze and I matched it which from the slight facial expression change could tell he was surprised.
"Nice to meet you, Mr. Jones."
"What are you taking in college?" he asked.
"Computer programming," I answered.
"Is that very lucrative?"
"It's a competitive field," I admitted, but wanting to let him know I was worthy of his daughter, "but I am at the top of my class so far and already working on a side project that will accelerate my degree."
"Impressive," he said, as he looked at me in a peculiar way.
"It's date one," Janet said, "leave the police interrogations for another time.'
"He has a clean police record," he said, as I realized he was an actual policeman. Oddly, we hadn't had that conversation yet about what our parents do.
"You vetted him already?"
"Never be too safe," he said.
"Can you two leave my boyfriend alone?" Desiree asked as she entered the room. It was the first time I had heard her use that definition and helped establish, for me, how she saw us.
"Not without pictures," the excited Mom said. I heard her mom's words but was in awe of how beautiful Desiree was. She had her hair up, a purple dress that, of course, my tie matched, mocha-coloured nylons and black pumps. She radiated and glowed.
"Y-y-you look beautiful," I stammered.
"You look pretty fine yourself," she said walking to me. "Are these for me?"
"For you and your mother," I said, handing the flowers to her.
"They are beautiful," she said smelling them. I never understood a woman's fascination with flowers or smelling them.
"I also got you this," I said.
Desiree handed the flowers to her mom and took the corsage. "You didn't have to do that."
"It was very thoughtful," Janet approved.
Meanwhile, the dad continued to give me a completely unreadable look.
"Of course, I did," I said, as I put it on her wrist.
"Let's take a picture of you two good-looking young adults," Janet said.
"Hear that, Daddy, young adults," Desiree said, obviously seen by him as his baby girl.
He responded, "You will be eighty and still my baby girl."
"I know," she said before she wrapped her arms around me.
"All right, smile," Janet said.
We did.
She took about a dozen pictures.
"Okay, Momma, that's enough," Desire said, as she took my hand in hers. Her father noticed.
"Look after my baby girl," he said.
"I will," I promised.
"Have fun," Janet said.
"We will," Desiree assured.
We walked out and I said partly joking, "One of your parents likes me."
"He has never liked any boy I have brought home," she said, as we reached the car and like a gentleman, I opened it for her.
"No one has ever done that before for me," She said.
"You are not dating the right guys," I smiled.
"No, I have not," she agreed as she got into the car.
I closed the door, only very so briefly admiring her nylon legs.
I adjusted my penis which was starting to stir before going around the car and getting inside.
I started driving and immediately she reached over and moved her hand between my legs.
My eyes went wide.
"You had some big balls meeting my dad," she said.
"Ooooh," I moaned, as her hands cupped my balls.
"Did I give you blue balls last time?" she asked, rubbing them ever so slowly.
"Definitely," I admitted.
"I masturbated in the back seat of our SUV once my brother fell asleep," she wickedly said.
"Really?" I asked as I rolled to a red light. Paying attention to the road was suddenly challenging as her hands cupped my balls and told me such hot nasty things.
"Yes, and twice more at home that night," she admitted, "you had me so horny."
"You had me so horny too," I admitted.
"Well, don't worry, tonight there will be no blue balls." She said, giving my balls a gentle squeeze. "Just buried-deep-in-me balls."
"Oh, God," I moaned, thankful she wasn't touching my raging hard dick or I likely would have come in my pants.
She moved her hand away, thankfully, not because I wasn't enjoying it but because I was seriously having trouble focusing on the road which was implied by the honking behind me when I missed the light going green.
I resumed driving and she gave me instructions on when to turn and asked, "Want to see one of your surprises for tonight?"
"I should answer yes, but if you keep distracting me with your beauty, I'll end up crashing us into a pole," I warned.
"And I sure don't want your pole hurt," she wickedly and overly corny said. It literally sounded like a cheesy line from a badly written porn scene.
"No one wants that," I joked.
"I'll wait until the next red light," she suggested.
"A good idea," I approved, trying not to stare at her face or her firm tits held so perfectly in the rather tight dress or glance down at her nylon-clad legs.
"I'm full of them," she smiled, as I admired her fingernails which were painted the same purple as her dress.
A minute later I rolled to a red light, never more excited to see one.
"So, surprise number one," she said, as she lifted up her ass and her dress to reveal she had stockings on... she lifted the dress high enough up to allow me to see the garter-clasps.
"Oh my, that is the absolutely sexiest thing I have ever seen," I said, and I wasn't exaggerating. My hard dick flinched in my pants trying to break out of its double-layered fabric prison.
"I thought you would like," she said, as she reached over and grabbed my right hand and placed it on her nylon-clad thigh.
"I love it," I said.
"I bought it just for you," she said, as I moved my hand up and down to feel the silky sheer stockings.
While I loved the feel of nylons on my own legs, over my dick and even bending my leg towards me to rub my own silky soles, this was a whole other level of erotic stimulation.
Again, a horn behind me honked and brought me out of my trance.
I reluctantly went to move my hand away when she ordered, "Drive with one hand, baby."
"Okay," I agreed thinking that was a great idea. I resumed driving while also rubbing her nylon-clad leg. I have never been a great multi-tasker, usually focused on one task at a time, but this was a time when it was easy.
"By the way, I hope you were not surprised or I didn't freak you out when I called you my boyfriend," she said, "it was much easier to explain to my parents than date."
"Actually, I was flattered, I just wished I would have asked you in the first place," I said, my hand continuing small rotations around her thigh.
"Well, ask then," she said. "Oh, and turn right at the light."
As I made the turn, I glanced at her and decided to pull over to the side of the road in front of some houses already really well set up for Halloween which was a week away.
I stopped, parked and turned all my attention to her. I didn't want to do this while driving and with some generic remarks. I wanted to do it authentically... one of the reasons I didn't do it by text or over the phone. I took her hands in mine, looked into her chestnut eyes and asked, "Desiree, will you be my girlfriend?"
Her slight smile went wide. God she had the most beautiful smile in the universe, and she responded, "Yes, of course, I'll be your girlfriend." She then leaned in and kissed me. When she broke the kiss after fifteen glorious seconds of passion, she added, "Especially since I decided we were dating already."
"I'm happy I'm included in these decisions now," I joked.
"Ready for surprise two?" she asked.
"Yes, please," I nodded.
She moved my hand from her leg and between her legs to her pussy. "Commando," she said, and I felt slight wetness.
"Oh my," I said with a little gasp.
"Finger me," she moaned, as her fingers parted her pussy lips.
"Okay," I agreed, of course, moving one finger to her slightly wet hole and sliding it inside.
"Mmmm, yes," she moaned, as I slowly pumped my finger in and out of her.
I was captivated by what I was doing and by her sweet soft moans.
After one glorious minute, she said in a sensual voice, "You better stop now or I'll want to ride you right here."
"That probably isn't the sentence you should use to make me stop," I smiled, even as I pulled my finger out.
"Trust me," she said as she kissed me, "tonight you are getting lucky."
"Oh," I said, as her hand went to my dick.
"I have been thinking of this since I left you last Saturday," she said, looking into my eyes with a lustful gaze.
"I haven't stopped thinking of you since then either," I admitted with a groan as she rubbed my aching dick.
"Think you can drive while I blow you?" she asked in the sexiest tone I have ever heard, making my dick flinch in her hand.
"I don't know," I answered, her words shocking and exciting me simultaneously.
"I think your dick answered it," she smiled as she moved her hands to get my dick out.
I watched in awe like I had so many of the kinky gay acts I had witnessed, as she pulled my dick out.
"Drive, baby," she said.
"I don't know where I am going," I pointed out as my dick was suddenly in her hand.
"Just drive straight until Wilkerson and then turn right," Desiree answered before bending down and taking my dick in her mouth.
"Oh my God," I moaned as her lips wrapped around my dick and began to bob.
"Mmmmmm, such a nice dick," she purred, as she stroked and sucked. "Now drive."
I started driving, even as I enjoyed the most amazing sexual experience in my life. She was worshipping my dick like she wanted to devour it, and I slowly rolled back into the street doing the best multi-tasking I had ever done. Drove and got sucked.
I had only driven four blocks before I could already feel my balls boiling. I wanted to hold back as long as possible, this pleasure was unlike anything I had ever experienced and didn't want it to end. I also didn't want to look like some pathetic boy who came in two minutes. I also didn't know what to do. Do I come in her mouth? Do I warn her?
"I want you to come in my mouth," she said, just a few seconds later as if reading my mind.
"I'm so close," I said, as she resumed sucking me.
"Mmmmmmmm," she purred again as I knew I wasn't going to even last to the turn.
She bobbed faster and in not even a dozen more bobs I groaned, "I'm coming."
She continued sucking throughout my unloading and continued for a couple more minutes even as I made the turn. The exhilaration of coming in her mouth was amazing and the continued nursing of my dick just added to the thrill.
Finally, she sat up and said, "Delicious."
"Well, I promise you I have a lot more where that came from," I smiled and then felt terrible for saying such a thing. That was what an asshole said.
"Good, because I love cum," she said.
"Really?" I asked, that was not something I ever heard a girl say. She sat back in her chair.
"Yeah, although sometimes I like it coated all over my face," she said.
"I think I want to marry you," I only kind of joked.
"Let's at least wait until the second date," she smiled.
"Okay," I laughed.
"Turn left at the lights."
"Okay."
We got to the school.
I put my dick away.
We went to the dance, hand in hand. She whispered, "Just be yourself."
"That has never worked for me before," I joked.
"No?" she asked.
"Well, I guess once," I smiled, as she gave my hand a squeeze.
"God, I'm going to fuck you good tonight," she said in a sultry voice.
"Saying shit like that is going to make me come in my pants," I warned.
"That's why I let you nut in my mouth first," she wickedly said.
"Jesus," I said, this hot black girl having such a naughty side behind her sweet exterior.
"I can still taste your creamy cum in my mouth," she said before she led me into the school.
I won't bore you with the next three hours. I met her friends. I danced. I really enjoyed myself. I felt a special kindred spirit for Desiree which was way more than when because she blew me in the car and swallowed my load... although that definitely didn't hurt. She simply radiated. She had an aura about her and as the night went along I only had one lingering question: why me? There were tons of much better-looking guys here and it was obvious some were more than a little annoyed by my being there. That said, I pushed these insecurities out of my head and just enjoyed a great night with a beautiful woman. She had rejected offers to dance by a dozen plus guys throughout the night and had only danced with me and her friends.
As we danced to the last song of the night, Bruno Mars 'When I Was Your Man', she whispered into my ear, her hot breath stimulating every erogenous zone I had, "My friends like you."
"They do?"
"They think you're perfect for me," she continued.
"Really?" I asked, even after all the hints and actions she was into me, I still was insecure and having a hard time believing this all wasn't some crazy dream or the meanest set-up to humiliate ever.
"Alex," she said, tugging on my ear, "what else do I have to do to show you I really like you?"
"I really like you too," I said, not answering the question with all the dirty thoughts popping into my head.
"Suck you right here?" she wickedly asked, making me groan. "Fuck you back at the hotel?"
I moaned and then wanting to shock her too, wanting to show I could be a little naughty too, I said, "Not before I eat your sweet pussy."
"Mmmmmmm, you want some of this chocolate pie?" she purred, not at all surprised by my offer.
"I want to eat all that creamy pie," I responded, feeling odd saying it.
"Mmmmm, let's get out of here," She said, taking my hand. Just the way she made sounds was incredibly erotic.
She led me out of the school, waving to her friends, and back to my car.
I drove to the hotel which was only five minutes from the school having picked it for its proximity to both her home and the school.
Once in the hotel room, she led me to the bed, pushed me into it, straddled me and kissed me.
For a good five minutes we made out.
Kissed with lustful exuberance.
Finally, as her hand went to my crotch, I said, "My turn to please you."
"Mmmmmmmm, and what do you have in mind?" she asked, still, hovering over me.
I grabbed her hips, flipped her onto her back and said, "Complete worship."
"I like a man who knows what he wants," she said, as I surprised her next by taking off her heels. "I painted my toenails red for you."
"They look so sexy," I said, as I tossed her shoes onto the floor, took her right foot and doing something I only ever fantasized about I licked her silky sweaty sole. I knew it was a risk, yet I needed to do it... for me, but also to show her I had some kink in me too.
"Oh my, Alex," she moaned, "that feels so good."
"I'm going to worship every part of you," I promised, as I licked every inch of her salty silky sweaty sole... the taste as amazing as I had imagined. I had watched a fair amount of lesbian porn where a woman licked another woman's nylon-clad feet and always wondered what it would be like to do. Now, I was finding out.
"You look so sexy doing that," she said, as she moved her left hand under her dress.
"You look sexy in everything you do," I complimented, as I moved to her pretty painted toes and sucked one in my mouth.
"Oh yes, suck my toes, you bad boy," she moaned.
"I could do this all night," I said, in absolute awe of what I was doing.
"You have a lot more to do than just pleasure my feet," she stressed.
"Oh, I plan to pleasure every part of you," I promised, as I slowly worshipped each toe individually.
Once the one foot was done, I replicated the same dedicated tongue bath to her left foot. She let out soft moans throughout before she ordered, "Get undressed, Alex."
"Okay," I said, getting off the bed and taking off my suit.
Meanwhile, she got out of her dress to let me see her sexy garter-belt and matching lace bra holding up her voluptuous tits.
My dick was rock hard and pointed right at her when I took off my boxers.
"Bring that dick here," she said, lifting both her feet up and towards me.
I got back on the bed on my knees and watched as she moved her silky-soles to my dick, and began to stroke me.
"Shit, that feels nice," I groaned, as the sheer silk moved up and down my hard cock.
"Ever get a foot job before?"
"No, but it's on my bucket list," I answered.
"Now you can check it off," she smiled, as she smoothly moved her feet together to give me the most amazing nylon-clad foot job.
"Have you done this before?" I asked.
"Nope. This is a first," she said.
"Then I'm flattered," I moaned, her feet like magic, as was admiring her pretty red painted toenails.
"I know this may sound crazy after only having met you last week, but I want to do everything with you," she said.
"It is crazy, but I feel the same," I admitted, as I could feel my balls beginning to bubble from her magic touch and her words.
"I just feel totally connected to you," she said.
"I feel completely the same," I said, never having feelings like this for anyone before.
"Now I want this load all over my face," she said, as she stroked faster, her voluptuous body bouncing around as she did so.



"But I need to get you off," I stressed.
"Oh, you will," she assured, "multiple times."
"Oh God," I moaned, as her feet and her words had me a muddled mess.
"Come on my face, baby, I want that creamy white load coating my black face," she said, making this about race. After all the wild racial shit I had experienced the past week-plus, this still surprised me. Yet, because it was a girl and a guy I found it less disgusting and much hotter.
"You want my big load all over your pretty face," I asked, as the feet's magic had me close to coming.
"Yes, baby, I want you to coat my black face with your white creamy cum. Give me all that cum. Cover my black face. Make me your black slut," she rattled off, each set of words adding to the throbbing in my cock.
"You want me to own these nylon-clad feet?" I asked.
"Yes, baby I'll always wear nylons just for you," she moaned, her fingers rubbing her pussy as she stroked me so smoothly. She could definitely multi-task at a whole other level.
"And those lovely lips are mine too?" I continued, feeling a massive rush of adrenaline from being the man in charge.
"Oh yes, baby, these lips are made to kiss you, tease your nipples, and suck your big white cock," she responded, sounding horny as heck... this wicked dominant and submissive role-play was turning her on.
"So I can come in your mouth or all over your face whenever I want?" I asked, seeing how far I could push her as I desperately held back with every ounce of strength I had.
"Oh yeah, baby, come in my mouth, coat my face, just give me that creamy white cum," she moaned, really rubbing her pussy frantically.
"Here it comes," I said, no longer able to hold it back for even a few more seconds.
She moved her feet away and I moved to her and was already shooting the first cannon blast that landed in her hair and on her forehead.
"Oh yes, Alex give me all that nut, I have to have your white seed," she urgently begged still rubbing her pussy as rope after rope of cum splattered her pretty face hitting her cheeks, her nose, her lips, her chin and some even between the generous cleavage.
"Yeah, take my load, baby," I grunted, as I stroked my dick until every last drop had been spewed onto her.
"Oh yes, baby, so much nut juice," she said in a wild daze.
Seeing she was close from her own fingers, I dove between her legs and started licking her pussy.
"Oh yes. Eat my black pussy, baby, you look so hot with your face between my legs," she moaned.
While inexperienced, I was hoping hours of reading about the act of cunnilingus and watching an abundance of lesbian porn where they ate out pussy would be beneficial, I began licking... probing her excessively wet hole.
"Oh you bad white boy, eating my black pussy," she moaned.
"This is my black pussy now," I claimed, as I devoured it with hungry lust and a determined focus to make her come and found her taste and scent absolutely heavenly.
"You want me to be your black slave?" she asked, even as her hand went to the back of my head and guided me deeper into her wetness.
This was a tricky one. Yea. She seemed to be greatly into race play, the term slave was only second to the never-use 'N' word.
So, I moaned softly, avoiding the question, "Mmmmmm," as I did a technique I found interesting online doing the alphabet with my tongue... backwards... that way it wasn't as predictable as the alphabet frontwards.
"Tell me, baby, tell me you want me to be your nigger slave fuck toy," Desiree wickedly moaned, going places I never imagined a black girl going, as her orgasm went imminent.
My eyes went wide at her use of the forbidden 'N' word even as my dick twitched... not really deflating much after my second orgasm of the wild night.
"I want you to be my black slave fuck toy," I answered, looking up into her lustful eyes and cum coated face as I kept licking her delicious pussy.
She didn't push the 'N' word again as she begged, "Now make your slut cum, I need to nut on your face so bad."
The word 'nut' was for some reason pretty damn hot as I aggressively explored her pussy continuing the backwards alphabet.
"Oh, fuck, Alex, you're better at eating my pussy than the two cheerleaders I use for fun," she moaned, giving me a wicked visual and revealing that she was bi.
"Oh shit," was all I could muster as my dick ached with that information and a visual I would never be able to erase from my mind, nor would I want to.
I had met a few cheerleaders tonight and I immediately wondered which ones had been between these same strong black legs.
"I'm going to nut, baby, I'm going to nut all over your face," Desiree moaned loudly and urgently as I moved my mouth to her clit which made those words instantly come true. "Ooooooh, fuuuuuck!"
Her juices gushed out of her and onto my hungry lips and open mouth. It tasted like human champagne and I was instantly addicted.
"Oooooooh, you nasty boy," she moaned, as I lapped up her heavenly juices.
"You taste so good," I said, wanting to make sure she knew that.
"I know," she said, with a sly amount of confidence. Perhaps the cheerleaders often told her that.
After about a minute, she pulled me up and kissed me, and I didn't even have time to react to the fact my cum was still on her lips. We kissed for a minute before she backed away and said, "I do like to tease myself on your lips."
"I can see why," I said, looking at her beautiful eyes and her cum coated face.
"Have you ever tasted yourself?" she asked as she scooped some of my cum off her cheek.
"No," I said, as she moved her cum coated finger towards my lips.
I was surprised by this sudden shift and yet I opened my mouth and she slipped her cum coated finger inside me.
"Mmmmmmm," she purred, as I wrapped my lips around her finger and tasted my cum. "It tastes better directly from the source."
I swallowed my own salty cum, surprised at how gooey it was, and disappointed to discover the taste wasn't utterly disgusting... if anything it was slightly satisfying.
"Now, come and fuck me, baby," she said, her hand cupping my balls, "I need that white dick in my pink pussy right fucking now."
"I can't say no to that," I smiled, as she lay back and spread her legs wide offering her pussy.
I moved between them, moving my hands on her silky sheer stocking-clad legs, before moving my raging hard penis to her glistening wet pussy.
"Shove that white snake in my pussy, baby, I need you in me right fucking now," she begged, sounding lustful and needy. She wrapped her legs around my body and pulled me in... my dick slipping right inside her. "Oooooh, yes, fuuuuuck," she moaned loudly as I began fucking her.
"Oh God, so good," I moaned, as I was deep inside her and my face hovering over her big tits.
"Why am I still wearing this?" she asked, as she sat up, unclasped her bra and tossed it aside. "You've wanted to see these all night, haven't you?"
"They are amazing," I said, in a lustful awed daze as I admired those voluptuous black tits, her huge areolas and hard-as-rock nipples.
"Want to suck on them?" she asked.
"I do," I nodded, as I leaned forward, cupped both her huge tits in my hand and took her left nipple in my mouth while I slowly fucked her.
"Mmmmm, yes, I love having my nipples sucked," she moaned.
"I'll suck on these all day," I assured, in awe of every part of her. Her sweetness, her dirty side, her body and her raw passion.
"While fucking me," she added.
"That goes without saying," I responded, this the type of multi-tasking I could do all day.
Then for a good ten minutes, I moved back and forth between both big tits, both huge areolas and both hard nipples while slowly pumping my dick in her pussy. Thankfully, I had already come twice and as such was in marathon mode.
"I want you to give me back shots," she said, as she moved her legs down.
"Back shots?" I asked.
"Fuck me from behind," she answered.
"Oh, okay," I said, as I pulled out of her and watched her spin around and get on all fours, bending that perfect chubby ass over. Out of instinct, and curiosity, I bent over, pulled her ass cheeks apart and licked her asshole.
"Oh, you dirty boy," she moaned, as I licked her puckered rosebud.
"Such a delicious little asshole," I said, enjoying the sweaty slightly tangy hole. I had never once fantasized about doing this to a girl, but the idea just came to me. I couldn't figure out why until the sexy scent of ass enveloped me and I recalled the gay anal orgy I had witnessed. 'Fuck!' I sighed to myself.
"You like that dark chocolate?" she said.
It was corny... porn scene corny... yet it made me smile and pushed the gay sex act out of my head and I returned to my focus of this delicious asshole.
After a couple of minutes, she said, sounding urgently horny, "Just slam that white dick in me and fuck me hard, baby."
"All right," I said, not going to argue or hesitate from that offer.
I moved behind her and slid right into her pussy.
"Oh yes, fuck me, give me that dick," she moaned, as I filled her up.
I put my hands on her hips and began to slam into her, my white body colliding with her black body with each forward back shot.
"Harder baby, hammer my hole," Desiree moaned.
For a couple of minutes, I pounded her hard as her moans got louder and her words more wicked. It was obvious she was going to come soon.
"Oh yes, fuck me, give me that white dick. Yes, shit, pound me. Give it to me. Yes, yes, right there, right there," she rambled over the furious fucking.
"Come for me, baby, come all over my white cock," I said, oozing with the confidence that she had gifted me.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuck!" Desiree screamed as her body quaked and she came hard.
I kept pumping in and out of her pussy as her entire beautiful black body shook from the orgasm I had given her.
About a minute later, I could feel my orgasm rising and warned, "I'm going to come again."
"Come on my face again, baby, I love your creamy load all over me," she said, quickly turning around and offering me her face for target practice.
"Oh fuck, you want my cum, baby?" I asked, feeling like a real man for the first time ever.
"Yes, give me that load, nut on me, cover me with your white load," she rambled off as she looked like she desperately wanted my load.
Then she took my cock in her mouth, moved her hand to my asshole and before I knew it I felt her finger slide inside me.
"Oh fuck," I grunted, as she apparently found my prostate and I immediately started to come and shoot my third load and second on her face during the best night of my life.
She immediately backed away, her finger leaving my asshole as quickly as it entered, and I came all over her face and tits, replacing the dry load with a fresh one.
"Yes," she moaned, seeming to get turned on by getting a facial.
"Fuck," I groaned, as I unloaded all over her.
As soon as I was done, she leaned forward and began sucking my cock again.
A couple minutes later, she backed away and said, "That was fun."
"Best day of my life," I said, looking at her dripping with cum.
"Me too," she smiled, grabbing me and pulling me on top of her.
We kissed.
I tasted some of my cum.
I didn't care. I kissed her back as I could still feel the surreal intrusion of her finger just being in my ass and the immediate pleasure it led to.
Finally, a few minutes later, she broke the kiss and sighed, "I unfortunately have to go home."
"I know," I sighed, looking at her cum coated face.
She kissed me again and then rubbed my cum all over her face. "It's great for the complexion."
"It really makes you glow," I smiled.
We got dressed, and I drove her back to her house as we made plans for next Saturday. I already had plans for Halloween with my friends, a tradition I couldn't break even for this amazing girl and she had plans with her girlfriends. So, we agreed to meet next Saturday afternoon at her place as her brother had a football game then and she would have the house to herself.
At her door, we kissed and she said, "I know I was a complete slut tonight, but you should know you're only the third boy I've ever been with."
"You are only the third girl I have ever been with," I countered, "and only the second one I fucked."
"Me too," she said.
"But nothing compares to you," I cornily said.
"I like white dicks and I can not lie," she sang poorly, equally corny. She then kissed me. "Good night."
"Good night," I said before she walked into her house.
I returned to the car and checked my phone I had on vibrate since I picked her up. There were over a dozen texts in the group chat.
Chris: Good luck, Alex.
An hour later, Kwan texted: I got invited to the BBC frat to be a bukkake boy.
Chris: Awesome. You deserve it.
Wally: Lucky cum dump.
Jesus. What the fuck. Now they were doing sex talk on our chat group. Then I was surprised again as Jeremy added: Nice, nothing better than a room of black cock.
We had never added anyone to this group chat. It had always been just the five of us.
What... the... fuck?
Kwan: Thanks. I can't wait to take all that delicious warm spunk.
It was later in the evening when Wally texted: Just took a load in my ass by some old man at the mall in the bathroom. He had a nine-inch dick.
About thirty minutes later, Jeremy texted: just got double-teamed by two old men at the old folks' home. You guys really got to stop by there. There are so many needy dicks looking for a cum dump. They really make you work for their load though.
Chris: Next time bring me along.
Later in the evening, Ray texted: Just got a load in the bar bathroom. He made me keep it on my face as I returned to the bar. I'm heading back to some older guy's house right now.
I kept reading in bewilderment of their declarations and continued lack of pride... or perhaps more accurately misguided pride.
Chris, just a half hour later, responded: Finally got some black nut, swallowed two loads in the apartment. Annoyingly neither wanted to fuck my ass. Can't say I wasn't offended. Who doesn't want to fuck my fat ass?
Ray responded: Shit, that doesn't happen often.
Chris: I know. It was a bit of a hit to the ego.
Ray: Don't worry, I'm sure you'll find someone to dump a load in that fuckable cum hole of yours.
Chris: Thanks, I needed that. I'm going to 646, I'm bound to get railed there.
Ray: Have fun. Just pulled into the driveway of a pretty damn big house.
Wally: I'll meet you at 646.
That was an hour ago. There had been radio silence since.
I wasn't sure what to text, and I was pissed they had added Jeremy to the text group, more so than all the gay talk I just read. For some reason, the gay talk didn't bother me. I was getting used to it. Plus, after my wild night of definitely not gay sex (even though I had tasted my cum and had been briefly ass fingered and had a prostate orgasm) I didn't have any insecurities about who I was... although I was baffled by the immediate intense pleasure of my prostate orgasm.
So, I drove back to the hotel.
I got undressed.
I was in bed recalling the amazing night when there was a text from Desiree: That was the best night of my life. Here is a pic to think of me until next time. It was a picture of her feet in the nylons she wore tonight.
I responded: Best night of my life too. I'm not sure I have a picture for you though.
Desiree said: Next time that white dick is hard I want a picture of it.
I asked: Really?
She responded: Yes, I want a constant reminder of the white dick that claimed my heart and my pussy.
I responded: Okay, as my dick began to harden.
Just then there was a text from the group chat. I shouldn't have checked it but I did. It immediately destroyed my growing erection.
It was from Kwan. It was just a picture. He was absolutely coated with cum. I couldn't even begin to imagine how many loads were on his face. So many that it was almost hard to recognize him.
I shook my head and texted: Jesus, Kwan.
Jeremy responded: Fuck, you lucky bitch.
Kwan: Thanks. Just walking home now. I have to keep the cum on my face until I get home.
Jeremy: Eugene and I have a couple of guys on their way over if you want to come join.
Kwan: I'd love to. I'm so horny. I didn't get fucked at all. My dick is aching.
Desiree: Good night, you fucked me so good I'm exhausted.
I replied: Good night, baby.
She sent a kiss emoji and then I saw another text from Jeremy.
Jeremy: Hurry up, they just got here and said they can text more guys.
Kwan: The more the merrier.
Furious, I turned my phone to mute and went to sleep. Even on this perfect night, the best of my life, freeuse BBC sex had tainted it.
Whatever. I had a girlfriend. I had just had the best sex of my life. I wasn't going to let my friends' gay acts wreck my night.
SATURDAY OCTOBER 25 TH ... SISSY SATURDAY
I woke up at 10:30, just half an hour before check out. It was easily the best sleep I had had in a long time.
I checked my phone and saw there were messages in both the group chat and from Desiree. Of course, I checked Desiree's first. It was a sweet good morning message and asked when I was leaving.
I said I had to check out at eleven.
She asked if I wanted to meet for brunch before I headed back. Her brother was playing in town and she had to go because the entire family, including all her grandparents, were going.
I, of course, agreed.
I showered, checked out and met her at the location she had texted me.
She was in jeans and a college football jersey. While I had no real interest in sports, I couldn't lie she looked hot in the jersey.
We chatted, and had a bite to eat. She moved her foot between my legs and rubbed my dick under the table, so I learned she was wearing nylons under her jeans... which was hot as fuck.
"God, I need your dick again," she whispered.
"I wish that was possible," I said, her foot rubbing my dick having me revved up... as did her beauty.
"Go to the boys' washroom and go to the last stall," she instructed.
"Really?" I asked, surprised by this.
"Go, now, it's still pretty dead in here," she ordered. "Text me if it is empty."
"Okay," I nodded, as she moved her foot away from my raging rod.
I went to the bathroom, trying to act casual, and went inside. It was actually one of the bathrooms that were just one small room. No urinals. Just a toilet and a sink and mirror.
I texted: Empty.
Like five seconds later, she walked in and closed and locked the door. Immediately, she dropped to her knees and fished out my cock. Before I knew it she was bobbing on it hungrily.
I watched and enjoyed in awe as she worked my dick over good. Not having come today and also getting the under-the-table foot rub, I knew I wasn't going to last long.
Desiree seemed to sense that as she moved her hands back to my ass like yesterday and again slid a finger up my butt.
Again, it triggered an almost immediate reaction as I grunted and spewed my load down her throat. This time she kept pumping my asshole while sucking my cock... it was some very impressive multitasking and felt unbelievable.
"Jesus," I groaned, as the intensity of the orgasm and the surreal pleasure of her finger in my ass made me come so hard.



She kept sucking and fingering me for about a minute before she stood up and smiled, "Fuck, I needed that."
"Can I return the favour?" I asked, thinking I could use some chocolate pie for dessert even as I felt my asshole feel a little empty.
"I'd love you to," she said, but looked at her watch as like me she still wore a watch, "but I have to get back home. Rain check?"
"Definitely," I said.
She kissed me and left.
I went pee, suddenly having to and returned to the table.
She had already paid.
"Hey, that's my job," I said.
She stood up, kissed me and said, "It's the least I could do after you paid for dessert."
"Oh, God," I said, her words so wicked. "See you next Saturday."
"Okay," I nodded, as she walked away.
I admired her ass the entire time. She turned around, saw me admiring her ass and wiggled it before blowing me a kiss and heading out.
I downed my water needing to cool down and headed out.
It wasn't until I was in my car that I finally checked the chat group, almost scared what I would find.
To my surprise, there were no more messages from last night. The only one from today was from Wally: How did your date go, Alex?
I responded: Amazing.
Wally: That's great.
I asked: When and why was Jeremy added to our chat group?
Wally: Yesterday.
I questioned: Why?
Wally: Well, he is always around and so it just made sense.
I gave my honest feelings even though I knew Jeremy would read this: I'm not impressed. This has ALWAYS been just the five of us.
Chris joined in: We probably should have talked to you first. But Jeremy is a good friend of the group now.
I pointed out the obvious not appreciating Chris's implied words that this was a done deal: Not to all the group. I thought we had agreed this would always just be the five of us.
Chris responded: Things change.
I replied: Yeah, I guess they do.
My tone was dripping with anger and sarcasm, and I wondered if they could read it.
Chris: We can chat when you come back.
I replied: It would also be nice if you did your gay shit on a different chat.
No one replied and annoyed I drove to the mall. I wanted to do some shopping and hoping and assuming that this city didn't have the freeuse shit I would be safe to just shop.
So, I did.
I bought a couple of new shirts, a couple of movies and some new underwear. I needed better underwear if I was going to be seen in it way more often by Desiree.
It was after three when I was heading back to the car.
I was about to leave the city and do the hour-long drive back home when I saw an adult sex shop in a strip mall. I don't know why, other than I could still recall the way I came so hard both times Desiree put her finger in my asshole, but I decided to explore anal toys that could stimulate the prostate.
I entered the store and walked around. I found the anal toys and gasped at the variety and some of the larger items that were apparently for the ass. One looked like an actual pylon and another looked like a fist of the Hulk.
I found prostate toys and was overwhelmed. There was quite the variety. A woman in her thirties, I estimated, startled me when she asked, as I had one in my hand, "Can I help you, young man?"
I stammered, "Um... I... don't know."
"Are you looking for a prostate stimulator?" she asked, looking at the one in my hand.
"Um, yeah," I said, "I think so."
"Have you had any experience with anal play?"
"Um...."
"It's okay, you can tell me. I don't judge," she said. "There is no shame here."
"Just a finger twice from my girlfriend," I answered, excited to use the word girlfriend.
"And did it enhance your orgasm?" she asked.
"Yeah," I admitted, feeling slightly ashamed.
"And you want a toy to use when you are alone," she continued.
"I guess," I said, unsure why I was actually buying it.
"Don't be ashamed," she said, "prostate orgasms are natural and something every man should experience."
"Okay," I said, unsure what else to say.
"I'd recommend this starter anal butt plug set to get used to something in your ass and actually the toy in your hand is the perfect size for a starter," she said.
"Okay," I agreed, just wanting to get out of here.
"You should also get some anal lube," she suggested.
"Okay," I agreed, desperate to leave.
Five minutes later, I had a three-piece anal plug set, a prostate toy, a suction cup thin anal dick that vibrates and anal lube and was in my car.
I couldn't believe I had just purchased all this, yet I also felt a bit of a rush purchasing these toys... the lingering joy of Desiree's finger in my ass still there.
I saw in my phone more texts.
Kwan: Had breakfast in the library. Two loads.
Wally: I just got banged by Mr. Jones.
Mr. Jones was the superintendent of the apartment and easily in his seventies.
Wally: He unloaded in my ass after an hour-long suck and fuck.
Ray: Delicious.
Chris: Tamara and Eve are on their way here right now.
Wally: I'll be back there in twenty. I'm grabbing a bite to eat.
Kwan: On my way.
I thought: they were inviting girls to the apartment. That is a good change. However the fact others were returning was also weird.
Chris: Alex you on your way home yet?
I replied: Just leaving now.
Chris: We are having a little party so hurry your ass up.
I replied, feeling maybe today was going to be a normal day: Be over an hour.
I drove home, a car accident with a semi on the interstate cost me another fifteen minutes, and by the time I parked it was an hour and a half since I texted.
I put my purchases in my travel bag, I didn't want them to see my prostate purchases as that would lead them to do and say who knows what?
I walked into the apartment and saw indeed there was a party going on, although it was another full-fledged orgy including girls.
Jeremy was bent over the counter somehow getting fucked by a slim and hot black girl, who was being fucked by Chris, who was being fucked by Kwan. Somehow this was weirder and more shocking than every other incident I had witnessed so far. How did the four men, well I guess three since Jeremy was just bent over getting fucked, move in such smooth unison. Plus, doubling the 'what the fuck' reality was that Kwan was fucking Chris. This was a new development and shattered their BBC-only defence.
The one friend fucking another friend superseded the fact there were three girls here... not two as the earlier text said.
Another girl, a huge black woman of over two hundred pounds easily, her tits sagging, was face fucking Wally who was dressed in pink pantyhose and rubbing his dick through his pantyhose as he took that dick. As I looked closer, I realized it was a real dick. This woman was a trans woman... a black trans woman. While I had watched some trans porn and found the visual of a woman with tits and a dick to be sexually appealing, I never imagined seeing one in real life.
"Hey, Alex," Ray greeted, as he was getting fucked from behind on the couch. I couldn't see more than his head, but it was another black woman, this one utterly beautiful and slim, who was giving him hard back shots.
"Hey, Alex, how was the date?" Jeremy asked casually, as he was fucked by what I now assumed was a trans woman. I couldn't see more than his shoulders and up as he got fucked by what I assumed was another trans woman, although it could have been a woman with a strap-on. Like Jeremy, the counter blocked the bottom halves of each of the sinful fuckers and fuckees.
"Hey, stud, get laid last night?" Chris asked, as he was both giving and receiving at the same time, not at all ashamed to be ass fucked by one of our best friends.
I could feel my cheeks burn at the question and what I was witnessing.
"You did, you fucked her." Chris moaned impressed as he got fucked. "Way to go man."
"I thought you guys only sucked and got fucked by black dicks," I said, ignoring his congratulations. I wasn't one to fuck and tell.
"Jeremy convinced us it was a natural progression of our sexuality," Kwan explained as he fucked Chris.
"Of course he did," I sighed glaring at our so-called new friend.
Jeremy added, "It's all an extension of who we are."
"So gay?" I said, not so much as a question but as a response to the mayhem I was witnessing.
"Is this the supposed unicorn?" the pretty one fucking Ray asked.
"That's him," Jeremy said.
"He doesn't look like a unicorn," the pretty one said, as she pulled out of Ray.
"No, he looks like every other one of you white cum dump sissies," the very large woman said, as she treated Wally's mouth like a cock sleeve.
"Of fuck, Kwan, you can really fuck," Chris moaned, as I glanced at the strange train, as I remained by the door having not moved an inch since closing the door and entering into an already-in-progress orgy.
The pretty one walked towards me, her body absolutely amazing and with a massive horse cock where her pussy should have been pointed right at me.
"Isn't that an amazing dick," Jeremy asked, as the smooth train machine continued its rhythm. I was in somewhat awe of how four people could fuck in such unison... the moans varied. Yet, I was equally distracted by the stunning woman now standing before me.
"So, you don't want any of this?" she asked. She looked right at me as she stroked the biggest black dick, I had ever seen... in a week of seeing a lot of big black cocks.
"No," I said, although it didn't come out as powerful as all my other no's I had said to black men with big dicks. This wasn't because I suddenly wanted to suck or get fucked, but it was because she was so beautiful.
"Yeah, he ain't no unicorn," she laughed, as she stared at me.
"Want this dick in your pussy, sissy?" the large woman asked.
I thought she was asking me, but before I could respond Wally said, "Yes, please fuck my pussy."
"Jesus," I said.
"How can you be the only one here who doesn't want this dick?" the pretty one asked.
"Because I'm straight," I answered.
"Why does that matter?" she asked.
Wally moaned, "Oh yes, fill my pussy with that fat black cock."
Jeremy moaned, "Yes, I'm going to come."
"You want this load in your pussy, slut?" the woman in the sex sandwich spoke for the first time.
"Oh yes, fill me up," Jeremy responded, sounding so feminine.
I looked to see the girl's tits bounce as she continued getting fucked by Chris as she fucked Jeremy.
Ray walked over, his dick hard, in black pantyhose, and ripped the hose to fish out his dick.
"Don't," I said, as Ray moved behind Kwan.
"Oh yeah, Ray, slide that dick in my pussy and show Alex how much fun we can have," Kwan said, as he pulled out of Chris, walked to the couch to reveal he too was in pantyhose, pink, a hole for his hard dick and another hole for his asshole.
"Hey!" Chris actually whined.
"Fuuuuck," Jeremy screamed, as he came and shot his load all over our counter... absolutely disgusting.
"Last chance," the hot black trans said as I watched Kwan bend over and Ray slide his dick in his ass in one quick moment.
I didn't say anything, but after a few seconds she walked away and slid her huge cock into Chris's asshole.
"Oh yes, so fucking full," Chris moaned.
"Oh yeah, pound my pussy," Kwan moaned as Ray pounded him from behind with hard back shots.
Wally begged, "Harder, fuck my slut hole harder."
"Oh fuck," the trans in the middle of the sex sandwich grunted as I looked and she made a face that told me she was coming in Jeremy's ass.
"Oh, yes, fill my asshole up," Jeremy moaned, making a bizarre face. "You got to feel this, Alex. There is nothing like feeling a dick pulsate and erupt in your asshole."
"It really is the ultimate exploration of your feminine side," Chris moaned, as he was fucking and getting fucked simultaneously. I was secretly impressed by his coordination... not something he was really known for.
"Oh yeah, shit, come in my pussy," Wally moaned, as the very large trans woman hammered him furiously.
"Yeah, bitch, take my fucking load," she said, as she unloaded in him.
I looked over and saw the black trans had pulled herself out from the sex train and Jeremy was bent over, and the beautiful black woman was still fucking Chris, but I couldn't see Chris anymore.
I don't know why I did it, but I moved for the first time in about ten minutes since I walked into the trans orgy and saw Chris was now bent over, his hands on Jeremy's hips and his face buried between Jeremy's ass cheeks eating an anal cream pie. "Jesus, that is disgusting," I gasped.
"You ready to join?" the hot black trans asked.
"No," I said, noticing now both Chris and Jeremy also in pantyhose, Chris in blue and Jeremy in pink, watching the perverse disgusting scene... but also transfixed by this beautiful black trans woman who radiated sexuality.
"Then why are you hard?" she asked as she fucked Chris hard making his face get planted in Jeremy's ass.
"Oh shit, he is hard," Jeremy said.
"Fuck you," I snapped, realizing for the first time I was hard.
"When I'm done here sure," he said, no shame at all.
"It's because she is so hot and not because of all this gay shit," I said, defending my erection.
"I think you want this dick in you," the hot woman said, as the other two black trans women got dressed.
"I'd rather fuck you," I retorted, trying to act casual and manly. If I hadn't just got a girlfriend I may have actually done it, but I was just bluffing here. I would not cheat on Desiree with another girl.
"I only fuck sissies, I don't let them fuck me," she said.
"Oh God, I'm going to come," Kwan moaned in the feminine way he did when he was about to come. Super sad I knew that.
"Not on the couch," I said, turning to see him do just that.
"Sorrrrrrry," he apologized as he painted the back of our couch with his load.
"Jesus," I sighed, as Ray kept fucking him and Wally was now standing up hard himself.
"Shit, this asshole is right," the last remaining trans woman said.
"Fill me up with that fat black cock," Chris moaned, without his face leaving the asshole he was eating.
"Fuuuuuuuck." The trans hottie grunted and came in my chubby friend.
"Yeeeeeeees," Chris moaned as he took a load in his ass.
"Dump your load in my asshole, Ray, fill me up," Kwan begged, sounding so pathetic.
"You want my load; you want Alex to see you getting bred by my white dick?" Ray asked.
"Yes, yes, fill me up, I need that load buried in my shit hole," Kwan wickedly begged, still enjoying the anal reaming even after he came all over our fucking couch.
"My turn," Wally said, as the trans girl pulled out of Chris.
"Not you too," I sighed, as Wally moved behind Chris and now every one of my friends had committed some seriously gay act with each other.
"His asshole is better than a pussy," Wally said, as he slid his dick into Chris's cum filled ass. "You got to try it."
"I rather use an actual pussy," I said.
"Like you did last night?" Ray asked as he continued hammering away in Kwan.
I didn't respond as I watched the hot trans get dressed. The other two were now fully dressed and on their phones. She really was one beautiful black woman.
"Take a picture it lasts longer," the trans woman said seeing me staring at her.
"S-s-sorry," I stammered, for some reason embarrassed to be caught watching her get dressed.
"Yes, fuck me, Wally, fuck my cum filled asshole," Chris moaned as he leaned up and put his hands on the counter.
Jeremy bent down and moved out of his compromising position and then stood back up and jerked his dick. "What is wrong with you?"
"What do you mean?"
"You have a girlfriend, get fucked by BBC and now do gay stuff with my friends," I listed off.
"It's college," he shrugged.
"Jesus," I sighed, shaking my head at his answer.
"Oh fuck," Ray grunted, and came in Kwan.
"Yes, give me that load," Kwan moaned.
"Next time I see you I'm pounding your ass and using you like the sissy faggot fuck toy you obviously are," the hot trans said, as she walked before me and rubbed my hard cock.
I stood there paralyzed as she rubbed my dick.
"We are all going to line up and use your hole all night," she said, "fuck you like the white cum dump you really are. Dick after dick pounding your pussy and unloading in you"
"I'm going to fuck his face until I nut down his throat," the large woman said.
"And I'm going to come all over his cute face," the third one added.
"You want that, cum dump?" the hot one asked, still rubbing my dick.
"You'll love it," Jeremy said, as he stoked his dick.
"Not going to happen," I said, Jeremy's words pulling me out of this awkward situation where her hand on my dick had me incapacitated.
"Sure, sure," she smirked, slapping my dick hard and making me bend over in pain.
The three walked out as Chris begged, "Harder, Wally, fuck my shit box, harder."
"God, your ass is so fucking good," Wally groaned, his skinny body hammering away into Chris's much larger body. "I'm serious, Alex, you need to try it. Chris's asshole is like a pleasure vacuum."
"You can use it anytime you want," Chris offered.
"Mine too," Kwan added.
"Although you really should try Kwan's mouth. No one is a better cock sucker than him," Jeremy added.
"Thanks, Jeremy," Kwan said, as he walked over to Jeremy, dropped down and took Jeremy's cock in his mouth.
"Oh shit, Wally, you fuck me so good," Chris moaned.
"You want my load?"
"Yes, yes, dump that load in my back end," Chris begged.
"Shit, here it comes," Wally grunted and dropped another load in Chris's asshole.
"This is fucking ridiculous," I said, as I glanced down and saw a puddle of cum on the floor leaking out of Kwan's ass. "And you're leaking cum onto our floor, Kwan."
"Oh yeaaaaaaaah," Chris moaned, seemingly really enjoying having someone come in his ass.
While I had enjoyed the brief finger intrusion from Desiree and I was curious and excited to try the new prostate toy I bought, this was a whole other level of gayness.
Finally, I had enough having stayed way longer than I should have.
Why had I watched the entire trans and gay orgy?
Why did I watch my friends fuck each other?
Why did I watch them play with each other?
Jeremy moved away from the blow job Kwan was giving him and as Wally pulled out of Chris's asshole, Jeremy announced, "Time for a snack."
"Jesus," I said, as I watched Jeremy finger Chris's cum filled asshole and then suck the cum from his fingers into his mouth, the most disgusting ass to mouth act I could imagine.
Chris said, not at all ashamed by yet another perverse act and being a cum dump for his friends, "Come on man, stay with us, we wore these pantyhose for you."
"Yeah, stay, it's just us friends now," Kwan added.
"For me?" I asked, looking at all my friends in their torn pantyhose.
"Yeah, it's obvious you have a pantyhose fetish so we figured we would wear them too," Chris said, bent over.
"You wore stockings before you caught me," I pointed out.
"True, we sometimes like to allow our sissy side to come out," Wally nodded, "plus the stockings allow our assholes to still be fucked and our dicks played with."
"I've heard enough," I said, heading to the bedroom. I was disgusted by them and yet oddly horny from seeing the trans women and wanted to text Desiree and maybe jerk off. No way I would use the prostate toys as there were no locks on the doors... something that wasn't an issue until I was caught in pantyhose the other day. Now, it was on my list to get a new lockable door knob for my room.



"Alex, please," Kwan said, as I looked at him and saw pre-cum dripping from his dick.
"What?" I asked.
"Just hang for a while," Kwan said.
"This is just too gay for me," I said.
"You know Chris and I fucked that mom from three doors down this morning," Ray said.
"So what?" I shrugged, although that would be crazy as she was a pretty hot single mom of two.
"Just saying we are not gay," Ray said, while he started making pasta on the stove.
"Yeah, don't pigeonhole us based on just one side of our sexuality," Chris said, as he continued to allow Jeremy to finger his ass and retrieve the multiple loads of cum from it.
"That is hard to do when I watched you eat cum from Jeremy's ass, took loads from a trans and your friend and are currently allowing a dick like Jeremy to extract cum from your ass," I said, bewildered they were not seeing how gay this was.
"Again, that is just one side of our sexuality," Chris repeated.
"Whatever," I said, no one listening to my point.
"First, it was just BBC and now it's each other?" I said frustrated and bewildered. "When does it end? How do you continue to deny this is sick?"
"Helping each other out after an encounter with BBC is natural as we all know the intense pleasure being used by a black man can be," Chris said.
"Yeah, sometimes we don't come from our time with a black Master and need to," Wally added.
"So we help each other out?" I asked, my sarcasm dripping.
"Exactly," Chris said.
"How does that fit into you eating cum from Jeremy's ass?" I asked.
"Anal cream pies are my thing," he answered.
"What?"
"Each of us have a kink," he clarified. "Mine is eating a cum filled asshole. Kwan's you may have already figured out is taking cum on his face."
"Especially multiple loads," Kwan added proudly.
"Bukkakes!" Wally added. "I love swallowing loads and loads of cum. There is nothing more delicious than a warm load of gooey, salty cum exploding in my mouth."
"Jesus," I said, my go-to word for bewilderment.
"And I like bouncing on dick," Ray said.
"So I've seen," I responded.
"And I love it all," Jeremy added, still getting cum out of Chris' asshole.
"So you're the biggest faggot?"
"You can't bully me. I am what I am. One day you'll figure out who you are too."
"I'm done," I said. I walked and stepped on a pool of cum from the floor that had earlier leaked from Kwan's asshole. "For fuck's sake," I cursed.
"Sorry," Kwan apologized, as I went to my room and slammed the door.
I unpacked, put my new toys under my bed, and quickly headed out of the apartment, not even looking at any of them... my brief erection had deflated like a popped balloon from that last chat.
I walked to the library, got a bite to eat and spent the next few hours there working on my project... avoiding the apartment until the library closed. I also chatted with Desiree for almost an hour... her voice always brought me back to calmness. I wished I could tell her what I was dealing with but I couldn't fathom how to even begin such a conversation.
While gone the texting didn't stop.
Kwan: I got my first date with April tonight.
Wally: I got a date tonight too.
Chris: Good luck. If anyone is bored tonight there is a party at the Kapa Pi sorority.
Jeremy: I may meet you there later. Going to the movies with Sarah.
Kwan had a date with a girl? Good for him. If I didn't know what I knew, these texts would have been as normal as normal could be. Each one, other than Ray, talked about girls.
I almost responded with a sarcastic shot at Jeremy but resisted. Instead, I just kept working.
Around eight Ray texted: Took two loads from the homeless guys on Carver Street. The big one has a huge fat cock.
Chris responded: Shit, homeless dick is hot as fuck.
Ray replied: Yeah, their dicks were so salty and sweaty. While it should have been disgusting it actually was deliciously kinky.
Chris replied: Nice.
Ray texted: What time you going to the sorority?
Chris answered: Around ten.
Ray replied: All right. On my way home. We can go together.
Chris answered: Sounds good.
Homeless dick? What the fuck? This was just getting more surreal and fucked up with each day.
The good news was that by the time the library closed the apartment should be empty. I could avoid all four of my roommates.
I got home, happy to find me having the apartment to myself.
Excited and horny, Desiree texted me a few nasty comments:
-Craving your load right now.
-With my friends but imagining bouncing in your white dick.
-Just ordered a pair of crotchless pantyhose from Amazon. They look pretty sexy.
Having the house to myself, I got naked, put my pantyhose on, and grabbed the prostate toy and the lube.
I texted her: Wish you were here right now.
Desiree: What are you doing right now?
Me: Thinking of you while stroking my dick.
Desiree: Your big white dick.
Me: Yes.
Desiree: Say it.
Me: I'm thinking of you while I stroke this big white dick imagining pounding that black pussy I own.
Horny, I pushed it a little further than I had meant to.
I excessively lubed the toy as I pulled the pantyhose down, rolled on my side and moved it to my ass. I couldn't explain it. But I really needed to feel this toy in my ass. My dick was rock hard and I was curious if the two times she fingered my ass making me come immediately was because she had worked me up so well or if it was enhanced by the prostate.
A small part of me pondered why I was so curious. This was gay-ish. Although when Desiree was doing it, it didn't feel gay at all.
Desiree: You nasty boy. That got me so wet.
Me: Good to hear.
After a moment, I asked, as I moved the toy to my ass: Can I ask you an odd question?
Desiree: I'm an open book. Ask away. But for any question you ask, I get to ask you one back.
Me: Why did you put a finger in my ass?
Desiree: You didn't like it?
Me: I didn't say that.
Desiree: Because both times you immediately nutted in my mouth.
Me: And your face.
Desiree: Yeah. Oddly, both times it was a completely spur-of-the-moment rash decision.
I turned the toy on and felt it start to buzz as I pushed it against my tight asshole.
Me: It was?
Desiree: Yeah, I read it on some erotic story and wondered if it actually worked the way it was described. Which it sure did.
"Oooooh," I moaned, as the toy slid inside my ass.
Me: Yeah, I couldn't believe how it instantly made me come.
Desiree: Yeah, it was hot.
Me: It was?
I pushed the toy in my ass and moaned. The vibrations made my body tremble and my hard cock flinch... although I didn't instantly come like both times Desiree's finger penetrated me.
Desiree: Oh yeah, I like a man who isn't scared to get kinky and not fall into the stereotypical tropes of sexuality.
I wasn't sure what to say to that.
I didn't think she would know about the freeuse gay lifestyle of the campus I was on. Nor did I think she was implying I explore same-sex sex... but I did wonder what she meant. I started to pump the toy in my ass as I said, giving a very safe response: I'm willing to explore anything with you.
"Oh fuck," I moaned, as I slowly fucked myself with the toy. My dick was hard, the stimulating of the prostate indeed very pleasurable.
Desiree: I'll keep you to that.
Me: I can't wait to see you again.
Desiree: I know a week is a long time.
Me: Agreed.
"Jesus," I moaned, this easily the most pleasure I had ever experienced while alone. I wasn't even touching my dick yet but could feel an orgasm rising inside me. Each rubbing of the prostate sent direct pulsating pleasure to my dick.
Desiree: My friends are giving me shit for ignoring them. I'll talk to you tomorrow.
Me: Okay.
Desiree sent me a kiss emoji. I sent a hug one back and then pulled up some porn on my phone. Googled black trans porn and was sound watching a hot black trans girl fucking a hot white nerd girl. I rolled onto my back, put the phone resting against a pillow, and used my right hand to fuck myself while using my left hand to stroke my cock.
I didn't even last a minute before I erupted and exploded all over myself, my orgasm so intense my first cum shot landed on my chin.
I lay there for a minute, the toy resting in my ass and vibrating as I recovered from the intense orgasm.
Finally, I pulled it out of my ass, got out of the pantyhose, and sighed. Why did I just fuck myself? Jesus.
I went to the washroom, cleaned the toy and returned to my room. I put the toy back under the bed and exhausted went to bed.
Five minutes later I was asleep.
.....
I was suddenly woken up by the guys storming into my bedroom and sitting on me. Each was naked, except still wearing the pantyhose from earlier.
Chris and Ray sat on me.
Chris on my crotch area, Ray behind him with his arms wrapped around him and stroking Chris's dick.
As I went to move, Wally and Kwan both sat beside me, grabbed an arm so I was completely pinned down.
"What are you guys doing?" I screamed, trying to break free, but as I did I could feel Chris's dick on my belly, Kwan's dick right beside me resting on my hip and Wally's ass on my other side now sitting on my arm.
"Adding you to the cum dump club," Chris said.
"Yeah, I want to see you with a mouthful of dick," Ray added.
"And I want to feel that cock of yours in my mouth and asshole," Kwan added.
"Join our cum dump group, Alex," Wally said, wiggling his ass on my arm.
"Leave me alone," I firmly demanded, as I tried to break free but was completely held down by the four of them.
"Just accept it, Alex, you want black dick like the rest of us," Chris said. I then felt wetness on my belly and also on my side where Kwan's dick was resting against me.
"What is that wetness?" I asked grossed out.
"Just some pre-cum," Chris said. "All that fucking makes our dicks leak."
"Jesus, gross," I said, again trying helplessly to break free from the grip of my four so-called friends.
"We love you, Alex, and know what you need," Chris said.
Suddenly all four of them began grinding on me. Humping me.
"I can feel his dick hardening under me," Chris said, which was disgustingly and alarmingly true.
My flight to freedom was futile and I was exhausted from the struggle.
Suddenly, I heard Jeremy say, "Good, Bruce just tore my asshole apart and dumped a huge load in my ass."
"Get out of here," I demanded, as Ray was stroking Chris and I think fucking him.
Jeremy was suddenly straddling me.
"What are you doing?" I asked in mortified awe as suddenly a big drop of cum left his ass and landed in my open mouth.
"Feeding you some BBC cum," Jeremy answered, as more cum dripped out of the gaping hole that was his ass and onto my face.
I closed my mouth and shook my head as cum continued to drip and he bent his knees down to lower himself right above me.
"Oh, yeah, that is hot," Chris moaned.
"Come on our new boy toy," Jeremy encouraged, as the BBC load kept dropping onto my face.
I opened my mouth to respond and a large gob of cum landed right in it. "No, don't," I said, again trying helplessly to break free.
"Oh yeah, Alex, you want this load, you want to be a cum dump like the rest of us," Chris moaned.
"I don't, I don't, I don't," I repeated, as Jeremy backed off me and Chris shot his load all over me and Kwan and Wally did the same and I could feel Ray position his dick at my asshole.
"No, no, no, stop!" I screamed and suddenly I woke up.
What the fuck!!!
Jesus.
I looked around and saw I was in my bedroom alone.
That was the most fucked up dream I had ever had.
I sighed.
My friends' constant antics were beginning to consume my dreams.
Not fucking good.
I also noticed I was completely erect.
Jesus.
I signed again and tried to go back to sleep.
Eventually, once my dick calmed down I did.
SUNDAY OCTOBER 26 TH ... SINFUL SUNDAY
I woke up and decided I was definitely going to church.
It had been a wild week. I had sinned a lot. Now I wasn't feeling guilt for the majority of my sins... and, in truth, the majority of the sinning I had witnessed wasn't actually me... but my friends or complete strangers.
Yet, I needed a cleansing.
I needed to just go someplace safe. Although my last visit to the church was anything but safe having walked in on the minister's son sucking black cock in the middle of the bathroom floor.
Yet, I really felt the need to go there.
I had a shower, put on a nice shirt and dress pants and went to make a quick breakfast.
As I was making toast, Chris came out, followed by an incredibly hot girl who walked right past me and out.
"Morning," he said.
"Morning."
"I wanted to say sorry about yesterday," he said.
"I'm getting used to it," I said, for some unknown reason and happy to see he was still fucking girls.
"We had never had sex with each other before but Jeremy dared us to," he explained.
"Why?" I asked as the toast popped up... even though I shouldn't be surprised this was Jeremy's idea.
"He thought that may make you finally join us," he said.
"Watching you guys have sex with each other?" I asked perplexed, grabbing the toast and putting it on a plate.
"Yeah, in retrospect it seems like a pretty bad idea," Chris agreed, "although we were all pretty high at the time."
"Oh?" I said, none of us having done any recreational drugs... at least not that I'd known of.
"Yeah, it does loosen your inhibitions that's for sure," he said.
"I did see some very loose morals," I added as I put jam on the toast.
He chuckled awkwardly.
"I still don't get this whole thing," I said.
"It's both simple and complicated," he said.
"Explain the complicated part," I said. "The simple has been explained to me."
"You know I'm kind of fat, right?"
"I wouldn't say fat," I said, a little startled by his words. This was not at all what I expected to come out of his mouth.
"No, I'm fat," he said. "And I have always been fat."
"You have never once shown any insecurities about your weight," I said. "Plus, you literally just slept with some hot girl."
"Yeah, but she won't date me," he sighed, actually feeling sorry for him. "She just comes over to get fucked when her boyfriend isn't around."
"I see."
Looking oddly vulnerable, he said, "I have hidden my insecurities with jokes."
"You have?" I asked, this perhaps the biggest surprise in a week-plus of big surprises.
"Yeah," he said, his simple words so heavy.
"I'm sorry," I said, unsure what to say and thinking he had it all.
"Yeah," he said and paused. "You see, I'm seen as the funny fat guy, which is fine, I am a funny fat guy, but I never felt I was liked or accepted for being anything else but the funny fat guy. But I never felt really wanted."
"You have got more girls than anyone else here?" I pointed out, still not really understanding his words.
"Yeah, always late at night at a party when my humour won them over," he said. "But you notice none of them end up coming around again because they will secretly fuck the fat guy, but not date them."
"Oh," I said, that not surprising me in this superficial world.
"The point is, while my size has mostly hindered my attempts at relationships, my size is seen as a massive plus among the BBC community," he said.
"The BBC community?" I asked, that not a term I had heard before.
"Yeah, it's all the black guys who fuck white guys," he said.
"Of course it is," I said.
"And white guys who crave black dick," Chris added.
"So, it's a pretty big community," I joked, always able to relax around Chris even during such uncomfortable conversations.
"It's growing bigger and bigger," he joked back.
"Yeah, yeah, they have big dicks," I concurred.
"Anyways," he continued, "a fat ass is very popular among the BBC community. As such, I get way more attention than I ever have before."
I wasn't sure what to say.
"I just don't want you judging me or the others for our new way of life," he said. "We each love it and will drop almost anything to get some BBC."
"I'm still struggling with understanding it all," I said, "but I'll try."
"That's all I can ask," he said, as both our phones buzzed.
"Who got dick now?" I asked as Chris picked up his phone.
"Apparently Wally just got breakfast under a table at Denny's," he said.
"Jesus," I said, shaking my head. I realized I was about to be late for church again. "Sorry, I got to get going."
"Church?"
"Yeah."
"I am heading out to do some worshipping soon myself," he smirked.
"TMI," I said, shaking my head, before I headed out.
As I walked to church, I pondered Chris's words. I had always seen him as the confident one in the group. So this was something to really think about. In the end, if he likes being fucked by a black dick who was I to judge? I did realize I didn't ask about their new fucking and sucking each other thing or Jeremy's addition to the text group, but that could wait.
The church service went without an incident. I was actually talking to a couple of other guys I knew when the minister came up to me and asked if he could see me in his office.
Five minutes later, I was in his office.
"Alex, I'm sorry you had to see what you saw last Sunday. I'm very disappointed that they decided to sin during the service," he opened with.
"Yeah, it was a surprise," I said.
"I imagine it was," he said and then surprised me. "But everything is God's will and if you saw that you were meant to see it."
"I don't think God is that involved in the day-to-day going ons of humankind's weakness," I said.
"Oh, he sees everything."
"I didn't say he didn't see everything," I clarified. "I'm saying he doesn't get involved in every interaction that his people do."
"Are you struggling with the newfound knowledge of the BBC freeuse community?" he asked, changing the subject slightly.
"I suppose a little," I said.
"Have you engaged in any BBC activities yourself?"
"God, no," I said, and then realizing what I said in the house of the Lord, "I'm sorry, that came out wrong."
"He forgives you, like he forgives all," he said.
"So, he forgives your son?" I asked.
"Yes," he nodded, not thrown by my sudden change of topic. "As he forgives me and forgives you."
"Forgives me?"
"Yeah, for your judgement of others."
"I'm working on that," I said, "but the entire concept is rather out there and not really Christian."
"It's not? It's men sacrificing themselves for other men," he said, "it's these selfish acts that The Bible is all about."
"Is that so?" I said, sighing dramatically, not even trying to hide my disdain.
"Hebrews 13:16: And do not forget to do good and to share with others, for with such sacrifices God is pleased," he referenced.



"So, please show me where it says in the Bible sucking black dick and getting fucked is encouraged," I said.
"The Bible can be read however you wish to read it," he said, not fazed by my condescending tone. "Look at Luke 6:30 for a rather clear vision of the future BBC freeuse society. Give to everyone who begs for you, and from who takes away your goods do not demand them back."
"You are not serious?" I sighed. "That is a very liberal interpretation of the Lord's words."
"Perhaps in your eyes," he said. "But myself and a growing member of Christians are seeing these words in a new light."
"As a religious defence for being a faggot for black dick?" I bluntly asked, having absolutely no respect for this man. While I could vaguely understand Chris's rationale, his explanation was a personal one, not using the Bible to defend his actions.
"Alex, words like that are not Christian nor is labelling someone so simplistically," he said, surprised not at all fazed by my anger or tone.
"I suppose not," I said. "I was trying to point out just how ludicrous what you are saying and how you are manipulating the words of the Lord for your personal defence."
"It's not a defence," he said. "It's an explanation for man's desire to bring reconciliation to the black race for centuries of abuse and to also bring them to God."
"So, if I sucked black dick or allowed them to fuck me I would be doing the Lord's work?" I asked, my question dripping with sarcasm.
Ignoring my sarcasm, he nodded, "Exactly."
I sighed.
"I would love you to come to the men's group tonight and listen to the stories of our male parishioners who have found God through our work," he said.
"I don't think so."
"Think about it," he said. "You would not be expected to do anything but listen, but I think it would open up your mind to the work the Lord has put forward to his white faithful followers."
Suddenly, the door opened, and his wife walked in. "Mr. Barnes is here to see you."
"Please, send him in," the minister said.
I started to walk out.
"Think about coming tonight," he said.
"You should go to men's night, Alex," his wife said. "It's a safe place to explore your path with God."
"That's one way to put it," I said, wondering if she knew what really happened at men's night or that her husband and son were both freeuse fuck toys for many of their black parishioners.
My phone vibrated for the sixth or seventh time since I got to church.
I headed out, chatted with a couple of others, made brief eye contact with Mr. Washington before I left.
Outside I checked my messages. Two were from the chat group and one from Desiree. Of course, I clicked on the one from her. It was a picture of her on her knees, her mouth open with the words: Ready to worship.
My dick instantly got hard at her wicked words and image. This was a manipulation of religion I could accept.
I texted back: You want me to nut in my pants?
She didn't answer right back and I checked the group messages.
Jeremy: Just took BBC in my ass. A huge load.
Ray: Just woke up.
Kwan: Anyone want to meet at the library at one to work on our project?
Wally: Yeah, I can be there.
Chris: Me too. Although I may be late. I've been asked to stop by the frat house.
Jeremy: Lucky you.
Ray: I'll likely make it. John is on his way over for a quick cum dump.
I ignored all the sex talk and responded: I'll be there.
It had been a while, but I needed groceries and went to the local grocery store for the first time since I caught Diego sucking BBC.
I walked in and Diego greeted me warmly, "Alex, it's so nice to see you."
"Good to see you too," I said, happy to not walk in on another sexual act.
We chatted for five minutes before I grabbed a few groceries and headed back to the apartment.
I was hoping this John guy was done by then as it was over forty minutes ago.
I walked in and it was indeed empty.
I put groceries away. I made myself a grilled cheese with bacon and jam (I highly recommend it) and headed to the library.
Desiree texted back: As long as the nut is all over my face.
I replied: I'm not sure I will last six more days.
She replied: Just make sure your balls are full. I'm going to want multiple loads.
I assured: I'll definitely be able to do that.
She then went to her work. She worked at a movie theatre and I got to the library. It was twenty minutes later when Kwan showed up.
"Hey," he said.
"Hey," I greeted back.
We then simply started working. Wally and Ray showed up a few minutes later together and we spent over thirty minutes working together. The project was coming along well when Wally got a text.
"I'll be back," he said.
I sighed.
Not even two minutes later, Ray's phone buzzed.
"Sorry, I got to take this."
Kwan said, "Don't worry, those calls are almost always come and go's."
"Come and go's?"
"Yeah, you arrive, you service them, they come, you go," he said, rather matter-of-factly.
"Oh," I said.
"I love them," he said.
"Why?"
"It's a great way to get the cum I crave in a hurry," he answered.
"What about your date last night?" I asked.
"It went okay," he said.
"Do I know her?"
"I don't think so," he said. "She's actually a senior here."
"A senior, wow," I said.
"Yeah, she is the teacher assistant in the physics class I'm taking."
"How did that come about?" I asked.
"Actually, she walked in on me sucking two senior students in the classroom after hours," he said.
"And she still said yes to you?" I asked, that absolutely bewildering.
"Actually, she asked me out," he clarified.
"Really?"
"Yeah, she found it hot," he said.
"That is crazy," I said, just as a black student walked up to us.
"Your friend suck dick, Kwan?" the guy asked.
"No," Kwan said.
"Too bad, he has natural dick-sucking lips," he said, easily the worst compliment I had ever received.
"Yeah, thanks, but no thanks," I said, almost getting used to being assumed to be like everyone else. It almost made sense as I seemed to be in the minority.
"Bathroom now," the guy said.
"Yes, sir," Kwan nodded. He looked at me and then walked away following the guy.
I sighed.
In about five minutes all three of my friends who were with me had left me for cock. This was getting even more out of hand.
I was only alone for a couple of minutes stewing in my annoyance when Chris arrived. "Hey, sorry I'm late."
"Yeah, whatever," I said, beginning to pack up to leave.
"Where is everyone?"
"Sucking dick or getting fucked," I bluntly asked.
"Oh," he said.
"Yeah, can't even get basic shit done anymore," I said annoyed,
"I wish I had good answers, but besides being in class we are expected to be available whenever needed," Chris said.
"Not really a realistic or productive way to live," I pointed out.
"It can be," Chris nodded.
"No, it is not."
"But like all things, it's about adjustment," he said.
"Or just don't do it every possible time," I said. I pointed to the project, "I refuse to do all the work."
"We don't expect you to," Chris said.
"Good," I said.
Wally showed back up and said, "All right where were we?"
"Before you sucked dick?" I asked.
"Uh, yeah," he said, not fazed by my sarcastic tone and instead replied making a strange movement with his mouth. "It was a super salty load."
"Those are the best ones," Chris said.
"Yeah," Wally agreed, "and he let me savour the load and didn't just shoot it down my throat."
"Both are pretty hot," Chris said, as I stood there aghast.
"We all know you prefer them to dump in your ass," Wally said, talking like two girls as I stood there once again dumbfounded.
"There is nothing like feeling a cock pulse and then erupt in your asshole," Chris said.
"I prefer it in my mouth," Wally said.
"And I prefer it all over my face," Kwan returned, the load he just took all over him.
"Seriously, in public?" I asked.
Kwan shrugged.
"Whatever, can we focus on this project?"
Then we spent an hour and a half without disruption other than Ray returning, but he didn't brag about his encounter. There was a fat black guy who face fucked some white nerd just a couple tables over in full view. No one, other than me, found this even remotely weird. Two girls even stopped to watch for a minute before continuing through.
We were just finishing up when a black guy walked behind a bent-over Chris and said, "Isn't she just asking for it?"
His two friends laughed, and one added, "Yeah, the bitch wants it right here."
"Take me right here," Chris said, his eyes shifting almost immediately to lust.
"All right," he said, as he pulled down Chris's sweats and before I knew it was fucking him right in front of me and right in the middle of a semi-busy library.
Wally and Kwan wordlessly went to the other two black guys, dropped to their knees and fished out their dicks.
"Jesus, you guys, we are in a fucking library," I said incredulously.
Then, to make the surreal situation even more surreal, the librarian walked over and said to me, "Shhhhhh."
"Really?" I asked, as we could hear Chris back shot fucked from behind as the guy's body slammed into his.
"They know the rules," she said, then walked to Kwan and pushed his head forward so he was choking on black dick.
"Oh yeah, give me that black dick," Chris moaned, but softly, oddly keeping as quiet as he could.
"This is one tight pussy," the black guy said.
The librarian moved to Wally's head too and was soon assisting in the multiple blow jobs before her.
"Yeah, suck those cocks, sluts," she encouraged, although in a soft tone.
Oddly, watching the semi-attractive librarian encourage this gay sex scene, I felt my dick begin to harden.
Not wanting anyone else to notice, done with our work today anyways and not needing to see three friends being used in a public library, my one last place of solitude, I grabbed my bag and headed off.
"See you in the apartment," Chris moaned as he got hammered hard.
It was almost supper time, so I went home and made supper.
I didn't want to be home when they got home, so I then left and went for a walk.
Text messages continued.
Ray: Fucked a son and dad at the sports shop.
Chris: Still leaking from taking all three loads in the library.
Kwan: Heading to the old folk's home with Jeremy.
Jeremy: We are going to suck so many elderly dicks.
Ray: Nice. Enjoy. Staying home to work on an essay.
Chris: Boring.
They shifted to talking about school and I kept reading.
I don't know if it was serendipitous, my own inner curiosity or a complete coincidence but I ended up right in front of the church just ten minutes before men's club was to start.
Minister Carter was outside greeting the odd arrival and saw me. "Alex, I'm so glad you decided to come."
"Um, I was just going for a walk," I pointed out.
"There are no coincidences, Alex, you know that," he said. Reaching me, he shook my hand.
"So this is fate?" I questioned.
"Fate, serendipity, God's way," he listed off. "Call it whatever you wish, but since you are here please come in."
"Fine," I agreed, unsure why I did but felt compelled to walk inside.
The next hour was all scripture and sharing. It was actually quite powerful and although the group was small, it seemed to resonate with the parishioners regardless of race. Although, oddly or coincidentally, besides me, there were six black men and six non-black men.
It wasn't until Mr. Washington read from John 15: "As the Father has loved me, I have also loved you. Remain in my love. If you keep my commands you will remain in my love, just as I have kept my Father's commands and remain in his love. I have told you these things so that my joy may be in you and your joy may be complete."
Suddenly all six white men, including Reverend Carter and his son dropped to their knees and chanted, in bizarre cult-like unison, Psalms 61: "O God, you are my God; earnestly I seek you; my soul thirsts for you; my flesh faints for you, as in a dry and weary land where there is no water. So I have looked upon you in the sanctuary, beholding your power and glory. Because your steadfast love is better than life, my lips will praise you."
Then, all six moved to a black man and fished out their cocks.
"Jesus," I gasped.
"It is through Christian charity that we will grow the church," Mr. Washington said, as the Spanish Mr. Sanchez began sucking his dick. Mr. Sanchez was recently married and his wife was pregnant with their first child.
"I don't see how the words of the Bible and using white men's mouths go together," I said, as all six men on their knees now had dick in their mouths.
"It's actually pretty black and white," he said, smirking at his words.
"Yeah, I need to go," I said, this almost making me feel better about myself before this freeuse situation.
"Alex, you are in constant denial," he said.
"Excuse me?"
"Why did you come here?"
That was a question I suddenly didn't know the answer to. Why did I come here? I knew what I would eventually end up seeing. Freeuse sex. Yet, I came anyway.
"I think I know," he said, as he snapped his fingers and Mr. Sanchez, stood up, got out of his pants and underwear and got on all fours.
Mr. Sanchez looked at me and said, "This is my purpose, Alex."
"Jesus," I said, shaking my head as Mr. Washington knelt behind him and positioned his big black dick at Mr. Sanchez's asshole.
"It's who you all are," Mr. Washington said.
"Who we all are?" I questioned, even though I knew exactly where he was going with this.
"You know exactly what I am saying," he said as he slid his dick into Mr. Sanchez's asshole.
Around the room, the others all shifted from sucking to fucking.
"This is getting old," I sighed, as I began to leave.
"This is your purpose, Alex," he said.
"I'm so fucking sick of people saying that to be," I snapped. "I'm sick of all this philosophical racist bullshit."
"It's evolution," Mr. Washington replied, not remotely being fazed by my outburst even as he continued fucking Mr. Sanchez while both ministers were getting hammered side by side.
"Yeah, whatever," I said, storming out.
"Bless us with your glorious God-given seed," Minister Carter moaned were the last words I heard.
"Jesus," I said, as I got out in the cool fall wind.
I stormed home, walked into the apartment and to my room not even looking at what may or may not be happening in the apartment.
I texted Desiree and we ended up chatting for an hour which made me feel a lot better.
I ignored the dozen-plus text chain messages from the guys assuming it was mostly sex.
MONDAY OCTOBER 27 TH ... A STICKY SITUATION
I actually decided to avoid the world today. I stayed in my room until everyone was gone and spent the day working on my project in my room.
I had a dinner meeting with the Professor and the Dean tomorrow night about the long-term plans for where this project could go. Apparently, the Dean was really excited about the project.
There was an abundance of texts from the guys, each of them other than Ray got dick.
Kwan: Got a load before I even made it to my first class today.
Wally: I got one too.
Ray: I need to focus on school this week. I'll only take the dick from the app.
Kwan: Send me any extra dick. I'm super horny today.
Chris: Tonight let's have a Call of Duty tournament. You in, Alex?
I responded an hour later: That would be great.
We ordered pizza.
We played for about an hour when Jeremy stormed in and said, "Boys I brought some friends."
"Fuck," I said, as he was naked and he had three black guys all in their thirties or forties.
"We can play and take dick," Chris suggested, as he got off the couch, pulled his pants down and bent over the couch while making two kills.
Ray agreed, "Yeah, I haven't got any dick today," as he got out of his sweats and suggested, "Someone come over here and I'll bounce on the black dick."
"We can play later," I said, as I went to stand up.
"No, we are on a win streak," Chris said, as some guy with a grey beard moved behind him.
"Yeah, don't stop," Kwan said, as he sucked a dick and somehow kept playing.
"Fine," I sighed, as I hated losing, as a chubby black man sat down beside me, with the fattest dick I had ever seen. "Jesus," I said, thinking there was no way that Ray could take a dick that fat into his ass.
"Yeah, the faggots love it," he said, as Ray moved to sit on it.
"I have to have it in me," Ray said, even as he shot a guy.
"Oh fuck," Chris moaned, as he played and got sodomized simultaneously.
I tried to focus on the game, but I couldn't stop staring at that fat cock and watched as Ray lowered himself on it.
As it disappeared in his asshole he let out the longest and most feminine moan I have ever heard come from a guy.
"Jesuuuuuus," Ray whimpered, as the huge fat cock filled his asshole somehow.
"Pay attention, Alex," Chris said, as he simultaneously got railed and played Call of Duty.
"Sorry, I just can't believe Ray can take that fat dick," I heard myself say.
"The ass can stretch to pretty impressive gaps," Chris explained.
"All white boys can take this dick," the guy said, as he sat there and allowed Ray to slowly ride his dick.
"So fucking good," Ray moaned, as he, like Chris, multitasked.
It was a couple of minutes later, with both Ray and Chris moaning, as the game continued with Kwan dying and now really going to town on the dick in his mouth.
Suddenly, Jeremy was right behind me and getting fucked too. I didn't even know there was a fourth guy here.
Wally and I were the only ones not with dick, but Wally ironically had already died and was on his phone.
"Hey, fuck me with that dick," Jeremy groaned, his face just inches from mine.
"Can you move somewhere else?" I said, trying to focus on the game while there was literally gay sex surrounding me from all ways.
"Not with this black cock impaling me," Jeremy answered.
"Fuck me," Chris moaned.
I glanced over and saw that Ray's cock was rock hard and bouncing around as he rode that fat dick.
"You want this dick really giving it to you?" the guy asked who was fucking Chris.
"Yes, use my pussy," Chris begged.
Suddenly he was pushed forward and his face was almost in my crotch as he continued getting pounded.
"Jesus, Chris," I said, as he placed one hand on my leg and still somehow kept playing the game.
"Sorry," he apologized, as he really got pounded, making my leg move with each forward thrust.
"It's hard to concentrate with you getting railed and using my leg for balance while Ray's balls are bouncing around right in front of me," I said, just as Chris died in the game.
"I like you using the world railed," Chris laughed and moaned, as he put his game controller down and placed both his hands on me.
"Pounded drilled, hammered," I listed off, as Chris, Ray and Jeremy all too cock. I glanced over and saw Kwan with a fresh load of cum all over his face.
"Jesus, you're going to make me come talking like that," Jeremy moaned, as he put his hands on my shoulders.
"Jesus," I said, as I sniped a guy behind a wall.
"Nice shot," Ray said, really bouncing on that fat cock like it was a trampoline.
"Oh fuck, give it to me, give me all that black dick," Chris groaned, as he was getting drilled hard.



"I'm going to nut in your pussy, bitch," the guy said, sounding like he was about to come.
"Yes, breed me with your dominant come," Chris whined.
"Oh yeah, hammer me," Jeremy said, moving his hands off my shoulder.
It was a moment later, as the guy in Chris grunted that I felt something against my head.
"Yes, fill me up," Chris moaned, as I assume he got a load in his ass.
I looked back and saw Jeremy's dick suddenly in my face, his left leg on the couch. "Jesus, Jeremy," I said, feeling his pre-cum on my cheek as I turned around.
"Sorry, this position really gets that dick in me so deep," Jeremy said, not moving as his dick oozed out a little more pre-cum.
"Oh yeah, that position makes me cum every time," Kwan said, as he jerked himself off.
"As usual, too much information," I said, turning my head back to the game just in time to avoid being shot.
"Nice move, Alex," Ray encouraged, with a loud moan.
"Thanks," I said, focused on not dying as I was the last hope to win our fifth straight game.
Even though there were moans and fucking on both sides of me and right behind me, I focused on the game sniping one more enemy.
Chris moved up and his dick was suddenly right before me and dripping pre-cum.
Kwan suddenly moved behind Chris and began eating his asshole.
"Oh fuck, yes," Ray groaned bouncing so hard the couch seemed to shake.
"Yes, cum from riding that dick," Chris encouraged, as he stroked his dick.
"Can you move out of my way," I said, trying to focus on the game.
"Not with Kwan's tongue probing my asshole," Chris said.
"Oooooh, fuuuuuuck," Ray bellowed, as suddenly cum shot up in the air.
"Oh yeah," Chris encouraged.
"Yes, yes, harder, fuck my asshole harder," Jeremy whimpered right behind me.
Some cum landed on my leg but I somehow remained focused on the game.
"I'm going to nut so much in your asshole," the guy behind me said.
"Yes, give me all that cum," Jeremy pleaded with lustful desperation.
Under a minute later, as it was down to me and one other guy, Ray stood up and cum leaked out of his ass.
Jeremy then grunted and suddenly I felt warm wetness against the side of my neck. I turned around and my face was splattered with cum from Jeremy's dick.
"What the fuck?" I asked in an instant fury.
"Soooooorry," he whimpered, as more cum hit me right in the face from his dick.
"Fuck!" I cursed again, as I looked back at the television and found I had died.
I stood up, threw my controller on the couch, my hand accidentally slapping Chris's hard dick and snapped, "What the fuck is wrong with you?"
"Fuuuuck," Jeremy moaned, as the guy seemed to be coming in his ass.
"Jesus," I said, as I stormed out and into the bathroom to wash the cum off of me.
"Alex," Chris called out even as Kwan continued eating his asshole.
I spent a few minutes in the washroom and then went to mine.
I didn't leave the rest of the night and no one, thankfully, attempted to come into my room.
TUESDAY OCTOBER 28TH... THE MEN'S CLUB
I got up extra early, wanting to avoid the guys after last night's debacle. They had gone too far this time. Way too far.
I was utterly disgusted by what had transpired. I could still feel the cum on my neck and face even though I had washed my face for a good few minutes last night. I considered burning my pants and shirt but they were my best jeans and one of my favourite t-shirts. I threw them in the laundry.
I went out and had breakfast at a small breakfast-only restaurant (they close at two) and enjoyed a great omelette. I went to class and was asked by Professor Carter to see him after class.
In his office, he said. "Alex, the Dean loved your update from your research from yesterday and would like to meet you."
"That would be great," I said, surprised but flattered.
"Are you available tonight for dinner?"
"Sure, I can be," I said, the idea of staying away from the apartment adding to the appeal of this offer.
"Great, meet me here at 6:30."
"Okay."
"We are meeting at The Men's Club," he continued, "so be sure to be in a suit and tie."
"The Men's Club," I repeated kind of surprised,
"Yes," he nodded. The Men's Club was a private male members-only club. There were a couple dozen of them across the country and they were perceived to be the epitome of power.
"Wow."
"Yes, today is going to be a very special day for you," he said.
"I'm a little nervous now," I pointed out.
"Just be yourself," he said. "And, of course, be prepared to answer any questions the Dean may have."
"I can do that," I said confidently. I knew my work.
"All right, I have a meeting with another student in a few minutes. So, I will see you tonight."
"Yes, sir," I nodded, heading out.
A black student was waiting and I couldn't help but wonder if it was for academia or a cum dump.
I sighed at my instant thought, annoyed at the reality the BBC freeuse society had jaded me so much so soon.
I didn't check my phone at all until lunch where Desiree had sent a couple of messages.
Desiree: I need your dick.
Desiree: I need your cum.
There was a plethora of messages in the group chat.
I texted Desiree back: You can't text me that when I'm not going to see you for many more days.
Desiree: How about this? Is this okay?
It was a picture of a white girl between her legs licking her.
My dick hardened instantly.
I replied: Yes, you can send me any of those you want.
Desiree: I rather it be your big white cock in my pussy and mouth, but she will have to do for now.
I replied: I'm sure she is very good.
Desiree: For a minister's daughter she is a very good cooch worshipper.
I replied: Jesus. That is hot.
Desiree: Yeah. There is something hot knowing she is a minister's daughter.
I replied: is she between your legs right now?
Desiree: Yep.
Me: Oh my.
Desiree: Want to watch?
Oh my God!
Me: A million times yes.
A moment later, she invited me to a video chat. Of course, I joined.
"Hey, babe," she moaned.
"Hey, you look radiant," I complimented.
"Mmmmmm," she moaned, "flattery will get you everywhere and everything."
Her tone on everything was nasty and full of innuendo.
"Well, then get ready for a plethora of compliments."
"Say hi to my boyfriend," Desiree said as she flipped the video the other way and I was staring at a girl between her legs.
"H-h-hi," a cute brunette stammered looking up with wetness on her lips.
"Hi," I responded, my dick raging in my pants.
"Keep licking, my pet," Desiree instructed, and I watched the cute girl resume licking, her cheeks going red with humiliation.
I watched for about thirty seconds before she flipped the camera view back to her. "I'm going to let you go. I am going to come soon and then should get back to class."
"I'm going to fuck you so good on Saturday," I assured, my dick aching in my pants.
"You better," she said, blew me a kiss and hung up.
God, I had the best girlfriend in the world.
I went to class with the guys in the afternoon. I told them about the meeting with the Dean at the Men's Club and they were all excited for me. There was no talk about yesterday's debauchery. They didn't bring it up; I didn't bring it up.
After class, I went to the library to go through my research and make points from highlights of the things I wanted to stress to the Dean. It was an exciting opportunity and could open the door to more funding and had unlimited potential.
It wasn't until I really had to go to the washroom, I took a break. I walked into the bathroom and wasn't remotely surprised to see gay sex. Three white guys were bent over the counter each getting fucked by a black guy.
I sighed as I went to the urinal and pissed.
"Hey, white boy, you want some dick?" one of them asked.
I didn't answer. I just sighed again and continued my marathon piss wishing it would end.
"Oh fuck," one guy moaned.
"Yeah, harder, give it to me harder," another begged.
"This could be you, white boy," the same voice said.
I finished taking a piss, and put my dick away, continuing to ignore them. I wanted to wash my hands, but no way I was going over to the fucking area.
"Oh fuuuuck, yes," a guy groaned, as I walked out.
About ten minutes later, one of the black guys walked up to me and said, "That was a complete lack of respect, white boy."
"What was?" I asked, looking up.
"Ignoring me," he said.
"What? Because I didn't give into your ridiculous freeuse bull shit?" I asked, not backing down even though this guy could probably rip me in half with his massive muscles.
"You are one of those?" he scoffed with utter disgust.
"One of what?" I asked, not sure why I was continuing to allow this conversation to take place.
"A white boy in denial," he said, repeating words I had heard before.
"I've been hearing that for a couple of weeks," I said.
"Once you break I'm going to make you the entire team's cum dump," he threatened.
"I've heard similar shit before," I said, not going to back down from yet another bully.
"I can't wait," he smirked, closed my laptop in some alpha male act of dominance and walked away.
About a minute later, perhaps two, a white guy walked over to me and said, "Dude, you shouldn't fuck with him."
"I didn't," I said, smirking at the sexual innuendo.
"I'm serious," the guy said, a massive look of concern on his face.
"I can look after myself," I said.
"Do you know who he is?"
"Nope."
"Walter Scott."
"That name doesn't mean anything to me."
"His father is Senator Scott and he is also the quarterback of the football team," he said.
I shrugged.
"The Senator is the one from behind the scenes who is creating the freeuse societies," he explained.
"I see," I said, the idea this was a government plan adding to the surreal bizarre reality of the situation.
"So, watch your back," he warned, "if he sets his eyes on you it is only a matter of time before you are his bitch."
"Did that happen to you?"
"Do you know who I am?"
"Should I?"
"Probably not," he said. "But my parents own the Swan Hotel chain."
"Oh my," I said, the Swan Hotels, all five-star exclusive resorts.
"Yeah."
"And you are freeuse?"
"Yeah," he nodded.
"Why?" I asked, curious if the reason was the same as everyone else's.
"It's complicated."
"Seems pretty straightforward to me," I said, then laughed at my own pun. "Sorry about the pun."
"It's part of the ever-changing world," he answered.
"What does that even mean?" I asked, having heard similar generic explanations.
"Power changes, that has been a constant throughout history," he explained.
"Yeah, so?"
"So, we are living in a quiet revolution," he explained.
It was obvious this guy was smart and yet he was giving cryptic half-answers. "And what exactly is a quiet revolution?" I asked.
"Well, it's hierarchy swap of the establishment," he answered, again half-answers.
"Could you just bluntly answer the question?" I said, showing my frustration.
"Reparations are under way and the black race will inherit the power," he explained.
"And we will all become cock sucking, ass-taking fuck toys for them?" I sarcastically said.
"I know it sounds absurd, I once thought so too, but this is already underway and slowly being implemented in all levels of government, across the country and in all types of business," he said, looking at me seriously.
"So, does your family still own the Swan Hotels?"
"We do," he nodded, "but it's complicated."
"Hey, Swan, who is your friend?"
"Um...."
"I'm not his friend," I clarified.
"Sorry," the black chubby guy said, "I just assumed."
"Well, don't," I said, packing up.
"Whatever," the guy said. "Swan let's go to the bathroom."
"Be warned, Master Scott just unloaded in my ass a few minutes ago," Swan said, so matter of factly it was ridiculous.
"Shit, he probably gaped you good," the guy said.
"I can feel his cum leaking out of me as we speak," Swan replied, the lack of shame embarrassing.
"What about you?" the black guy said.
"I'm straight," I responded, as I was about to leave.
"What does that have to do with anything?" he questioned.
"I don't suck dick or get fucked," I bluntly said.
"Yeah, yeah," he said, waving me off.
"I'm serious."
"Sure, sure," he said, not believing me. "Whatever. Swan come suck my dick," he said, sitting down at the table as I was just leaving."
"Yes, sir," Swan said, crawling under the table.
"Jesus," I said, as I walked out.
I got to my apartment and found only Ray there. He was watching sports highlights. I said hi and then went and got dressed for the special occasion and was happy I had got a new suit last week... it had already paid for itself after two uses.
I was heading out when Kwan walked in drenched in cum.
"Jesus, Kwan," I said.
"How many loads is that?" Ray asked.
"Eight, I think," Kwan said, his black shirt plastered with white gobs.
"Can I have some?" Ray asked.
"Sure," Kwan said, and I watched Ray walk over and scoop cum off of Kwan's face.
"This never ends," I said, shaking my head.
"Good luck, tonight," Kwan said, ignoring the sick act that was happening.
"Yeah, thanks," I said, heading out in a hurry.
I met the professor, we went to the restaurant and I had a great meal with the Dean and Professor Carter. We talked about a variety of things including politics, history and at length about my project.
It wasn't until dessert that things got weird.
"Do you want dessert, Alex?" Dean McGooden asked.
"Sure," I said, having had the best meal of my life. I wasn't sure I had room for dessert but assumed it would be delicious and had to at least try it.
"We will have the house dessert," The Dean said to the waiter.
"Of course, sir," the waiter said.
"What is the house dessert?" I asked.
"It's the most delicious dessert that exists," the Professor said.
"It's dark chocolate cream winkle," the Dean answered.
"Sounds delicious," I said, although I had no idea what a winkle was.
"It is an addicting treat," Professor Carter added, just as three black men walked out without any pants on and their dicks dangling between their legs.
"Jesus, not here too," I said with clear annoyance and surprise.
"Alex, this is the community we live in," the Dean said before he took the big cock in his hand.
"Yeah, I know a freeuse community," I said. "But you understand it's a ridiculous concept."
"How so?" Dean McGooden asked, even as Professor Carter took his apparent dessert in his mouth.
"While I appreciate our historic past of assimilation, segregation and disrespect to the black people, spinning the situation to make the white race repent through sexual humiliation is not a proper way to pay reparations."
"It's more than reparations," the Dean explained, as he stroked the cock that was hardening in his hand and the third black man with a really big dick was right before me. "It's about establishing a new world order."
"Why would anyone want a new world order?" I asked.
"Is the world a good place now?" Dean McGooden asked, leaning forward and taking the dick in his mouth.
He had a point. The world was pretty fucked up right now, but in truth, the world had always been pretty fucked up. The only constant was the rich stayed rich. "And somehow this will make the world a better place? I mean people thought bringing women into policy would make the world a better place. That didn't change anything."
"It changed a lot," the Dean said, taking the now hard black dick out of his mouth. "It allowed a shift in the masculine power hierarchy to begin to change. In fact, the advancement of women was a critical step in the evolution towards a freeuse lifestyle."
"So, to clarify," I asked, as the cock meant for me was stroked by its owner. It was a constant distraction as it was indeed a very large cock. "The lengthy fight for women's rights led to the excuse to cheat on them with black men?"
"When you say it that way it sounds bad," the Dean said, "but the reality is the world is changing quickly and you need to change with it."
He then began really bobbing on the black cock. The black guy who had stroked his cock hard reached for my hand and wrapped it around his dick.
My eyes went wide.
I couldn't believe how hard it was.
How big it was.
I didn't even realize I was stroking it until a few seconds later when I was distracted by the guy beside me.
"Oooooooh, here it comes," the guy in Professor Carter's mouth grunted and he obviously swallowed his dessert.
I pulled out of my hypnotic trance and pulled my hand away rattled by my small gay act.
"That was delicious," the Professor said as he backed off his dessert. He looked at me and asked, "Are you going to eat yours?"
"N-n-no," I stammered, still processing what had just happened and feeling my cheeks burn red, even as I glanced at the huge black dick again.
"Your loss," he said, as he devoured the second black dick.
I wanted to leave. I was so embarrassed. I was so confused. I realized my dick was hard. Yet, I didn't leave. I wasn't sure if we were done talking about my project. Also didn't want to seem rude to the Dean, although I had questioned his whole freeuse philosophy.
About two minutes later, as I tried to process the situation and my brief moment of weakness, I sat there and watched the two men I respected greatly sucking black dicks with lustful enthusiasm and absolutely no shame.
The only one who was feeling shame here was me.
Shame for the current situation, shame with my brief weakness, and shame at my current confusion at the reality I had a hard dick.
The man the Dean was blowing grunted and came in his mouth. The Dean kept sucking long after the load had been swallowed. He really seemed to be savouring it.
Professor Carter backed away and said, "Shoot it right in my mouth."
I watched the professor open his mouth wide just as the Dean backed away and sat properly on his chair.
I stared at the black cock pumping his dick and watched as the cum exploded out of his cock and right into the Professor's wide-open mouth.
I had to admit the guy had great aim as the entire load landed inside his open mouth.
Once done, I was stunned when the dick turned to my face and slid inside my open stunned mouth. My eyes went wide as I suddenly had a dick in my mouth. I was paralyzed by absolute shock as he pumped his dick in and out of my mouth a few times and I tasted just the slightest taste of salty cum.
He then pulled out and walked away.
"Your first dick?" the Dean asked, as Professor Carter was literally washing his mouth with the big load he had just caught.
"Uh, yeah, and my last," I said, feeling my cheeks burning.
"That is not the usual reality," he said, as Professor Carter was still enjoying his mouthful of cum as if it was an expensive wine.
"He just shoved it in my mouth," I needed to clarify.
"But you didn't push him away or move away," he pointed out which was a frustrating truth. A truth I couldn't explain other than my utter shock.
"I couldn't believe it was happening," I defended.
"You couldn't believe how good it felt to have a big black cock in your mouth," Dean McGooden continued.
"No, I was just paralyzed with shock," I replied, a sensation I had experienced a plethora of times since the first time I saw Jeremy getting sodomized.
"That is how it starts," The Dean said. "For some it is the majestic look of a glorious black dick; for others it is just a natural feeling inside that this is what you are meant to do; for others it is that first taste."



"Yeah, I'm pretty sure I'm still straight," I said.
"So am I," the Dean said. "I'm married. I have four kids. I've never once cheated on my wife in any way other than black dick."
'That would make you not straight and a cheater,' I wanted to say. Yet, I was trying to not offend the man who could control my future. I also knew from experience that trying to rationalize with reason had not worked for any of these freeuse men.
So, I didn't say anything.
Professor Carter finally swallowed his dessert and contributed, "Like all things, Alex, it's never as simple as straight, bi or gay. There is always a large grey area in anyone's sexuality."
"Mine is pretty black and white," I responded, even before I realized what I had said.
"Anyways," the Dean said, "I have one last surprise."
'Please don't be anything sexual'.
He continued, "I have a meeting set up with you and Walkerton Enterprises."
"Really?" I asked, Walkerton the most powerful engineering company in America.
"Yes, next Tuesday," he said.
"Wow," I said, this an amazing opportunity.
We chatted about the situation. We would be flying to Boston in the morning and meeting at ten. Mr. Carter said there would be an Uber waiting outside for me in about ten minutes as he and the Dean had some more discussions to have.
I was outside not even for a minute when Jeremy startled me, "How was your meeting?"
"What? Oh hey, Jeremy," I said, mortified to see him standing there with a very knowing look on his face.
"Did you enjoy the dessert?" he asked.
"Pardon?" I asked startled.
"I work at the Men's Club doing dishes," he said.
"Oh," I said, realizing he likely saw me with a dick in my mouth.
"Yeah."
"He just shoved it in my mouth after he came," I explained.
"And you sat there and let him keep using your mouth," Jeremy pointed out.
I defended, "I was just so utterly shocked."
"You looked great with a black dick in your mouth," he said, as I turned away from him, my cheeks again burning like the Hell of fire.
He said, "Hey, I'm just saying, that now that you have had a juicy BBC in your hand and your mouth it is only a matter of time before you are a freeuse fuck toy like the rest of us."
"Jeremy, fuck off," I said, even as that big dick involuntarily popped into my head.
"Look, Alex," he said, actually grabbing my hand and turning me around to face him. "I know you hate me and judge me, but I am just like you."
"You are not at all like me," I stressed, although I thought hate was a strong word.
"If you say so," he shrugged. "But we are both smart, we are both a little socially awkward around girls and we are both gamers."
"Well, those things may be true, but it doesn't make us the same," I said, although I'm guessing that if it wasn't for the BBC thing we likely would be good friends.
"I know you think I'm just some sissy faggot who will be fucked by any guy," he said, "which is generally true. But I'm also a person who likes to hang out with friends, game, shoot the shit."
"And also have a girlfriend," I said.
"Yeah," he nodded, "just like you."
"I'm sorry, I have judged you so much," I said, realizing I was judging him differently than my four lifelong friends. "I mean my friends do the exact same thing you do and I don't judge them as harshly."
"I appreciate that," he said, seeming to actually appreciate it.
"It is a lot to take in," I said.
"It can be," he smirked, and then laughed, "Sorry, I'm a bit of a pervert."
"That may be the understatement of the century," I retorted.
"I'm an enigma."
"You're a slut," I countered, but said it in a relatively playful way.
"Hey, you have had a cock in your mouth more recently than me," he pointed out.
"I imagine not for long," I said, realizing sadly his words were true.
"Likely not," he laughed. "I'm heading to bathroom 646 if you want to come after I get off of work." He then paused and added, "To get cum."
"Yeah, I don't think so," I replied.
"You sure, I'm sure that little taste of cum that oozed out of the big black cock is still lingering inside you."
"You just never stop," I said.
"I just want you to really discover the joys of being a freeuse slut for black dick," he said and sounded strangely sincere when he said it.
"Well, I briefly had the experience and did not find it to be anywhere near as exhilarating or natural as you and the boys have described it," I said, even as that black cock in my mouth popped back into my head.
"I don't think you even believe that," he said, as he patted my back.
"Please don't tell the guys about this," I requested.
"All right," he nodded, looking at his phone. "I got to get back to work."
"All right," I nodded as he left and a minute later my Uber arrived.
I sighed and got inside processing the surreal reality of having a black dick in my hand and briefly in my mouth.
Why didn't I push him away?
Why did I allow him to face fuck me?
Why can't I get the image of that black cock out of my head?
Why is the brief taste I received still lingering inside me and making me crave more?
Fuck.
Fuck.
Fuck.
I went to the library. I wanted to quickly do some research after the conversation with the Dean. I saw a white dude get railed right in the book aisle. Now, so used to such acts of sin, I walked right beside them and found my book even as the white guy moaned like a bitch in heat.
I even joked, "Don't come on the books."
"Kneel down then and catch his load," the black guy said really going to town on this guy's asshole.
"Yeah, not going to happen," I said and walked away.
An hour later a really large white guy, way larger than Chris, was bent over a table getting fucked right in the middle of the library.
I returned to my room and was not surprised to see sucking in my room... although I was a little surprised there were no black men, just Wally and Ray on their knees sucking Chris and Kwan as they sat on the couch.
"How was your meeting with the Dean?" Chris asked as Wally was slowly sucking his dick,
"Great," I said, no longer fazed by walking into such sex acts, although it was weird seeing them pleasuring each other without any black guys, "the Dean and I are heading to Boston to meet with Walkerton Enterprises."
"No way," Kwan gasped, as he had his hand on top of Ray's head.
"Way to go," Chris said, waving his arm over and saying, "Come get a high five."
I walked over and got my high five.
"So, you guys regularly fuck each other now?" I asked.
"Well, this is just blow jobs," Chris said.
"Although I plan to fuck someone tonight," Kwan said. "I've taken so many loads today, it's time to drop one."
"I'll take that dick," Chris said.
"Me too," Wally added.
"Um, I'm the one sucking it," Ray pointed out.
"I'll fuck all three of you bitches," Kwan said, with a surprisingly strong sense of confidence.
"Me first," Ray said before he resumed sucking.
"Well, I need to give Desiree a call before going to bed," I said, feeling my dick oddly rising in my pants.
"You can stay and watch," Chris said, as he changed the station to sports highlights.
"Naaah, I need to call Desiree," I said, wanting to get out of there before they noticed the bulge in my dress pants.
"All right," Chris said, as Ray stood up, pulled down his sweats and sat right on Kwan's dick impaling himself.
"Fuuuuck," Ray moaned in a very feminine way.
I quickly headed to my bedroom and closed the door.
I adjusted my hard dick in my pants.
I was also definitely horny.
I figured since they were out there sucking and fucking each other I had time to grab my prostate toy, fuck myself and masturbate.
I got undressed, grabbed the lube, grabbed my prostate massager, grabbed my headphones and opened my laptop.
I found a hot video where a black girl is getting fucked by a white guy, plugged the headphones in and pressed play. I then lubed up my ass and the toy, turned it on and slid it in my asshole.
"Fuuuuuck," I moaned, as my cock pulsated at the sensation of sodomizing myself. I was fascinated with the body chemistry that allowed something going in your own ass to stimulate the penis.
I watched the girl sucking that cock imagining it was Desiree sucking mine. I slowly began to fuck my ass and ignore my dick. I wanted to enjoy this and I knew if I touched my dick I wouldn't last long. I enjoyed the slow buzzing inside my ass, a surreal sensation that caused intense pleasure throughout my entire body and sent waves of pleasure to my raging rod.
As I fucked myself, the vision of that big black cock popped into my head. Its thickness. It's hardness. Of it sliding into my mouth.
I shook my head and focused back on the black girl sucking that big white dick. "Oooooh, fuck," I moaned, fucking myself slowly as I suddenly wondered what it would be like to have someone fucking me.
I closed my eyes and imagined being fucked. I was in my own room and allowed my perverse twisted mind to just go where it went. The black cock that had been in my hand and mouth refused to leave my subconscious. Suddenly, it was penetrating my ass.
"Ooooh, yes, fuck me, fuck me with that big dick," I moaned, imagining being back at the Men's Club and being bent over and fucked. I knew it was so wrong, I knew I should push the perverted and unhealthy idea out of my head, yet thinking with the wrong head I just allowed the dark fantasy to take over.
It was a couple minutes later, as I fucked myself slowly with my eyes closed and headphones on allowing the fantasy I didn't know I had and had been disgusted by for weeks to consume me.
I moved from my side onto my back and continued fucking myself while spreading my legs enough to stroke my throbbing cock.
As I pumped and stroked simultaneously for just a few seconds, my eyes still closed, as I imagined that big black cock fucking me, I moaned, "Yeah, give me that big dick."
"Shit, that is so hot," I heard a voice say as I felt my bed move.
I opened my eyes and saw all my roommates and Jeremy watching me.
"Get out," I screamed, just as Chris moved to me and took my cock in his hand.
"Let me give you a hand with that," Chris offered, as he began stroking my dick.
I was mortified to be caught in such a compromising position, not to mention whatever they heard me say.
Yet, my balls were boiling and my prostate was continuing to really drive me wild.
During my indecision, Jeremy crawled onto the bed and took the prostate massager and began fucking me. "Let me help you with this."
"Ooooooh, fuck," I moaned, as he pumped my ass faster than I had been doing.
Wally moved behind Chris and slid his dick in him.
"Ooooh," Chris moaned, as he complimented, "God, Alex, you have a nice cock, that up curve would stimulate my prostate so fucking good."
Ray climbed on the bed, his dick now hovering over me as Kwan moved behind him and began fucking him.
"Jesus, Ray," I said, even as I was getting a hand job and being fucked as his dick dangled right over me.
"Sorry, but I promised Kwan he could finish fucking me," Ray defended.
"Not in my bedroom," I stressed, as the vibrating toy inside me suddenly changed pulsations and speeds. "Ooooooooh, fuck."
"Yeah, fuck him," Kwan encouraged, as he fucked Ray.
"Yeah, give him that cock," Wally encouraged, as Chris stroked my cock and rolled his finger over my sensitive cock head making me tremble.
"So much pre-cum," Chris said, as I could feel stickiness on my knob and realized that was my own pre-cum wetness.
"Oh God, hammer my hole," Ray moaned, "watching Alex like this is so fucking hot."
"Oh God, this is sooooo embarrassiiiiing," I moaned, the double pleasure leaving me a muddled mess and unable to do anything but allow my friends to give me pleasure.
"Just let go, Alex," Chris encouraged, softly, as he continued stroking my dick.
"Yeah, come for us, Alex, come hard," Jeremy ordered, as he really fucked my ass fast with the vibrating toy.
"Ooooh, God," I groaned, knowing I was about to come.
"Yeah, come Alex, give us all that juicy cum," Chris said.
"Don't stop, don't stop," I moaned, desperate to come and I closed my eyes and just let this happen.
"Yeah, come Alex," Kwan added.
Eyes closed, I just allowed pleasure to completely consume me and a dozen strokes and pumps later I grunted and shot my load, easily the most intense orgasm ever... even more intense than the amazing prostate orgasms from Desiree and her finger.
"Fuuuuuck," I grunted.
"Oh shit, that is so hot," Ray grunted. "Ream my asshole, Kwan, make me come."
"Yeah, I'm not going to last much longer either," Kwan groaned.
Again, I was paralyzed with an inability to move, but this time it was because I was utterly spent from coming.
There was some movement on the bed and Jeremy stopped pumping the toy in my asshole, although he left it lodged deep in me.
I wasn't sure what to do now as humiliation coursed through me as did the pleasure. So, I just lay there enjoying the afterglow of my orgasm and knowing the others were still fucking right around me.
A moment later Ray grunted and I felt warm cum spray on my face... again. I was aghast and also in awe of the warmth.
I didn't say anything as I didn't want to get some in my mouth.
"Oh yeah, body bukkake," Chris groaned, and I felt more cum spray on me... this time my chest.
"Oh yeah, coat his body," Jeremy encouraged.
I couldn't believe my friends were coming on me, I also couldn't believe while a part of me was mortified another part of me found it oddly exciting. My dick was still rock hard after coming as the toy continued its intense vibrations going through me.
"My turn," I heard Kwan say and a moment later I felt more warm cum spray all over my face.
"Oh yeah, coat him," Jeremy encouraged with a moan.
Wally groaned, "I just need another minute," he said, as I could still hear the sounds of fucking, he was either still in Chris or perhaps Jeremy.
Cum was all over my face, on my lips, as I remained stoic except for the odd tremble from the toy still buzzing intensely in my ass. I needed this to stop. The continual loads of cum being sprayed on me were humiliating as was the frustrating reality I was still hard. Yet, I did nothing.
Suddenly, I felt the toy resume being pumped into my ass and I inadvertently spread my legs wider and moaned.
"Oh yeah, he loves getting his sexy ass fucked," Kwan said, and I assumed from where his voice came from it was him fucking me.
"No more," I moaned, even though I did nothing more to stop my sodomy.
"You're rock hard, Alex," Chris said, "just relax and enjoy."
Before I knew it, I had a mouth wrapped around my dick and I let out a loud moan as I protested weakly, "Nooooooo."
"Too hot," Wally said and a moment later another load of cum was spewed on me... this time my chest.
"Oh yeah, cover him with cum," Jeremy encouraged, as I knew he was very close to me.
"Yeah, suck his cock, show him how great a cock sucker you are," Wally encouraged.
"Not as good as his tight ass," Kwan added, as the sensations of being sucked and fucked simultaneously had me completely helpless as the pleasure consumed me. This was so wrong, so fucking wrong, yet I could do nothing but allow it to happen.
"Oh yeah, fuck that ass," Jeremy encouraged, as I knew he was about to come on me too.
"And suck that cock," Ray added, as all my friends were either encouraging or involved in my sexual submission.
"Oh yeah, want this load, Alex?" Jeremy asked.
"Nooooo," I answered, meaning it although unable to do anything else but allow myself to be sucked, fucked and used as a cum target.
"Open your mouth," Jeremy ordered, as I felt him straddle my chest.
"No," I said, shaking my head.
"Don't deny it, Alex, you want this load, you need this load," he said.
My cock was raging from the sucking and sodomy and I was struggling to control my own desires, but while allowing all this to happen and even allowing myself to be their cum dump, I didn't want to cross that line of sucking or fucking, or swallowing cum.
"You want Chris to keep sucking you?" Jeremy asked.
"No, yes, oh fuck you guys," I babbled.
"Isn't he a great cock sucker?" Jeremy asked.
"Best I've ever had," I admitted out loud and then couldn't believe I said that.
"You can dump that load in his mouth," Jeremy said, "as soon as you swallow mine."
"No, I can't," I said, "that is going too far."
"Just take his load," Wally said, "become one of us."
"Noooo," I said, "I can't."
Yet, with Kwan kept pumping the toy deep into me and Chris kept deep throating my cock and doing something to create extra saliva which was indeed easily the best blow job I ever received, I inadvertently opened my mouth and instantly felt cum shoot inside it.
I closed just as quickly as more cum splattered all over my face.
"Oh yeah, take my load," Jeremy grunted, as excessive amounts of cum hit me. Jesus, this guy had a massive load.
And somehow, as I took another load, as I swallowed his salty and somewhat tasty cum, I grunted and shot my second load in just a few minutes down Chris's throat.
"Yeah, that's it," Jeremy encouraged, as he tapped my lips with his dick.
I kept my mouth closed, as my entire body shook from the intensity of multiple orgasms.
"Yeah, you're one of us now," Jeremy said, sounding proud of himself... apparently our earlier conversation was all a facade.
Dripping with cum, two loads extracted from me, Chris extracting every drop from me and Kwan still fucking my ass albeit slower now and an instant wave of shame cascaded through me.
I finally got the courage, unfortunately way too late, I demanded, "Out, every one of you out."
"Alex, this was...." Jeremy said as I pushed him off of me.
"I'm serious, every one of you get the fuck out of my room," I snapped, shame consuming me after what I just allowed to happen to me.
"Fine, fine," Jeremy said.
The others left too and once I heard my door close I wiped the cum from my eyes and opened them. I looked down at my chest to see so much cum all over me.
I was mortified.
Disgusted by my weakness.
Furious at my friends for taking advantage of me.
Then mad at myself as they likely would have stopped if I had told them to.
I sat up and felt the cum ooze down my body and my face.
For some reason, I grabbed my phone and used it to look at myself. Jesus, there was cum all over my face.
I looked like a complete faggot.
I found a towel on the floor and wiped the cum off my face and then my body. I felt so ashamed. So disgusted.
I grabbed a towel, went to the bathroom and had a twenty-minute shower washing the sin off of me.
I returned to my room and went to bed.
Yet, as I closed my eyes the vision that popped into my head was that same black cock.
Fuck.
Fuck.
Fuck.
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I woke up and heard, "Oh yeah, fuck me, fuck me with that big black dick," the black dick from last night suddenly popped back into my head.
"Fuck," I sighed. As I sat up, I wondered how I could ever face my friends. Yes, they took advantage of my humiliating situation, but I put myself in that said situation. Stranger was the fact that I allowed them to stroke my dick, fuck my ass with my prostate massager, come on me, suck my dick and make me come twice.
"Harder, dump that load in my ass," Wally begged urgently.
I sighed.
I didn't want to leave my room and bump into everyone after last night, I was both angry at them and myself, but I really had to take a piss.
I scurried to the bathroom and took a piss.
I then took a shower, returned to the bedroom and got dressed.
I went to the kitchen and had some cereal, no one any longer was getting fucked.



I was eating Shreddies when Wally walked out.
"Hey," he said.
"Hey," I replied.
I expected him to say more, to apologize, but instead he headed to the bathroom.
I finished eating, grabbed my bag and headed to class.
In a rare day, besides no text messages from the group, complete text silence, I also didn't see one freeuse act.
In the afternoon, classes done, I got a text from Desiree: Only a few days until you give me that big white cock.
God, I loved those words. Yet, an instant guilt cascaded through me at what I allowed to happen to me yesterday. I could have defended the black dick in my mouth, but allowing Chris to suck me was hard to justify as was allowing my friends to all come on me.
I replied, after a couple of minutes: I can't wait. It seems like an eternity.
She responded: I bought some new lingerie for the day.
My cock hardened at that promise. I was relieved to know yesterday's gay act hadn't changed my excitement about my hot black girlfriend.
Jeremy startled me. "Hey, Alex."
"Hey," I said, and although I was annoyed at him, I had a question that only he could answer. "Can I ask you a question?"
"Sure, anything."
"Do you feel any guilt about your many gay sex acts when you see or talk to your girlfriend?"
"I understand your predicament," he nodded. "For me, it's simple to separate the two."
"How?" I asked.
"Well, I have two sexual sides to me, each is completely separate and one actually compliments the other," he said.
"How so?"
"Well, my girlfriend gives me one side of sexuality and calmness I need. I love her, I love spending time with her and I see a life with her."
"But, does that not all blow up if and when she finds out?" I asked.
"If she loves me she will accept me for who I am," he said.
"But should she have known who you are before you got serious?" I questioned, really struggling with my guilt.
"I see your point," he nodded. "Very valid. My girlfriend has mentioned she has had sex with girls and I've supported that, so I think we are on similar moral ground."
"But she told you that," I pointed out, thinking I have the exact same situation.
"True, true," he nodded, "and I probably need to tell her the truth, but...."
"But what?"
"I just don't want to," he said. "I don't want anything to change, but your situation is much different than mine."
"How so?"
"You haven't really sucked cock, you haven't been fucked," he said, "you're not a freeuse cum dump."
"True," I said, oddly finding his words reassuring.
"All you did was get some help masturbating and fucking your prostate," he said.
"I guess," I said.
"Although your moans couldn't hide how much you loved that dick in your ass," Jeremy pointed out.
"Desiree fingered my ass when blowing me and it made me erupt so I bought a toy," I explained, unsure why I was telling him this even as I felt some shame at this blunt and true assessment.
"That's hot," he said.
"It shocked the shit out of me," I said.
"But you liked it?"
"Yeah, I came so hard both times," I admitted.
"Yeah, there is nothing like a prostate orgasm," he nodded knowingly.
"Especially when simultaneously getting a blow job," I said.
"Yeah, true, true," he nodded, "although a big fat black cock pulsating and dumping its load in it will almost always make me come."
"Yeah, not a line I'm interested in crossing," I said.
"I understand," he nodded. "I'm actually very impressed by your strength. I would have bet money you would have submitted by now."
"Why is that?"
"Not being critical at all, actually the opposite," he said, "almost everyone falls for those delicious, glorious black cocks."
"So I have noticed," I said, just as I got a text.
It was from my brother John: Hey, little buddy, Max and I are on campus today for a football training afternoon. We will be stopping by your dorm when we are done. Likely around 6.
I said, pointing to my phone, "My brothers are stopping by later today."
Jeremy said, "Cool."
"I need to make sure we don't have any freeuse happening when they arrive and no gay acts either," I stressed.
"Are they not freeuse too?" Jeremy asked.
"It sounds like they may be, but if that is true, I sure don't want to see it and I don't want to create any situation where I find out it is true."
"Fair enough."
"Plus, I don't want them to see all my roommates doing gay stuff," I added.
"Yeah, I understand," he nodded. "I'll talk to them."
"Thanks, I'm not sure I am able to properly talk to them after yesterday," I said.
"You did nothing wrong."
"I feel shame for all I did," I said.
"I understand," he nodded, "but you didn't really even cheat, you just got a hand with your self-sexual exploration."
"I guess."
"Don't make a big deal about this," Jeremy said. "This doesn't change who you are as a person at all."
"Yeah," I nodded, Jeremy actually making me feel better about myself.
"I'll chat with the guys," he said.
"Okay," I nodded.
Later that night, we were playing Call of Duty, not one mention of last night, when there was a knock on the door. Ray, who wasn't playing, got the door and my brothers walked in.
"Hey, guys, long time, no bully," Max joked, having been like a big brother to all my friends.
Everyone said hi to my brothers who placed beer on the kitchen counter.
"So, little bro, get over here," John said.
I got up and handed Ray my controller and walked over and he hugged me. Almost squeezing me to death.
Max hugged me next and asked, "So, how is it going here?"
"It's good," I said.
"Enjoying the freedom of college?" John asked.
"I miss mom's homemade cooking," I said.
"Yeah, cafeteria food just isn't the same," Max said.
"And you can only order out so much," I said.
"Exactly," Max agreed.
"On that note, we ordered pizza," John laughed.
"And we did order in some dessert too," John said.
"Nice."
We talked about school, their football season and playing Call of Duty when the pizza arrived. It was a fun day. Just hanging with my brothers and buddies like we used to. It was the most relaxing time I've had in a long time in the apartment. No mention of my sodomy and cum bath yesterday, no mention of free use, just a bunch of guys hanging and being guys.
Ray got a call and headed out, likely for dick, but he didn't say anything. I wondered if I could go most of the day without any gay or freeuse acts.
Max's phone buzzed and he said, "Good news. Dessert will be here in five minutes."
"Good. I'm starving," John said.
I was so full of pizza that there was no way I could fit dessert. I said as much. "No way I can possibly fit anything else in."
"Oh, there is always room for dessert," John said, this tone just slightly off.
"Yeah, I definitely have room for dessert," Max agreed.
"I know I have lots of room for dessert," Chris added.
It was then that I realized what they were talking about. I had hoped the blunt accusations about my brothers being freeuse were lies, but it seemed it was true... like all the other rumours I kept hearing.
So, I said, "Not you too."
"Not us too, what?" John asked.
"I don't even want to say it," I said, not wanting to make a ninety-nine percent assumption a hundred percent reality.
"He isn't freeuse," Chris said.
"You're not?" Max asked.
"Really?" John added, both with genuine looks of surprise.
"Yeah, why is that so surprising?" I asked.
"Everyone else here is, right?" Max asked for clarification.
"Yeah," the others all echoed in almost perfect unison.
"And you have resisted?" John asked.
"Yeah, why is that so surprising?" I questioned.
"I don't know," John said, "I just assumed you would be like the rest of us."
"The rest of us?" I asked, even though I knew what was about to be said, for some reason I needed to hear it.
"Yeah, both your brothers, your dad, your grandfathers, your roommates and pretty much every white boy and man in this community is freeuse for black dick," John bluntly said.
"Dad?" I asked, even though there had been rumours of that too.
"Yeah, he loves black dick," John said.
"Mom, too," Max added.
"Mom?" I echoed, these statements confirming what I was worried about and these truths gutted me to the core.
"Yeah, sorry, that probably wasn't for us to tell you," Max said.
"He is going to find out eventually," John said.
"I can't believe you have been able to resist," Max said, sounding impressed. "Good for you."
"Shit, yeah," John said, "I can't believe it either."
"Thanks, I guess," I said, flattered by what seemed like a compliment.
Then there was a knock at the door.
"Well, dessert is here," John said, "don't go anywhere we have more to talk about."
I sighed as John went to the door and in walked three black men.
"Nice to see you, John," a skinny black man said, as he put his hands on my brother's shoulders and I watched my muscular brother lower himself before a black man like I had seen so many others do.
"You too," my big brother said, as he was suddenly on his knees and pulling down his sweats.
"Max, I've missed this ass," a larger black guy said walking over to Max who was standing on the other side of the counter away from me.
"I've missed your dick," Max said, pulling down his pants revealing he wasn't wearing any underwear as this large black man moved behind him and pulled his pants down.
"Who is this?" the other black man asked as he positioned his dick at my brother's ass I glanced over and saw John was now sucking dick.
"My baby brother," Max answered.
"Nice," the black man said as he slid his dick in Max's ass.
"Yeaaaah, fuck I missed this big fat black dick," Max moaned, as he got filled up. He clarified my situation, "But he isn't freeuse."
"No way," the guy said, as he began pounding Max.
"Yeah, I'm surprised too," Max moaned, as he firmly put his hands on the table.
"Shit, he looks like a natural freeuse cum dump," the guy being blown by John said.
"Yeah, that ass is made for being fucked," the third black guy, now naked, said, as I looked and he was checking me out with a pretty damn large dick dangling between his legs that oddly made my mouth water a little. Fuck.
"Like brother, like brother," the guy slowly fucking Max's ass said.
"Not so," I said, even as I turned to see John bobbing on that dick aggressively.
"Nothing sadder than a white boi in denial," the guy said, as Kwan walked over and dropped to his knees.
"Can I take care of this big dick?" Kwan asked.
"Sure," the guy said and slapped my ass, "you see white boi that is what should happen. This disrespect is inexcusable."
"It isn't disrespect, it's just not who I am," I answered.
"Let him discover who he is on his own terms," Max moaned as the guy behind him started slamming into him hard... even as I felt my ass tingle with need.
"I've already discovered who I am," I clearly stated, even as I frustratingly felt my dick getting hard. Before the past couple of days, I had no sexual response to these sexual escapades.
"You all fall," the guy getting blown said. "I mean your two brothers are popular good-looking football players who literally called us up to fuck them in their brothers' dorm room."
"So?" I asked, although his words did make this all sound surreally perverse.
"So, you all fall," he said.
"Yeah, and that ass of his is really perfect," the guy now getting sucked by Kwan's eager mouth.
"That must be a familiar trait too," the guy John was sucking said, as he pulled his big dick out of John's mouth and guided John to be right beside me.
John placed his hands on the counter right beside me and said, "Alex there is absolutely nothing like getting fucked."
"He knows," Wally said, as he stroked his and Chris's dick as they watched my brother's got sodomized.
"Wally, don't," I glared at him.
"What? There is no shame in it," he said.
"Tell us, baby brother," John said, with a moan as the guy behind him slid in.
"I have never been fucked," I stressed.
"Not with a real cock," Wally added, as Chris knelt down and took Wally's dick in his mouth.
"Wally!" I repeated exasperated and embarrassed, even though my situation would be nowhere near as humiliating as what each of these guys had done and was having done to them right now.
"There is no shame here," John said, even as he got hammered from behind.
"Oh, it's shameful," I said. "As is this."
"Alex, don't you judge me or your brother," Max interjected while also getting fucked hard. "You are the outlier here. The Barkers' ancestors have been BBC fuck toys for decades, grandfather loves black dick, dad craves black dick and both your brothers will do anything for big hard juicy black cock."
"It's just...."
"No, you need to understand this is who you are... who we are, cum dumps for black dick, our family always has and our family always will," Max finished.
I wasn't sure what to say.
I wasn't sure what to do.
While I now know my brothers got fucked like everyone else, I assumed they would respect my decision to not be like them... but instead they let me know about our family's tainted past and were judging me for not being a cum dump.
"Oh fuck, Alex, black dick is just so fucking good," John moaned, putting his hand on mine.
"Alex, there is absolutely nothing else like giving yourself completely to a black dick," Max added, as he really was getting pounded.
"Come over here and kneel beside us and watch," the black guy who was fucking John ordered.
"Yeah, I don't think so," I said.
"I wasn't asking, white boy," he said, his tone dominant and a little scary.
"Just do it, Alex," John said, "you don't have to do anything. Just watch."
"Fine, whatever," I said, as I knelt to my knees beside my brother for some reason feeling compelled to obey and kind of curious to watch.
"Now watch your brother take this dick," the black man said, as his dick pumped in and out of my brother's asshole.
I did.
I had witnessed pretty closely quite a few blow jobs, but almost never had I seen a dick inside an asshole this close... never mind the reality it was my brother.
"Oh yeah, give me that dick," John moaned. "Show my brother how big a slut I am for black dick."
"Such a tight white ass," the guy said, as he continued fucking my brother.
I couldn't explain it, but watching the act was absolutely captivating. I couldn't take my eyes off the simplistic yet raw act. In and out. In and out. In and out.
The moans echoed through the room.
"Oh yeah, Alex, this is what the Barkers do, take black dick," Max said.
"Big hard black cock," John moaned.
"Throbbing, fat black dick," Max moaned, as I felt my cock raging hard as a rock in my pants.
"Oh God, fuuuuck," John groaned and I watched his dick shoot cum all over the side of the kitchen counter.
"Oh yeah, see what a black cock can do to a white dick," the guy said as he continued pounding my brother with a smug look.
"So much better than a pussy," John whimpered, sounding not like him at all.
"Oh yeah, I'll take a black dick over any pussy," Max added, as the guy continued hammering away and somehow not coming.
"Really?" I asked, hearing the words which somehow seemed more shocking than everything else I had witnessed. Both my brothers were ladies' men and had had some very hot girlfriends. While I was beginning to vaguely understand their need to be fucked, preferring being fucked over fucking a girl seemed crazy to me.
"Oh yeah, once you discover that feminine side of you there is no going back," Max moaned loudly.
"Alex likes a toy in his ass," Wally brought back the earlier conversation I had hoped had been forgotten.
"Actually, my girlfriend fingered my ass when giving me head and so I was curious what a toy would feel like," I explained, trying to make the gay act sound less gay as I defended myself.
"So, you are already preparing that man pussy for black dick," the guy still fucking John said, as he pulled out and ordered, "Open your mouth."
Instinctively and mindlessly, I obeyed, not even realizing what I was doing as this glorious big black cock shot his load right into my open mouth.
After a couple of massive wads filled my mouth, I realized what I was doing, and I closed my mouth as the last couple of wads of warm jizz landed on my face.
"Oh yeah, he's a future cum dump all right," the guy laughed as his dick was aimed right at me and a little more cum landed on my face. As I swallowed the salty semen my first thought was 'God this felt so right and I wanted more of this delicious taste'. Then disgust replaced those twisted thoughts as I thought to myself what I had just allowed to happen to me.
"Fuuuuuuck," Max bellowed, as I assumed he too came from getting fucked, although he was around the corner of the counter so I couldn't see it. "Fill me up."
"Oh yeah, this ass was made for dick," the black guy fucking Max said as he grunted and obviously was filling my brother's ass up.
"Shit," the third black guy groaned and I glanced over, still on my knees, to watch him pull out and nut all over Kwan's face. My first thought again disgusted me as I wished that was me getting that delicious creamy cum in my open mouth or all over my face the feeling of cum in my mouth and on my face making my cock ache in my suddenly way too restrictive pants.
Before I did anything I shouldn't, I got up and stormed off into my room.
My cock was aching, my ass was craving my toy, yet I ignored both perverted desires for a couple of reasons:
1. I needed to make a statement to myself that I could control my perverse cravings and that I wasn't gay.
2. I didn't want anyone walking in again and catching me... no matter how good the pleasure was last night.
Instead, I flipped open my laptop and tried to get some work done.
It didn't go well.
The aftertaste of cum lingered in my mouth making me crave more cum.
My dick refused to go down.
A few minutes later, Max knocked and then came into my room.
"Hey," he said, looking a little embarrassed.
"Hey."
"Look, I'm sorry for what I revealed," he said, "I mean, the truth of our family history was going to come out at some point, but this wasn't the time."
"It was a lot to take in," I said, and then laughed and joked, "although I imagine so are all those black dicks."
"Yeah, some are pretty massive," he said.
"Does our BBC history really go back decades?"
"Centuries," he corrected.
"Centuries?"
"Yeah, our family has always had a thing for black dick," he said, then added, "In fact our ancestors were part of the original group that began the freeuse society long ago, although, of course, the term didn't exist back then."
"That is crazy to think about," I said, trying to process this.
"Yeah, I understand, when we found out from Dad and Grandfather a couple of years ago we thought the same thing," Max said.
"Why did Dad or Grandfather not tell me?" I asked.
"That was the plan at Thanksgiving," he said. "You to be told the truth and likely join the family tradition."
"Oh."
"Yeah, when we found out we were then both spit-roasted by eight black men while Dad and Grandfather were the fluffers."
"Fluffers?" I asked.
"Yeah, they sucked cock, kept them hard before the dicks destroyed their sons and grandson's assholes," Max bluntly said.
"Oh," I said, this just continuing to get wilder and wilder.
"Yeah, well, I haven't been able to get enough dick ever since."
"I see," I said, unsure what else to say.
"I will let Dad know you know," he said.
"Okay," I said, trying to process this.
"So, we are good?"
"Yeah, we are good," I nodded.
"One question."



"Yeah."
"I know why you opened your mouth and swallowed some of that load, it was just instinct. You were not even thinking, you were just reacting," he said.
"Yeah, exactly," I nodded, that was my reasoning too.
"But why are you still wearing his cum?"
I moved my hand to my face and realized I was. "I completely forgot I was wearing it."
"Well, you look good with cum on you," he said, heading out to leave. "Like a real Barker."
I sighed, then I asked for some reason needing to know, "Did you come from getting ass fucked?"
"Yeah, sorry about the mess," he said, "I almost always come from getting blacked."
"So do many guys, I'm learning," I said.
"Prostate orgasms are amazing, but even more intense than a finger or toy is a real big cock," he added.
"Black cock?" I questioned.
"Any cock, but black cock is indeed the best," he said, and then left before I could ask about the fact he may also get fucked by white guys.
About an hour later, I finally left my room and found just Chris watching sports highlights. I didn't say anything, just grabbed a Coke Zero and returned to my room.
I called Desiree and we chatted for quite a while and she promised that Saturday we were going to fuck all day.
Yet, as I drifted off to sleep it was not her that popped into my head but a big juicy black cock.
Fuck.
THURSDAY OCTOBER 30 TH ... TEMPTATION
I got up and headed for breakfast realizing I was starving and could smell bacon. Everyone was up and also having breakfast. Oddly, Chris was naked except in black pantyhose making eggs and bacon. Standing around the counter were Ray and Wally also naked except for pantyhose. Ray in blue and Wally in red.
"Morning, Alex," Wally greeted, just as Chris put some bacon on the counter.
"Hey," I said, letting out a yawn.
"Come have some breakfast," Chris said.
"I am starving," I said, as I joined them. As I grabbed a plate, I asked, "What is the special occasion?"
"It's Kwan's birthday," Ray said.
"Oh, shit right," I said, thinking how could I possibly forget that? But in the chaos of the last couple of weeks, it hadn't remotely crossed my mind.
"Yeah, here are your pantyhose," Wally said, handing me a white pair.
"My pantyhose?" I asked, even as I took them with my free hand.
"Yeah, one of Kwan's birthday requests is that we wear pantyhose all day," Wally said.
"Oh," I said, one of the rules of birthdays was we do whatever the birthday boy wants... although that had been before the revelation of freeuse. In the past, it had been the birthday boy who picked the restaurant or the movie. Yet, I sensed this could get weird and uncomfortable and quick.
"Yeah, and everyone is back for supper at six," Chris asked.
"Okay," I nodded.
As we ate breakfast, me unsure what to say as I looked at my best friends in pantyhose, I asked, "Where is Kwan?"
"I imagine getting an early birthday present," Chris said.
"Yeah, he had some pretty big goals for today," Wally said.
"Oh," I said, but I didn't ask what the goals were... I assumed it would be a lot of black cock and perhaps another bukkake which was his perverted fetish.
Once breakfast was done, I showered and put the pantyhose on, Wally clarifying the rule that no underwear was allowed either. I put on jeans and a t-shirt that would cover the white hosiery and headed to classes. While I wouldn't admit it, I was excited to walk out and about in the soft silky pantyhose. As I did, I knew I would be doing this more often. It turned me on.
In class, for the first time, I saw a blow job happen during the lecture. A Chinese boy sucked a black student. He did it for over thirty minutes, neither of them making a sound. It was incredibly distracting and I couldn't help but glance over... often... missing part of the lecture... more than once I wondered what that big black cock would feel like in my mouth. The temptation was getting stronger each day and it confused me even more. I still knew I wasn't gay. I knew I didn't want to actually suck a cock. Alas, what was perverted and disgusting had become slowly intriguing and captivating.
When the guy did come, his legs shaking enough to alert me he was dumping his creamy load down the guy's mouth, the Chinese boy just got off of his knees and walked out of class.
The black guy allowed his dick to stay out for a couple of minutes allowing me to see his nice hard cock. He caught me looking and my cheeks went red. My mouth uncontrollably watering.
Fuck.
He thankfully put it away as my own hard dick twitched in my pantyhose.
When the lecture ended, the black guy walked over and said, "Cock sucker. Next Tuesday you will suck my dick in class."
Before I could respond and say no he walked away.
I sat there stunned.
For the first time, I understood why he would assume I was a cock sucker. No doubt about it I had stared at him getting blown and stared at his dick when it was sitting there erect in the afterglow of an eruption.
I waited a couple of minutes to process my confusing feelings and in hopes my dick would eventually go back to slumber... which it did.
At lunch, for the first time as well, I actually witnessed lesbian interracial sex in public. I was in the library looking for a book when I walked in on a pretty black girl who was leaning against a wall between two rows of books, one leg over a white girl's shoulder, with her hands on the brunette's head as the girl was on her knees licking her pussy. Of course, my dick instantly got hard as the black girl moaned her eyes closed, "That's it, bitch, eat my chocolate pie."
"Mmmmmm," the brunette moaned as she did just that.
"Yeah, not so high and mighty anymore, are you?"
"No," the white girl responded with her face buried in black pussy. God, I missed Desiree's pussy.
"Just another white bitch who will do anything for black pussy," the sexy black girl said and opened her eyes and looked up at me.
"Yes," the girl continued with one-word answers as she seemed to be focusing on the pussy before her.
The black girl said with a sudden glare, "Fuck off, cock sucker."
"I don't suck cock," I said rather robotically, as I continued to watch.
"Then just fuck off," she said, waving me away.
I turned and left and it wasn't even fifteen seconds later as I headed to the bathroom that I saw a white guy bent over a table getting fucked hard by a black older man right out in the open.
I scurried to the bathroom where I walked in on a white guy getting spit-roasted by two black students.
"Hey, white boi, this cum dump could use some help," said the one getting his dick sucked.
I quickly turned and walked out even though I really had to pee.
I scurried out of the somewhat usually safe place of the library and went to a deli where I used the washroom, ordered lunch and didn't see any freeuse situations finally.
I went to my afternoon class and was surprised to discover none of the guys were there. Not one. I wondered if they were doing something for Kwan's birthday without me. I was actually annoyed. Here I was wearing pantyhose under my clothes and I was being left out. Then it occurred to me that if they were doing something without me, I knew exactly what it would be. Oddly, while old me would have been relieved to not be invited to some gay or BBC orgy, now, for reasons I couldn't explain, I was annoyed.
Once class was done, I figured I better take notes for everyone, I was nothing if not a dedicated student, I was about to head back to the apartment, but the professor wanted to talk to me.
That ended up being a twenty-minute discussion as he had learned about my project and felt it may be able to be tied to his class. My possibilities for my project were indeed becoming endless.
I was leaving with an academic rush of adrenaline at the possibility when the professor asked, "Does the pantyhose mean you're freeuse now too?"
"Pardon?" I asked.
"I can see your white pantyhose or stockings or whatever they are between your pants and shoes," he pointed down.
"Oh, shit," I said, thinking why wouldn't I have worn socks to hide this.
"Is that a yes?" he asked, as I wondered if he wanted me to suck or get fucked by him or vice versa or was it about BBC. Nothing was what it seemed anymore.
"No, no," I said, even as my face went flush.
"You sure?" he asked. "I have a couple of pretty impressive BBC's arriving any minute now and I could use the help."
"Sorry, I got to go," I said, just as my phone rang. It was Desiree.
I hurried out, got in the fall fresh air and sat on a bench and chatted with her for almost thirty minutes. She was a little upset about a grade she received and I calmed her down. It was nice to have a genuine conversation that made me really feel like her boyfriend.
I then ended up in the education building as I really had to pee and wasn't going to make it home. In the bathroom, once again, was a freeuse situation. This time a large white guy was on his knees sucking a slim black guy. Unlike the last situation, they both ignored me as I went to a stall and pissed. I hurried out not in the mood for a conversation and finally ended up back at my apartment.
I walked in to see all four of my friends still in their pantyhose but otherwise sweaty and clearly well fucked. Ray had a couple loads at least of cum on his face. Wally had more than a couple loads all over him... his face and his chest. Kwan was bent over the couch and a black older man was fucking his ass as his pantyhose, which were nude-coloured, were pulled down and Chris was holding a cup and I could see cum leaking out of his asshole and staining his black pantyhose.
"Hey, you missed most of the action," Chris said, standing beside Kwan.
"Yeah, I went to class," I said oddly not finding walking into such a twisted situation strange anymore. Truth be told, it was what I was expecting.
"We planned to, but, well, Jeremy brought over a few black older men to help celebrate Kwan's birthday," Wally explained.
"A few?" Ray scoffed, "There were a dozen."
"But you just missed them," Chris said.
"I'm okay with that," I said, as the guy fucking Kwan suddenly pulled out and Chris knelt down and offered him the cup.
The old man pumped his dick and cum oozed out of it and drilled into the cup.
"Get out of your clothes, Alex," Kwan instructed while he pulled up his pantyhose.
"Um, I don't think so," I said.
"It's my birthday and we are spending the rest of the day here in just our pantyhose," Kwan said, as he looked down to see the old man finish coming in the large coffee cup.
"Fine," I sighed, although since it looked like the orgy was over it wouldn't be as bad. I slipped out of my clothes and Wally said, "Look, Alex is hard."
I hadn't realized I was... again. I shrugged, "I'm eighteen, I'm a guy, I'm always hard."
Kwan walked over and move his hand to my pantyhose-clad dick and said, while he gently rubbed it, "Today we play."
"I'll hang here, I'll watch, but I'm not sucking any dick or getting fucked," I bluntly said, even as I allowed him to slowly rub my dick, "even for your birthday."
"Fair enough," Kwan acknowledged, "but you will allow us to caress your nylon-clad dick, ass and legs."
"If I have to," I agreed, secretly finding this enjoyable, sensual and, oddly relaxing.
"And you will rub ours," he added.
"I guess," I agreed, as Wally pulled out a joint and lit it.
The old man left and I asked, "What is the cup for?"
"The goal is a full cup of cum for me," Kwan said, as he knelt down and slithered his tongue up and down my hard shaft.
"Hey," I protested, even though it felt nice... really nice.
"You just said no sucking or fucking," Kwan pointed out. "This is licking."
"I guess," I said, that technically true, plus it felt pretty good.
"A third full," Chris said.
"Need a lot more loads then," Ray said.
"Well, maybe you guys shouldn't have taken so many on your faces and in your assholes," Kwan said as he pressed his lips on my cock and did an odd sucking motion which felt both good and weird, just as Wally came behind me and rubbed my ass with one hand and offered me the joint with the other.
"You look hot in pantyhose," Wally said which I didn't respond to, because, seriously, what do you say do that?
I took the joint, I didn't do pot much, but I did find it relaxing when I did and great stress relief and this night was going to be super stressful. So, I took a hit. Well, three actually.
"And your dick is so perfectly framed," Kwan added, as he continued to bathe it with his tongue and lips over the pantyhose.
"Do you want any of the cum?" Ray asked, as he scooped some off his face and offered it to me.
"Yeah, that would be a hard no," I said and Ray offered it instead to Wally who willingly sucked it off his fingers.
"Like your hard cock," Kwan said, as both of Wally's hands squeezed and caressed my ass.
"This is fucking weird," I said, although I'd be lying if I wasn't enjoying it. I knew I shouldn't like this. I knew while it wasn't gay-gay it was gay.
"Just friends hanging out," Chris said as he put the coffee cup down.
"God, there is no better candy than cum," Ray said, as he scooped some more off his face and again offered it to me.
Instead, I took another hit. I was going to get pretty stoned today.
"Your loss," Wally said, again sucking the cum off Ray's fingers. It was then I noticed there was an abundance of cum in Ray's hair. I didn't say anything though.
"You are missing out on really delicious homemade protein," Ray said.
"Yeah," Kwan said from below me, "You need some protein man cum. It is all-natural."
"As is sucking big dick," Ray said.
"And getting hammered by fat cock," Chris joined in.
"As is eating as much cum as we can," Kwan said. "I mean we are going to live forever."
"Yeah, we are BBC cum vampires," Chris joked, as Wally's finger moved slowly up and down my ass crack which made me shiver slightly.
I laughed and yet joined the perverted innuendo, although I supposed it wasn't really innuendo but rather blunt gay talk, "Yeah, I'm sure it really fills you up."
"Enough loads can," Ray said.
"I've never found I've ever been full enough I couldn't take more," Chris said, as he rubbed his dick over his pantyhose.
"No such thing as too much cum," Kwan said, as his finger rubbed my cock head. "Mmmmm, some sweet pre-cum." He then moved his mouth to my cock head and sucked it through the sheer hosiery.
"Hey, that is sucking," I protested, although only verbally as I didn't remotely back away or push him away.
"As long as your pantyhose stays on it is all kosher," he said.
"Would a Jew think that?" I joked as I let out a moan from his ability to work my head over even through the thin sheer defence.
"Jews love dick too," Ray said.
As if serendipity of kink existed, Jeremy walked in at the exact moment and said, "Fuck yeah, Jews love dick."
I sighed.
Jeremy walked before me, saw me in the middle of the perversion sandwich and said, "Hey, Alex." I also noticed he too was only in pantyhose, his my favourite colour... mocha. I also noticed a big stain where his cock head was held firmly.
"Hey," I said, a little embarrassed to have him or anyone see me getting caressed from both ends and yet I continued to allow myself to be perversely molested.
"You missed the orgy," Jeremy said.
"I'm okay with that," I said.
"Although I still have one treat for you still coming, Kwan," he said.
"A second orgy?" Kwan asked.
"That can be arranged too," Jeremy said.
"Arrange it," Kwan said.
"Yeah, I want more dick in my ass," Chris said.
"I can't wait for more," Kwan said, as his tongue slithered up to my cock head.
Jeremy grabbed the coffee cup and said, "We are going to need a lot more loads to fill this up."
"It's early," Chris said.
"Well, you took a lot of BBC loads up your asshole," Jeremy said.
"Only four," Chris said.
"Let's milk this asshole and get those precious loads out and into this cup," Jeremy suggested.
"And we each have multiple loads left," Wally added.
"I think there is one just bubbling ready to nut right here," Kwan said, as he squeezed my balls and sucked on my cock head through the pantyhose. "Even some more pre-cum is oozing out."
Flustered, horny and embarrassed, I quickly excused myself to go to the bathroom as I needed to calm down. My cock was throbbing. Having Kwan's lips and tongue teasing my dick and Wally's hands caressing my ass had me feeling very turned on. On top of that, I could already feel the pot doing its thing. I knew I had to focus on control today. Thankfully, I didn't actually find any of my friend's dicks appealing... just the odd black one.
Fuck. The odd black one. What was becoming of me?
I took a few minutes, just allowing my dick to go into slumber before I returned to the front room.
When I did, I returned to an even more perverse sexual situation. Chris was on all fours in the middle of the living room and Jeremy and Ray were taking turns licking his asshole and retrieving the cum from his ass and putting it in the coffee cup. As they did it, using their tongues and fingers, Chris moaned like a girl.
If that wasn't perverted enough, Kwan was behind Jeremy probing his asshole with his fingers and tongue and Wally was replicating the same action on Ray's ass. Obviously, the previous orgy was more intense than I had even expected; every one of them getting loads dumped in their asses.
It did make me wonder... what would a cock coming in my ass feel like? Would it pulsate like the toy in my ass did? Would it feel good? Would it make me cum?
Fuck.
Fuck.
Fuck.
Control yourself.
I don't know why. Maybe it was the moaning of my friends. Maybe it was just the constant plethora of sex acts I witnessed that was becoming normalized. Maybe it was the pot mellowing me enough to find this arousing. Maybe it was the reality I missed Desiree and still had two more nights before I got to see her again. Maybe it was the pantyhose that made me feel sexy. Maybe it was the black dick from earlier today that still lingered in my head, maybe it was the taste of cum I seemed to be craving.
Regardless, as I watched my once straight friends eat asshole my dick hardened. For the record, I didn't want to eat anyone's ass, nor did I want to suck their dicks or any of that shit... but confusingly I was turned on.
"Oh yeah, someone fuck me," Chris moaned, after a couple of minutes of me watching the excessive ass eating.
"You want to, Alex?" Jeremy asked, looking over at me watching.
"No," I said, no more, no less. Just no.
"Your dick says otherwise," Jeremy said, pointing to my fully erect hard-on.
"Shit, some real progress," Kwan said, as he moved over and returned to my dick.
Ray and Wally even seemed to have that Cheshire Cat grin on their faces.
Jeremy staring at my dick said, "It seems our friend here is excited to watch sissies for BBC cum use all our slutty little fuck holes."
"Mine's not so little," Chris joked.
"Yeah, right now a fist could fit in this used pussy," Jeremy said and I watched as he tested his theory by moving his fist to Chris's gaped ass.
"Just slide that entire fist in my pussy, Jeremy," Chris encouraged with a little bit of a moan.
"And we better check on our sexy friend here," Ray said. "Make sure his dick is nice and hard."
"Yeah, we can't let this progress go to waste," Wally added.
"Oooooooh, fuuuuuck," Chris moaned high pitched as my eyes went wide when Jeremy's fist indeed disappeared inside Chris.
"Jesus," Kwan gasped, this obviously a new twist to the multitude of kink.
"That's crazy," Wally said, the fisting sodomy shifting the attention, thankfully, from my hard-on and to Chris getting anally fist fucked.



"You like this, slut?" Jeremy asked.
"Oh yeah," Chris said, in a surreal mixture of a gruff.
"Fist fuck his ass," Ray encouraged.
"Yeah, get all that cum out for me," Kwan added, as I pondered the only thing more disgusting than eating cum, ignoring my couple of buried moments of weakness, would be eating cum out of someone's shit hole. How, in any possible way, could that taste good? Or be sanitary?
Yet, my dick remained hard no matter how much I kept demanding it to calm down.
I couldn't explain it. I really didn't find this hot. I didn't want to eat ass. I didn't want to be any real part of this.
Yet... my dick thought differently.
Fuck.
It was just a couple of minutes of slow fisting before Jeremy pulled his hand out and wiped his fingers on the coffee cup.
Absolutely disgusting.
"Shit, that hole could fit two dicks," Wally said, as we all seemed to be staring at this massive open hole.
Jeremy went to the kitchen sink and washed his hands. At least I wasn't the only one thinking how unsanitary it was.
"Yeah, I've never seen your ass gaped that wide," Ray added.
"Yeah, he stretched me good," Chris said, still on all fours.
"Don't think we forgot about you, Alex," Jeremy said, as he dried his hands off.
"Today isn't about me, it's about Kwan," I pointed out. "It is his birthday," I reminded everyone.
Kwan said, "And my birthday wish is for you to play with us."
"I'm trying," I said, "but some of this is making me very uncomfortable."
Jeremy looked at my crotch area. He assessed, "He seems very comfortable to me."
"It's the nylons," I defended, hoping that was why my dick was hard. A variety of colours surrounded me and although they were on guys they were still sexually stimulating as was wearing them myself.
"Let's see if his cock is rock hard," Jeremy said, walking over to me and putting his hand on my, indeed, very hard rock cock. "Yeah, it seems hard, but I'm not sure. Ray, Wally can you come check and make sure."
"Yeah, sure," Ray said, although it was obviously hard.
"I wouldn't mind checking for myself," Wally added.
"Yeah, he has the biggest cock of all of us," Jeremy said, giving it a squeeze as I stood there flustered.
"Yeah, it looked pretty hard," Ray agreed, reaching me and giving it a squeeze. "Rock hard and big."
"Let me see," Wally said, kneeling before me and cupping my balls, which I strangely gave him better access to by opening my stance a little more.
"Guys, fine, okay, I'm hard, you all see it," I said, as Wally played with my balls and moved his mouth to suck on my cock head. Yet, I didn't move away, instead I allowed my friends to play with my aching dick and balls.
"This dick would feel so good in any of our asses, Alex," Ray said.
"Yeah, you are free to use any one of us anytime you want," Wally added as he pleased me weirdly.
"Mouth or ass," Chris added, still on his knees with Kwan now probing his asshole with his tongue.
"What do you think, Alex?" Jeremy asked, "Want to use any of your freeuse friends?"
My cock ached.
I needed to come.
The pot had my moral compass weakening, as did Wally's tongue, lips and hand.
Serendipity hit when there was a knock at the door. Jeremy went and opened it as Ray said, "Or are you ready to be a cock worshipping bottom for BBC?"
I felt my cock twitch at those words and Wally decided to announce my reaction, "His cock twitched. He likes the idea."
"No, your mouth on my dick made me twitch," I protested, which was at least partly true as Jeremy let in five black guys.
"Jesus," I gasped, as all immediately began to get undressed. A large bald guy laughed, "Jesus, what a room of white sissies."
"Come fill my asshole," Chris offered, somehow still on all fours and confirming the bald guy's assessment.
"Everyone take a cock," Kwan said, as he moved and dropped before a really muscular black guy.
Before I knew it, and perhaps just in time before I broke, all my friends and Jeremy, who was maybe my friend, all matched up with a black guy with a big black dick.
Kwan stressed, "Every load needs to go on or in Chris or in the cum cup."
"It's his birthday," Ray explained, as he fished out a cock.
"Aaaah, the cum cup," one guy nodded, apparently this not as unique as I assumed.
"Yeah, and it's only a third full," Wally said.
"We can get more dicks here," one guy said, as he walked over to Chris, his big black dick already hard.
"Bring every black cock you can," Kwan said hungrily, before he began sucking a black dick and my cock flinched with desperate desire. God, I wanted one of those dicks in my mouth. They looked so big... so juicy... so fucking majestic.
Before I knew it, I was standing there watching four friends suck four BBC and Chris take another dick in that well fucked ass.
While this used to gross me out now it excited me.
I could blame the pot, but I knew inside me something was changing. I didn't want to kiss any black guy. I didn't want to fuck any black guy nor did I want to get fucked. But, God, I wanted to suck a black cock. I wanted to taste their load. I wanted to stroke the magnificent member.
My head went back and forth like a pinball watching each friend suck dick like it was the most important thing they ever did. I watched and listened to Chris moan like a sissy bitch as he got hammered from behind, his hard dick dripping with pre-cum and swinging all over the place.
I watched Kwan deep throat ten inches.
Ray bob and stroke a nine-inch snake.
Wally lick and suck balls while stroking a smaller seven-inch cock but fat as fuck.
I watched Jeremy get face fucked and take the entire dick as the big black beautiful balls bounced off his chin.
My cock throbbed.
My mouth watered.
And when Kwan said, startling me out of my lustful BBC daze, "Come over here and help me, Alex."
I heard his words.
I pondered his order.
I didn't say no.
Instead, I felt myself walk the couple of feet, dropped to my knees and stare at the huge black dick.
"Isn't it a beautiful dick?" Kwan asked, stroking it right before my eyes.
"Yeah, yeah, it really is," I heard myself say as I stared at it with the same lust and awe I would a pair of tits, a pink pussy or legs and feet in nylons.
"You want to stroke it?" Kwan asked.
"I-I-I don't know," I stammered, feeling an invisible pull drawing me to the big black cock. I desperately wanted to stroke it. Yet, I resisted the magnetic pull.
"Stroke it, boi," the black owner of the impressive cock ordered.
Just three words... one order from a deep powerful voice and the owner of this ten-inch perfect dick and I felt compelled to obey and my resistance was shattered without even the weakest of protests. Instead, I felt a desperate desire to feel it in my hand.
So, I reached up and stroked it.
"Oh yeah, Alex, just feel that heavy dick in your hands," Kwan encouraged.
"So big," I said, absolutely in awe of this dick before me. I couldn't any longer resist the temptation that had been growing inside me slowly without me being able to keep it under control. The last two weeks a futile resistance it now seemed.
"Yeah, there is nothing like it," Kwan encouraged, as I was unable to break my gaze, I wasn't able to stop stroking this cock and I couldn't stop feeling my mouth water and my dick throb in my pantyhose.
"Suck it, white boi," the man ordered, after perhaps a minute of stroking the ten-inch black cock.
This was the moment.
This was the line I had resisted crossing.
Yeah, one had slid inside my mouth briefly, and I had cum shot in my mouth and on my face, but never of my own resolution or action.
Yet, sucking cock wasn't as gay as getting fucked.
This would be gay-light.
This would be me fitting in.
This would be me discovering a growing curiosity.
I tried to resist.
I tried so hard.
I stroked the hard member.
I stared at its majestic beauty.
I instinctively opened my mouth, leaned forward and took it between my lips.
"There you go," the guy said, as I began to slowly bob, surprised how natural it felt to both be on my knees and have a cock in my mouth.
A black cock.
A big hard ten-inch cock.
"Holy shit," Ray said sounding shocked.
"Yes, he's one of us now," Wally added sounding excited.
"Shit, yeah!" Jeremy said, sounding super excited by seeing me finally submit to a black dick like he assured me I would a couple of weeks ago.
His words and my friends' words should have brought me back to reality, pulled me away from the hard throbbing dick in my mouth, but I was too hungry, too far gone. I had to have this cock. I had to make him cum. It was all I could think about. It was all I wanted.
Fuck.
Fuck.
Fuck.
"Yeah, worship that big black cock, Alex," Kwan encouraged as I did just that, although I really didn't know what I was doing. The basic concept was simple enough, just bob. But, the difference between a basic and good blow job is in the technique.
"Oh God, your dick is so fucking big," Ray moaned, obviously he was now being sodomized.
"Oh yeah, give me that dick," Wally moaned, revealing he too was taking it in the back end.
"Yes, pound my asshole as I watch my friend suck his first dick," Jeremy added, letting everyone here know of my rookie status and his current situation.
"A newbie this late in October," the guy I was sucking on said, "pretty rare."
"Like finding a unicorn," someone else said.
"Or a bitch who will just let you nut on their face and not want to talk after," another said.
"Oh fuck, harder, fuck me harder," Chris begged in complete sounding rapture.
I listened to all the words and all the words of fucking as I tried to focus on sucking this cock... this black cock. I flicked my tongue a little as I pulled back off all but the cock head. I occasionally swirled my tongue around haphazardly.
"Suck my balls, white boi," the guy said, and I obeyed, sliding my tongue down his saliva-covered shaft and to his huge big black hairless balls.
"Make sure to suck each ball individually," Kwan instructed, as he moved his hand to caress my pantyhose-clad ass. "Get that big load hot and bubbling."
"I can't believe I'm doing this," I said before I searched and quickly found a ball and sucked it into my mouth gently.
"And yet, you are loving it, aren't you," Kwan said, a tone so knowing.
"Mmmmmm," I pathetically replied, as I sucked the ball. It felt so strange and weird and yet exciting too.
"Oh yeah, Alex," Kwan said, "suck those big black balls."
"Yes, hammer my hole," Chris moaned.
"Oh yeah, nothing better than getting fucked," Ray added.
"Especially by a big black dick," Wally added.
"Alex is learning the glory of black cock too," Kwan added, as he rubbed my ass which felt quite nice.
I didn't say anything.
The black guy asked, "You want this cock, boi?"
"Yes," I answered without hesitation as he pulled it away from my mouth.
"Tell me what you want," he ordered.
"I want to suck your cock and have you come in my mouth or on my face," I answered, shocked by my words and yet meaning it. I salivated with hunger; I had never wanted anything more in my life.
I knew it was pathetic.
I knew it was wrong.
Yet, it felt so right.
"Beg," the guy said, slapping my face with his hard stick.
I didn't hesitate in my response sounding as pathetic as I had thought each of my friends sounded like when they begged for dick or were fucked by dick. "Please, let me suck your big black cock in my sissy mouth. I want to be your cum slut. I want you to treat me like a sissy cock sucker. Please, give me that cock."
"Shit, that is so hot," Ray moaned.
"I knew he would break," Jeremy said.
"You all do," one of them said.
"I tried so hard to resist," I said as I waited for permission to suck this dick.
"You know once you become a BBC cock sucker it's only a matter of time before you are a two-hole fuck toy," the guy warned, as he traced his dick around my lips.
"That is a concern for another time," I said, having seen that reality with all my friends and knowing I enjoyed a finger and toy in my ass, yet I wasn't ready to take it in the ass. Sucking cock in my fogged lustful mind was okay, not really gay, but getting fucked was gay.
"Yeah, inevitable," he said, before he slid his cock in my mouth.
"Oh yeah, suck it, Alex, suck that cock," Kwan encouraged me as I bobbed, this time with more eagerness and confidence.
I wanted to be a good cock sucker.
I wanted to make him come.
I wanted his cum.
"Oh yeah, you are one us now, Alex," Wally said.
"I'm so fucking proud of you," Jeremy said, as if I had done something impressive... although I think taking over half his ten-inch cock in my mouth having never sucked a cock before qualified.
"Don't forget to breathe through your nose," Kwan said.
"Oh fuck, yes, come in my ass," Chris screamed.
"Remember, every load goes in his ass or on his back or in the cum cup," Kwan reminded.
"This one is deep in the fat fucks bowels," the guy I assumed was fucking Chris said, as I thought calling him fat wasn't really necessary.
"So goooooood," Chris moaned.
"Oh yeah, birthday boy, bring over that cup," someone said.
"Yes, sir," Kwan obeyed, slapping my ass as he left.
"Fuck, I'm going to come too," Wally moaned.
"Don't you fucking come until I get the cup," Kwan said, sounding annoyed.
"Then you better hurry, this dick is destroying my manhood," Wally whimpered as feminine as I had ever heard him.
"This load is going down your throat, sissy boi," the guy I was sucking said. I would hate to admit it, but I was happy to hear those words. I didn't want to share this load. I didn't want it wasted. I wanted his cum.
"Fuck me, fuck me, pound my hole," Jeremy whined like a bitch in heat.
"Hurry, Kwan," Wally begged with urgency.
"Here," Kwan said, a moment later.
"Fuuuuuuck," Wally grunted as I assumed he filled up the cup.
"Fuck it, I'll come on fat boy," someone said.
"Yes, everyone come on Chris," Kwan said, "I have a wicked idea."
"All right," another guy said.
"Ready, boi," the guy asked, although he didn't give me a chance to answer, as he placed both his hands on my head and began face fucking me.
Thankfully, he didn't try to shove all ten inches in and instead just took control of the blow job. He pumped his dick in between my lips and I focused on breathing and just allowing him to fuck my face, my cock still aching with need.
"Oh yeah, come on him," Kwan encouraged.
For the next couple of minutes, I was face fucked.
I heard people groan behind me; I heard some name-calling: I heard begging.
Suddenly, I felt his cock pulsate between my lips, heard him grunt, and his warm creamy load filled my mouth. "Take it all, sissy," the guy said.
I had no choice since he was pumping his cock in my mouth and his hands were still on my head.
"Shit, Alex, just swallowed his first load," Wally said.
"Yes, he is a cum dump like the rest of us," Jeremy said.
"Way to go, Alex," Chris complimented.
"Oh yeah, fuck, here comes my load," Ray groaned.
The dick pumped in and out of my mouth for another good minute before he pulled out and said, "Not bad for a first-timer."
"Thanks," I heard myself say.
"My turn," a voice said, as a fat smaller black cock was suddenly right before me. I looked up to see he was someone in my English class and realized there were more black dudes here. I have no idea when they showed up but there was black cock everywhere.
"You have some cute cock sucking lips," he said, as he offered me his cock.
"Uh, thanks," I said before I just opened my mouth and took another cock in it, even as the taste of cum lingered and made me want more.
"Oh yeah, he really is one of us," Jeremy said.
And I hated to admit... but maybe I was. I still had no interest in getting fucked, that was just too gay, but I knew there was no way I could go back to a time when I wasn't a cock sucker. Black cock was just too good.
I bobbed on this smaller cock that stretched my mouth a little wider but was excited to try and take all seven inches of black dick in my mouth.
"Yeah, just another white cock cum dump," a black guy said.
"Yeah, they all fall for black dick eventually," the guy I had in my mouth said.
And even though I told myself I would never fall for black dick, that I would never suck a black dick, here I was eagerly sucking my second in a row.
"Oh yeah, give me that cock," Kwan moaned, as it seemed he was finally getting anally blacked. I had to admit the moans coming from him, Chris and the others had me wondering what it would be like to be fucked in the ass... yet I just couldn't cross that line.
"Oh yeah, gag on my cock," the guy said, as he grabbed the back of my head and shoved all seven inches in my mouth and I gagged.
He held me firmly on his cock as I gagged until I finally stopped.
"White cum dumps got to be able to deep throat," the guy said, as he began fucking my face, his balls bouncing off my chin as his entire hard shaft filled my mouth.
"Practice makes perfect," Ray said, with a moan as it sounded like he was getting fucked again.
"He needs practice," the guy said, as I gagged a couple of times but eventually got used to being skull fucked. As weird as it sounds, I wanted to be a good cock sucker, a good cum dump. I was always determined to be the best at everything I did and there was no reason I wouldn't focus on being an amazing cock sucker... although for some reason cum dump turned me on.
"We will make sure he is an amazing cock sucker," Jeremy assured.
"Oh yeah, shit, fuck my asshole," Chris moaned.
This guy didn't last long before he pulled out and shot his load all over my face. "Let's baptize this bitch," he grunted, as wad after wad of cum hit me.
"Oh yes, give me all that cum," I moaned, not even noticing I was rubbing my dick at first.
"You want to be a cum dump?" Jeremy asked.
"Yes, I want to be a cum dump like you," I said, sounding so pathetic as the cock that just unloaded on me walked away and another cock replaced him. A big nine-inch monster.
Thus, continued thirty minutes of being on my knees and sucking cock... after cock... after cock.
Seven more cocks.
I extracted seven more loads.
Annoyingly, although I got to swallow the load of the third dick, the next six all came in the cum cup. I know it was pathetic and selfish, but I hated I did all the work to extract that delicious treat and yet didn't get the reward.
I was becoming addicted to both sucking cock and swallowing cum.
I was ashamed, but as the cock pumped his load into the now over half-full cup, I couldn't deny my lust for cum.
Finally getting off my knees, needing to stretch, I looked around and saw all three black guys pumping their dicks aimed at Chris's cum drenched back and ass.
I wanted to go over and help, suck at least one more delicious dick, swallow one more sweet creamy salty load.
Yet, I stood and watched.
My friends did too and after all three shot cannonballs of cum on Chris, they left.
"Well, how was that, Alex?" Kwan asked.
"I don't know what came over me," I said.
"Cum," Jeremy joked, as I did have a load on my face.
I laughed, "Yeah, but you know what I meant."
"I told you it was inevitable," Jeremy reminded me.
"I know," I said, suddenly feeling some shame.
"No time for regret," Kwan said, "it's time for cum shots."
"Cum shots?" I asked.
"Come over here," Kwan said, waving me over as he knelt beside Chris.
"Your knees must be killing you," I said, as he had been on all fours for over an hour, although there were now pillows under his knees.
"You guys only have a couple of minutes to get your cum shots," Chris said. "Alex is right, I'm getting pretty uncomfortable."



Everyone knelt on one side of him and I watched as Jeremy bent down and sucked up a massive amount of cum from Chris's ass cheeks.
"Oh," I said, realizing what a cum shot was.
I then watched as Wally, Ray and Kwan all took their turn getting a cum shot.
"Your turn," Kwan said.
"I don't know," I hesitated.
"Are you hungry for more cum?" Jeremy asked.
"Um, I...." I started, but stopped, I wasn't a good liar.
"Get over here and get your cum shot," Kwan said.
"Fine," I said, acting as if I was doing this reluctantly.
"Don't pretend you are not dying to get some more cum," Jeremy said.
"But I rather have it right from the source," I said.
"True that warm seed directly from the source is always better," Kwan agreed.
"But this is a good backup plan," Jeremy said, as I knelt in the only place open, behind Chris.
His entire ass was soaked with cum. His asshole was gaped huge and cum was leaking out of it.
"Eat my asshole, Alex, I need to feel your tongue in my asshole," Chris begged urgently.
"I can't do that," I said, although the big wad of cum leaking out of his asshole was very appealing.
"Do it, Alex," Jeremy added.
"Do it for me, Alex," Kwan said.
"I can't believe I'm doing this," I said, as I bent down and licked the big wad of cum dripping out of his ass. The unique, distinct, salty scent of ass enveloped me and for reasons I couldn't understand turned me on.
Before I knew it, I was probing his asshole for more cum.
"Oh yes, eat my asshole, Alex, that feels so good," Chris moaned.
"Tastes so good," I said, in a mesmerized addicted state. The exotic scent, the tangy taste and the nasty act all had me so turned on and just doing what came perversely natural.
"Fuck, this is so hot," Ray said.
"Oh yeah, Alex, eat that ass," Wally encouraged.
"I need to get this cum in the cum cup," Kwan said, and I opened my eyes to see him scooping the cum off Chris's back and ass with a butterknife and moving it to the cup. "Get that cum out of his ass, Alex. I want all that cum."
"Okay," I agreed, moving two fingers easily inside the huge gaped asshole and finding quite a bit of cum. How many loads were deposited in his ass?
I pulled it out and reached over to the cup.
Kwan brought it close enough for me to add the cum to the cup.
I did this a dozen times until I had extracted all the cum I could, enjoying the perverse kink of such a nasty act.
Once done, Kwan asked, as Chris finally stood up, "Have you come yet, Alex?"
"No," I said.
"This cup needs more loads," Kwan said.
"Looks pretty full," I said, as Jeremy moved to me and rubbed my dick through my pantyhose.
"Looks like you're ready to unload," he said.
I moaned.
"Let me help you out with that," he said, as he pulled my pantyhose down and before I had time to process or respond, Jeremy's mouth was wrapped around my dick.
"Jeremy, noooooo," I moaned, as he bobbed and easily took all six-plus-inches in his mouth.
"Just nut in his mouth," Kwan added.
"Oh God, I'm not going to last long," I moaned and shamefully said, after just a few seconds of being blown I was indeed about to nut.
"Pull out and fill the cup," Kwan said, but instead I grunted and shot my load into Jeremy's smooth magical mouth.
"Soooooorry," I apologized, not wanting to have this intense pleasure stopped.
"Now you owe me another load," Kwan said, as he pulled his pantyhose down, they were quite stained and ripped and again before I had time to react his dick was in my mouth.
My eyes went wide, but even as I kept unloading in Jeremy, I mindlessly just did what came naturally and sucked Kwan's small cock, easily able to deep throat it.
"Oh, yeah, suck my cock, Alex," he moaned.
"Oh, shit, he's sucking Kwan's dick," Chris gasped.
"Yeah, since he wasted that last load, he is going to suck all our dicks and extract all our loads," Kwan said.
"Nice, although his cum was quite delicious," Jeremy said.
"Yeah, I thought so too," Chris said, having swallowed my load too.
I should have protested. I should have stopped sucking. I should have at least said something.
Yet, I didn't.
I just kept sucking... while I thought it was just BBC that I was addicted to, it wasn't as simple as that. I felt a desire and need to obey. I felt a lust for more cock and more cum.
"Oh yeah, he is going to be our cum dump tonight," Ray said.
"No, our cum extractor" Kwan corrected, "that cup needs to be filled."
"I'll get it filled," Jeremy said.
"I want it right to the brim," Kwan said.
"All right," Jeremy said.
"Now show me how much you want my load, Alex," Kwan said, "apparently you get to swallow every load now."
"Mmmmmmm," I heard myself moan and sighed to myself at my own pathetic response. I just couldn't stop coming and hearing I could get four more loads my cock which had just begun to shrink came right back to life.
"Oh yeah, you want to be our cum dump, don't you?" Kwan asked, pulling his dick out of my mouth.
"Kwan, please, just let me suck you," I said, not wanting to say more.
"Tell us, tell us what you want, Alex," Kwan said, as I looked and all three of my other friends were rubbing their cocks through their pantyhose.
"Do you guys all want me to suck your dicks?" I asked.
"Yeah," Ray said.
"Hell, yeah," Chris nodded.
"I have for a long time," Wally added.
"And shoot your big loads in my mouth?" I asked.
"Unless you'll let me fuck that ass," Ray said.
"Yeah, we do," Ray said.
"No ass," I said, "but I want to suck every one of your cocks and swallow every load. Tonight only I am a complete cock sucking cum dump for all of you."
"Shit," Chris said, "I never thought this would happen."
"Come face fuck me, Chris," I said, "roughly use me like everyone uses that pussy of yours."
"Shit," Chris laughed at my wickedness, "all right."
He walked over, pulled the really stained pantyhose down and slid his dick in my mouth.
"Face fuck him," Wally encouraged.
"Yeah, this isn't one night only," Kwan said, "you are bottom bitch here. You will be our cock sucker whenever we tell you to."
"Mmmmmmmm," I responded, moaning like a sissy, as Chris face fucked me, his balls bouncing off my chin. Although I had just said this was a one-night-only thing, I knew that I couldn't resist these cocks, I knew I needed their cum and I knew that I simply couldn't say no. I was discovering just how submissive I was.
"Shit, he is taking it like a natural," Ray said, sounding impressed.
"God, I need dick too," Wally said.
"Come keep mine hard until it's my turn," Kwan said.
"Yes, birthday boy," Wally said.
"Oh yeah, Alex, you have a great mouth," Chris moaned, as he roughly face fucked me. The sensation of his balls hitting my chin added to the surreal submission and utter kink.
For a couple of minutes there wasn't any more talking, just the slobbering sounds as I got face fucked as well as the moans coming from Chris and Kwan.
"You want this load, Alex?" Chris asked.
"Mmmmmmmm," I responded since his dick was still pumping in and out of my mouth.
"Yeah, drop that load in our newest cock sucker," Ray encouraged.
"It's so great to have him finally just like us," Kwan added.
"Fuuuuck," Chris grunted and I felt his cock pulsate before his load filled my mouth and slid down my throat.
He kept pumping for another minute before he pulled out and said, looking down at me, "You are a natural, Alex."
"Thanks, I guess," I said, as I licked his cock head where a drip of cum remained.
"He's addicted to cum already," Kwan said, pulling out of Wally.
"I hate that that is true," I said, as he moved his dick to me.
"No, you don't," Kwan said. "You love it. You love cock. Say it. Say you want my cock. You want my cum. Say it."
"Fuck," I sighed, as I stroked his cock. "I love cock. I love cum. I want to be all your cock suckers. I want all your loads. I want to watch you all fuck each other."
"Shit," Wally said.
"Sounded just like you when you first fell," Ray said.
"Did I sound that desperate?" Wally asked, as Kwan snapped his fingers and I took his wordless action as an order.
I took his cock back in my mouth and sucked on it.
"Oh yeah, Alex, show me how much you love cock," Kwan said. "Worship me."
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, apparently my new go-to response when I had a mouthful of dick.
"Yeah, show me you're worthy of my load," Kwan said, a dominant side of him I didn't know existed. He was, I thought, the biggest cock sucker of the group and now, it seemed, it may be me.
"Fuck, this really is the shit," Wally said.
"I'm next," Ray said.
"Fuck that, I'm next," Wally argued.
As I slowly sucked Kwan's cock, stroking it as I did, while also using my tongue, I couldn't believe they were fighting over who got to get a blow job from me.
"Don't worry, he will blow you both," Kwan assured, "that is his new purpose here. Cock sucker. Cum dump. Isn't that right, Alex?"
He pulled his cock out of my mouth and I said, "You are loving this too much."
"What? The blow job or making you the apartment cum dump?" he asked, as I stroked his cock.
"Both," I said, as I licked his hard shaft.
"Yeah, so answer the question," he said, as I reached his balls.
"Yes," I said, but didn't say any more before I sucked a ball in my mouth.
"Yes, what?" he asked.
"Yes, I want to be the apartment cock sucker. I want to swallow every load. I want to be face fucked. I want to have my dick rubbed in my pantyhose," I listed off, my dick again desperate for attention.
"Shit," Wally said.
"I'm going to suck that cum right out of your cock," I said, looking at Wally.
"Jesus," Ray gasped.
"And you can face fuck me and then nut all over me," I added, feeling so completely slutty and horny. "I want to be a complete cock sucking faggot for every one of you. I need to be your sissy slave."
"Shit," both Wally and Ray said in unison, as I then focused on Kwan's balls.
"Is that what you guys wanted?" I asked, a minute later. Looking at them as I stroked Kwan's cock. "To turn me into your cock sucking cum dump?"
"Well, this is even better than we imagined," Ray said.
"Although we just want you to discover who you are and accept it wholeheartedly," Kwan said, as I slithered my tongue up his shaft.
"I can't believe how much I want cock," I said before I devoured Kwan's cock and now sucked it like it was my last meal.
"Yeah, this is all our purpose," Chris said. "To suck dick, to get fucked."
"And while black dick is our destiny," Kwan said, the word destiny I thought an odd choice as I deep throated his cock, "helping each other out is what friends do."
"Dump a load in his mouth," Wally encouraged. "I want to have Alex suck me."
"I want Alex to fuck me," Chris said.
"And I am going to face fuck those hot lips," Ray said.
As I listened to my friends seeing me as a piece of meat, I wondered if I would fuck Chris. Even after coming in Jeremy's mouth, my dick was still hard and I was going to want to come again.
"Shit, for a rookie cock sucker you caught on pretty quick," Kwan moaned, as I smoothly took his entire dick in my mouth.
"We are all natural cock suckers," Chris said. "It's just like walking and breathing, we just instinctively know how to suck cock."
And while Chris's words sounded ludicrous, as I sucked one of my best friend's cocks and had sucked a plethora of black dicks, and indeed the ability to suck came naturally. I instantly knew how to do a pretty good job and was determined to actually do some research to be an amazing cock sucker.
For a minute or two, there wasn't any more talking as I sucked Kwan before he pulled out and asked, "Do you want my load, Alex?"
"Yes, yes, I want that load so bad," I pathetically begged, on my knees and desperately wanting that load in my mouth or on my face.
"In your mouth or on your face?" he asked.
"In my mouth," I answered.
"Open wide," Kwan ordered.
I did.
"I want you to catch it all and not swallow," he instructed.
I nodded and opened as wide as I could, giving him a huge target to shoot in and Kwan moved his dick right to my opening.
He pumped for about thirty seconds before the first cannonball blast exploded out of his cock and directly in my open mouth.
"Yeah," Kwan asked.
"Oh yeah, fill him up," Chris encouraged.
"I'm next," Wally said.
"Let him saviour it first," Kwan said. "Alex, swish that creamy treat in your mouth."
I closed my mouth and did as instructed, allowing the gooey, salty cum to explore my entire mouth.
"Isn't it delicious?" Kwan asked.
"Mmmmmmmm," I responded, indeed savouring the taste in a way one couldn't when a cock came while pumping in and out or I was bobbing back and forth.
"Now swallow," Kean said, even as Wally moved his dick to me.
I did.
I then asked, "Can I move to the couch, my knees are getting sore."
"Sure," Wally said, as he moved to the couch and sat down.
I moved onto the couch, leaned onto my side and tried a new position.
First, I licked his fat cock head. He definitely had the fattest cock of my friends.
"Yeah, Alex, show me how much you want this cock," Wally said.
"I want to be your cock sucking cum dump buddy," I said, still bewildered by the words that kept coming out of my mouth and my uncontrollable need to talk so nasty and suck any cock offered me.
"We will make sure that is a regularity," Chris said, as I felt hands on my pantyhose ass.
"I'm serious," I heard myself say, "Any time any of you want to nut just walk into my room and shove your cock in my mouth or shove me to my knees and face fuck me."
"Jesus, I still can't believe this is a guy that said he would never suck cock and looked down on us," Ray said.
"I'm sorry," I said, as I swirled my tongue around Wally's cock head. "I tried to resist; I really did."
"And now?" Chris asked, as his hand went inside my pantyhose and to my asshole.
"Now I want to be the best cock sucker on campus," I heard myself say before taking Wally's cock in my mouth at a very different angle than being on my knees and not protesting a finger moving to my asshole.
"But you don't want to get fucked?" Chris asked, as his finger teased my anal entrance.
"No, I can't," I said, between slow bobs.
"But you have thought about it," he asked, as his finger penetrated me.
"Yessss," I moaned.
"Because you're curious what it would be like to get this pretty tight asshole fucked, don't you?" Chris continued, as his finger slowly pumped in and out of me.
"A little," I admitted, which was the truth. I wasn't obsessed with the idea, but it was a growing curiosity.
"So, you are okay with a finger or a toy?" Chris asked.
"Yes," I admitted, as his finger began to wiggle inside me.
"But no real cock?" he clarified.
"Correct," I said, before beginning to bob faster on Wally's dick, feeling the strange sensation of Chris trying to gape my insides.
"This ass was made for being fucked," Chris said.
"As this mouth was made to be used," Wally moaned, as I worked his dick over.
"And his dick was made to be sucked," Kwan said, as I felt his hands try to get to my dick but I was in an awkward position on my side to get a real good grip.
I didn't respond with words, but as I kept sucking Wally's dick, I moved my body slightly to give Kwan better access to my throbbing needy dick.
"You want me to suck your cock, Alex?" Kwan asked.
"You want me to finger bang your ass, Alex?" Chris asked.
"Yes," I replied, stopping sucking Wally's dick just long enough to answer.
"Yes, what?" Kwan asked.
"Damn it," I said frustratingly. "Yes, I want you to suck my cock while I suck Wally's and yes I want you to finger bang my ass or fuck me with any toy."
"Let's get in better positions," Kwan said.
"Just tell me what to do," I said, enjoying just being a mindless submissive plaything.
Chris pulled his finger out of my ass and he stood up as Kwan said, "Wally stand up for a second."
"Fine," he said, "but I want to nut in Alex soon."
"Yeah, yeah," Kwan waved off Wally's words and pointed to me, "Lay on your back."
I obeyed.
Kwan moved his hands to my pantyhose and pulled them down to my knees, but not off. He then stroked my cock and said, "Keep your legs up and turn your head to your side."
"Okay," I said, as I felt Kwan's mouth wrap around my cock and saw Wally kneel down and slide his cock in between my lips.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned at both the cock in my mouth as Wally began to slowly face fuck me and Kwan's experienced mouth on my dick.
"Oh yeah, he is so submissive," Ray said.
"Yeah, he is just like the rest of us," Chris said, as I felt him sit down beside me. "So, this isn't a toy, but I think you will like it."
I couldn't ask what it was and my worry that it was his cock was short-lived as something chilled poked my asshole. A moment later I was being spit-roasted in the strangest way ever... on my back... a cock face fucking me... while getting sucked... while what I sensed was a cucumber slid and spread my asshole.
"Ooooooooh," I moaned, as the vegetable filled me and spread my asshole wider than I had ever experienced... a slight pain while still a pleasurable sensation.
"Shit, I want in on this," Ray said.
"Stand on the couch and fuck his stocking feet," Chris suggested.
A moment later I felt my feet pushed together and my knees bent and suddenly my feet were being used as a fuck toy. It was surreal. I was pleasing two cocks at once, while being pleased myself and sodomized. This was, without a doubt, kinkier than any porn movie I had ever watched.
Then for two or three minutes there was just each person doing the task at hand or mouth or dick.
Kwan sucked me, but so slowly, using his tongue and doing more teasing than pleasing.
Chris slowly pumped the cucumber at least I assumed it was a cucumber, in and out of my asshole. The pain faded completely while the pleasure and rubbing of my prostate had me burning in need.
Wally slowly fucked my face and I lay there just a vessel for his pleasure while I was also a vessel of pleasure for Ray who was pumping his dick between my soles at a relatively fast pace.
"Come in his mouth so I can," Ray said.
"I'm getting close," Wally said.
"Then stop making love to his mouth and face fuck the bitch," Ray ordered.
"All right, all right," Wally said, as he sped up his approach and began fucking my face faster.
I moaned letting him know I liked this treatment.
"See, he loves being used as our cum dump fuck toy," Ray said.
"Well, not a fuck toy," Chris said.
"Not yet," Wally groaned, as I sensed his eruption was close.
"Soon," Ray said.
A minute later, as Kwan quit sucking and just swirled with tongue in a smooth rotation around my mushroom head, Wally grunted and shot his load in my mouth. The position was awkward and I coughed a little and Wally pulled out and shot the rest of his load on my face.
"Stop teasing me, Kwan," I moaned, as I leaned up a little to swallow what was in my mouth.
"This cock is mine to play with as I wish," he said, deep throating me and pulling back off.
"Ooooooooh," I moaned. "And are you fucking my asshole with a cucumber?"
"Maybe," Chris smiled.
"Then fuck me faster," I said, "I want to nut all over Kwan's face or in his mouth from being ass fucked like a cheap slut from being sodomized by a cucumber."
"While I face fuck you," Ray said, moving away from my feet, straddling my chest and offering me his cock.
"Oh, this could be interesting," I said, as he slid his dick into my open mouth.
Then things got intense.
Ray roughly face fucked me at a crazy angle that had his balls bouncing off my chin while Chris was pumping the hard fake dick furiously in my ass and Kwan was now bobbing away on my dick.



"You fucking assholes," I heard Jeremy say.
"Did you get my cum cup full?" Kwan asked, stopping sucking me as my entire body burned.
"To the brim," Jeremy said.
"Good, I'll down that once Alex nuts in my mouth," Kwan said, returning to sucking me.
"I still can't believe you fuckers would use Alex like that without me," Jeremy whined.
"You can have your go with him once I'm done," Ray said, as he worked my mouth good.
Then the wicked foursome, where I was the center of it, continued.
The prostate cucumber fuck had me moving my ass up and down and I inadvertently began fucking Kwan's mouth. About a minute later, I moaned and exploded an intense orgasm into Kwan's eager mouth.
"Shit, so hot," Jeremy said as he obviously was watching me get used.
"And you started Alex's submissive journey," Chris pointed out, still pumping my ass.
"I guess that is true," he laughed as Kwan kept sucking my dick even after I finished coming.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, fuuuuuck," Ray grunted and I received yet another load of warm cum. In this position, the load smoothly slid down my throat.
Suddenly there was a knock at the door.
"I'll get it," Jeremy said.
As Ray slowed down his assault on my mouth, and Kwan nursed my dick, Chris stopped fucking my ass but didn't pull the cucumber out.
"I'm here to give Kwan this cum cup from the frat house," a voice said.
"Shit, that is awesome," Kwan said, lifting his mouth off my dick.
"Yeah, the guys love you and we did a complete circle jerk to fill it up," the voice said.
"That is so nice," Kwan said.
"Yeah, I've never seen them do that before for a white boi," the voice said.
"I'm flattered," Kwan said.
"Oh shit, that white boi is...." The voice said and then stopped.
"He is the apartment cum dump," Kwan said.
"Nice," the guy said, as Ray pulled out of me.
I lay there now on the couch by myself as Chris stood up.
I didn't move.
I didn't want to see this guy's face who was seeing me in the most compromising situation I could imagine.
"Well, enjoy," the voice said.
"Oh, I will," Kwan said.
The door closed and I slowly sat up pulling the cucumber out of my ass.
"Alex, come here."
I pulled my pantyhose up and waddled, my ass feeling so gaped, to the counter.
"I got a treat for you," he said, as I tossed the used cucumber in the sink.
"I think I'm done for the night," I said, now exhausted.
"Here," he said, handing me the original cum cup.
"You can't be serious?"
"Dead serious," he said, as I took the cup.
He grabbed the other one as I stared at the completely filled-up cup of cum... so many guy's loads all mixed together. It should have seemed disgusting and yet I was intrigued.
"On three, we both down the entire cup," Kwan said.
"I... don't... know," I hesitated.
"On fucking three," Kwan said. "One, two, three."
On three I lifted the cup to my mouth and began downing the excessive cup of cum. The gooey salty mixed loads of so many guys filled my mouth and glided down my throat as the other guys chanted, "Chug, chug, chug!"
The chant somehow gave me a rush of adrenaline and I continued chugging the cum like it was a beer.
Once I had finished the cup, I slammed it on the table and declared, "Done."
"Fuck, that was wild," Jeremy said, as I looked and saw Kwan still drinking.
"I can't believe I just did that," I said.
"And now you need to wash it down with one more load," Jeremy suggested
"Just tell me what to do and I will do it," I said, then added, "I mean orally."
"Shit, so hot," he said, "just drop to your knees and worship."
"Yes, sir," I obeyed, willingly dropping to my knees and taking his cock in my mouth after pulling his ripped pantyhose down enough to unleash it from its silky prison.
"The rest of you, let's fuck," Kwan said.
"All right," Chris said, and the moans of fucking followed.
Ten minutes later, after I extracted one last load from Jeremy, I stood up and saw Chris pounding Kwan and Wally fucking Ray.
I watched for a couple of minutes before I headed to the bathroom and after getting off my soiled pantyhose I jumped in the shower.
As the hot water washed over me, I pondered all that just happened... why couldn't I resist?
Why did I say all the things I said?
Why did I do all the things I did?
Why was I getting hard as I thought about all the cocks I sucked, all the loads I took?
Fuck.
Fuck.
Fuck.
Shit was getting real.
FRIDAY OCTOBER 31 ST ... THE FINAL FALL
Everything was different now.
I was a freeuse cocksucker for BBC.
I had resisted, barely, being a two-hole freeuse sissy for BBC, yet I knew that temptation would only grow like the desire to suck BBC.
I also knew I still was crazy about Desiree. I now understood how Jeremy could have two separate sexual lives. What I couldn't understand is how he didn't feel overwhelming guilt. I would be seeing Desiree tomorrow and I wasn't sure how I would keep this secret.
I walked past two black guys on the way to class and my mouth watered.
I sat in class and looked around to the many black students and wondered how big each was. I looked at the non-black students and wondered if they all sucked BBC, if they took it in the ass.
My cock hardened in my pantyhose, which I choose to wear again, as I pondered this. I tried to focus on the lecture, but I struggled.
After all the black cock I sucked yesterday, I still wanted more.
I now understood each of my friend's inability to say no. I understood their constant cravings. I still wasn't sure I understood their desire to play with each other, even though I had a lot of fun yesterday. Gay sex was a different beast completely; so wild, raw, intense and freeing... and shameful.
The class done, my hunger for BBC constant, I went to the bathroom I recalled being a special go-to place for black dick.
I walked there, my cock hard, my mouth watering. I needed cock... black cock. I needed it now.
Now that I had accepted the concept of freeuse, I was shocked that I didn't see one act the entire morning before I reached the bathroom.
I paused in front of it.
Was I really going into a bathroom with the sole purpose of sucking cock?
What was becoming of me?
Fuck.
Fuck.
Fuck.
Yet, even as I pondered these thoughts, like all the other white bois, like all the other cock suckers, like all the cum craving sissies, I couldn't control myself and walked into the bathroom.
I was expecting to find a wild orgy, a plethora of white guys sucking dick or getting fucked, instead, I just found three black students all on their phones.
"About fucking time," a short chubby black guy said. "I hope you can multi-task."
"Yeah, we are all in a hurry and need to drop a load," a tall guy said.
"I'll try," I said, and then informed them so they wouldn't try fucking me and perhaps also show some patience, "but I only suck cock and just started my freeuse journey yesterday."
"Then you better be able to stroke two, suck one," the chubby guy said, as he put his hands on my shoulders and somewhat roughly pushed me to the floor.
On my knees, I moved my hands to his shorts and pulled them down and saw a semi-flaccid black dick. "What a nice cock."
"Suck it, white boi," he said, as I opened my mouth and took it between my lips. Every other cock I had sucked was already hard, so it was unique and new to feel a soft cock in my mouth. It was also exciting to feel it slowly harden inside me. The power of a cock sucker to turn a flaccid cock into a hard hammer.
I felt both my arms being lifted up and cocks placed in my hands. Suddenly, I was stroking two semi-erect cocks while sucking one. Then for the next couple of minutes, I rotated back and forth between sucking one dick, jerking off two.
It was exhilarating.
I felt so liberated.
My cock ached.
I felt like a porn slut.
I wanted to be a porn slut.
I wanted to make each of these three cocks cum.
On my face.
In my mouth.
"Oh yeah, this boy is just discovering his cock lust," one of them said, as I smoothly moved between dicks while equally smoothly making sure to continue stroking the other two now big hard cocks. The description of cock lust was perhaps the most accurate of all the different things that had been directed at me since I crossed the line and sucked that first juicy black yesterday.
"Mmmmmmm," I moaned on the eight-inch cock in my mouth. Now hard, all three were give-or-take eight inches long.
"Yeah, it's only a matter of time before you're taking BBC in that tight white ass of yours," one of the two I was stroking said.
I almost let a moan, but controlled it. The thought of one of these cocks sliding inside my ass popped into my head. The reality was the cucumber ass fucking yesterday had been incredibly exciting and the thought of what a real cock would feel in my ass pounding me hard and fucking me like a bitch was pretty damn exciting.
"Yeah, hard to believe there are still just freeuse cock suckers around," the guy I was sucking said.
I switched to the next cock and while they talked for two or three minutes, I sucked and stroked, rotating all three cocks in my mouth... the multi-tasking cock sucking actually quite exciting. I couldn't explain it but I wanted every black cock to myself. Watching all those cocks I sucked and worked over shoot their creamy load in a cum cup was mentally deflating even though my cock stayed rock hard throughout the entire multi-cock marathon.
This time though all three loads were mine... all mine.
"Shit, he really wants these loads," one said.
"He's about to get mine," the guy I was bobbing on said which made my cock twitch and I sped up my hungry cock sucking approach. "Oh yeah, he wants this load. Don't stop, faggot. Work for this nut."
I bobbed like a bitch in heat while trying to keep stroking both big black cocks and moaning as I did.
"Oh yeah, oh yeah, fucking faggot," he grunted and I sucked all that nut out of his big black balls and felt the sweet creamy treat glide down my throat.
As soon as he was done, he pulled back and I devoured the second throbbing dick.
"Shit, we may have to bring him back to the apartment for poker night on Monday," the one I was now sucking said.
"Yeah, been a while since we had a new cum dump," another said.
"Are you wearing pantyhose?" another asked suddenly.
"Don't answer that yet, sissy bitch," the guy I was sucking said as he grabbed my head and began face fucking me before dumping his load in my mouth a dozen or so strokes later.
I again swallowed the big load, a massive rush of adrenaline going down my spine and sending pulses of pleasure directly to my hard dick.
When he pulled out, I turned to the last remaining cock just as it shot a massive cum wad out and directly onto my face. I opened wide to catch as much of the cum as I could. Some landed on my face, on my black hoodie and some in my open mouth.
"Take it all, slut," the guy grunted as he coated me with his warm jizz. I found both swallowing a load and taking one on my face equally exhilarating. Suddenly, being called a faggot, a cock sucker, a slut, a sissy and more turned me on. Pathetic, yes. The truth, yes. Each name made my dick throb. Each name had me falling more and more into the twisted abyss of freeuse cum dump.
Once done, the first guy asked, "Why are you wearing pantyhose?"
"They feel nice," I said after swallowing the cum I had caught in my mouth.
"Give me your phone," he said.
I pulled it out of my pocket and handed it to him.
"Log in," he said.
I did.
He took a picture of me with cum on my face and then did something.
I remained on my knees as some cum oozed down my forehead.
"You will be at our apartment on Monday at 7 o'clock, is that understood?"
"Yes," I nodded, the idea of being the poker night cum dump oddly appealing, even though I had no real idea what that would all entail.
"Dress as a girl," he said.
"In pantyhose?" I asked.
"A wig, make-up, a dress," he listed off, "you are going to be the poker sissy slut."
"Okay," I nodded, the idea kind of exciting, even though the idea of make-up was going to be awkward.
"Good," he said, as he handed me my phone and the three of them left.
I got up and looked at my phone. He had sent the pic to himself and put his name in as Master Bruce.
I walked to the mirror and stared at myself coated with cum.
I shook my head as I scooped the couple big wads from my forehead and cheek and put them in my mouth. God, I loved cum.
I washed my face quickly and hurried out of the bathroom suddenly overwhelmed with shame.
What did I just do?
Why did I have to suck those dicks?
Why did I crave those loads?
Why was I already looking forward to Monday?
Fuck.
I went to my next class and then after lunch to the library to work on my project.
Strangely, now that I was freeuse I didn't see any. No one walked over to me and ordered me to suck them.
I got a text around 4:30 from Jeremy that said: All costumes are here.
We agreed late last night when I came out after the shower, and I was exhausted from sucking all those black cocks, sucking every one of my friends and multiple orgasms that we would all wear whatever Jeremy choose for us before we went out for Halloween.
I could only imagine what he had in mind.
Kwan texted: By the way we got invited to the BBC frat party tonight.
Chris: Fuck yeah.
Wally: Shit, I can't wait.
Jeremy: We are going to take so much BBC tonight!!!
I didn't respond as mixed emotions swarmed inside of me like a tornado.
Excitement: Unlimited black cock.
Fear: Unlimited black cock.
Hunger: Unlimited black cum.
Trepidation: Could I control myself?
Insecurity: What was I becoming?
As all these feelings swarmed through me my dick hardened and my mouth watered.
I already knew what was going to happen.
I was going to go to this frat house.
I was going to suck every black cock offered to me.
I was going to swallow every load of creamy delicious cum a guy was willing to shoot in my mouth.
I was going to beg for more big hard black cocks to fuck my face.
I was going to wear every load shot on me with pride.
"Hey, need a load?" a guy said as I pondered what to write in the text group.
"What? Oh hey, yeah sure," I said, looking up at a tall black guy who had to be a basketball player, although that season hadn't yet started.
He pulled out his dick and my eyes went wide as he wanted me to suck him here in the library. Yes, I was in a semi-secluded location but this was much more scary than in a rather private bathroom. Yet, my hunger took control as I leaned forward with surprisingly no outer shame even as my head yelled 'what the fuck are you doing?' And took the eight-inch dick in my mouth.
"Oh yeah, suck it, bitch," the guy groaned as I began bobbing.
After three or four minutes he pulled back and said, as I saw two white girls were now watching, making my cheeks instantly go red, "Beg for my cum, bitch."
Shame washed over me, yet lust and craving for cum consumed me and I ignored the shame and the two pairs of eyes watching in complete amusement, "Please nut in my mouth or on my face."
"Fuck, what a faggot," one said, as the guy pumped his dick aimed right at me.
"I think it's kind of hot," the other said.
"There is nothing like being a cum slut for black dick," I heard myself say with a surreal amount of pride just as he unloaded on my face.
"Shit, disgusting," one girl said.
"Fucking hot," the other said.
"Take it all, cum dump," he said, as I caught as much of his salty seed as I could, but a lot missed the open target.
Once done, he said, as I swallowed what little I had caught, "Thanks, cum dump."
"No, thank you for that delicious load," I replied, again so pathetic and yet what I was feeling.
"Any time," he laughed and then walked away.
"Do you suck every black cock?" the one girl who wasn't disgusted asked.
"As of yesterday, it seems so," I admitted.
"That's sick," the blonde said.
"I don't know, there is something hot about a guy who is comfortable with his sexuality."
"It's called being gay."
"I'm not gay," I clarified. "I just suck dick as well."
"That is gay."
"That is bisexual," the brunette said. "No different than when you eat my pussy."
"Carol!"
The brunette hopped on the table I was working at, lifted up her skirt and ordered, "Come eat me now."
"Carol, I...."
Carol laughed and said, "I'm just kidding," before she scooped some cum off my face and placed it in her mouth. "Mmmmmm."
"I'm going to kill you," the blonde said, as red-faced as me.
"No, we are going back to the sorority and I'm going to sit on your pretty face," Carol said. "Nice meeting you," she then said to me before she too walked away.
The blonde didn't say anything but followed behind the cute brunette.
Now suddenly alone, I realized that was almost as wild as what I just did.
I looked and saw a couple of wads on my black hoodie and scooped them off and ate them to hide the evidence before I simply rubbed the rest of the cum on my face. It felt strangely relaxing.
I texted: Sorry, had to take a load in the library while two girls watched. On my way.
After I clicked send, I shook my head. I was now texting my slutty cock sucking cum extracting acts. Jesus.
Jeremy: Nice, cum dump.
Wally: I bet that's not the only load you have taken today.
For some reason, I wanted to impress them and replied: Nope, my fourth.
Jeremy: Such a natural cum dump.
I replied, as I started walking to the apartment: Takes one to know one.
Jeremy replied: You know it.
I got back to the apartment and saw that everyone was already in their costumes.
Wally was in a schoolgirl's outfit with a blonde wig and white thigh high stockings.
Ray was in a Hooters outfit with the same dark mocha-coloured pantyhose and huge fake tits. A colour that always turned me on the most.
Kwan was in a nurse's outfit with white pantyhose.
Chris was dressed, also with toys somehow, in a Mrs. Incredibles costume and red pantyhose.
I joked, "Nice tits."
"Thanks," Ray nodded, cupping his big fake tits.
"Your costume is in your room," Chris said.
"Do I even want to know what it is?" I asked, both curious and terrified to see what Jeremy thought I should wear but assuming after seeing my four friends in drag it would be feminine... very, very feminine.
"You are going to be very popular tonight I sense," Kwan said.
"I imagine we are all going to be very popular," I laughed slightly awkwardly.
"Go put your costume on," Chris said.
"All right," I nodded, just as my phone rang. It was Desiree. "I got to answer this first."
I went into my room and greeted, "Hey, beautiful."
"I miss you," she said.
"I miss you too," I replied back, which was true, even if my perverted gay sexual acts may have portrayed otherwise.
"I miss your dick too," she purred.
"I miss everything about you," I countered, trying to be suave and not all about sex, as I leaned against the wall.
"What do you miss the most?" she asked coyly.
"I plead the fifth," I said.
"Is it my tits?"
"I do miss those."
"My legs and feet in nylons?"
"I really miss those."
"My wet pussy?"
"I definitely am looking forward to reacquainting myself with her," I said, my cock hard. I was thankful that I got just as excited thinking about Desiree as I did black dick.



"And maybe you will plug that white cock up my virgin ass," she added, making my cock throb in my pantyhose.
"You are going to make me nut right now," I said in complete excitement.
"Nut for me," she said. "I need to hear you nut right now."
"Really?" I questioned, even as I pulled my pants down.
"Pull out the big hard delicious white dick and pump it as you imagine me sucking it, riding it and taking it in my ass," she wicked said, as I was now rubbing my dick over my pantyhose.
"With talk like that I'm not going to last long," I said, as I rubbed my dick... it may be a weird way to masturbate but I came quickest not stroking my dick and jerking off, but rubbing my dick over my underwear or even better yet pantyhose.
"Which excites you most?" she asked. "Exploding a big load and coating my black face with your white cum or watching me bounce on your dick like a porn star or bending over and allowing you to sodomize me?"
"Each one makes my dick throb," I moaned, all three exciting although obviously since I had not fucked ass yet that was the most intriguing.
"I have a butt plug in my ass right now," she added.
"Oh, fuck," I moaned.
"And my married neighbour with three kids is between my legs eating my pussy as I talk to you," she added.
"I'm going to nut soon," I admitted, as I really rubbed my dick, as I leaned against the wall.
"Come for me, baby, come for me as I come on this married bitch's white face," she moaned.
"Oh yes, come on her face," I said, "come thinking of me fucking all three of your holes."
"Oh baby, yes, I want that dick in my mouth, pussy and ass," she said, sounding close to orgasm herself.
"Oh, oh, oh, fuuuuuck," I grunted, as I came in my pantyhose.
"Oh yes, baby, fuuuuuuck," she bellowed following suit a couple moments later.
"God, you're nasty," I said, as my dick kept twitching and leaking.
"Oh, we are just getting started," she promised.
We chatted for a couple more minutes before we both had to get ready for our respective Halloween gatherings.
She wouldn't tell me what she was wearing but promised a photo later.
I wouldn't tell her what I was wearing, and promised a photo later, although I didn't know what I was wearing which made me look at my bed.
We said goodbye and I walked over and saw white pantyhose, and the yellow dress I instantly recognized with a wig. I was going as Daisy from Mario Brothers. Since I had always had a weird crush on her, weird because she was animated, it seemed the perfect choice.
I was startled when Jeremy walked in unannounced and said, "And no underwear."
"Jesus, Jeremy, knock," I said, turning around and seeing him in a Peach costume.
"Did you just jerk off?" he asked, seeing the massive stain of cum on my pantyhose.
"Desiree and I were just having phone sex," I explained in defense.
"Nice," he said, walking over to me, dropping to his knees, pulling down my soiled pantyhose and began retrieving my cum.
"What are you doing?" I asked, although it was obvious what he was doing and I didn't remotely move away.
"Just cleaning you up and having a snack," he said, as he licked up the cum.
"Should have been here a couple of minutes earlier and I would have dumped my load in your mouth," I said.
"That would have been hot," he said, as he licked my cock head slit to get a last drop of cum.
"So, are we going as a team?" I asked, looking at his Peach costume.
"I suppose," he said, as he stood up and fished out his dick. "Before we get you dressed why don't you have a snack?"
As I knelt down, I said, "You love me being bottom bitch, don't you?"
"There is some satisfaction in being proven right," he said, as I stroked his semi-erect dick.
"I still can't believe I have gone from one extreme to the other," I said before I put his dick in my mouth and enjoyed the sensation of it hardening.
"Yeah, just how big an insatiable cock and cum slut you have become even surprised me," he said.
"Me too," I quickly said, without taking his hardening dick out of my mouth.
"I mean I knew you would submit to BBC, that is inevitable and everyone does," he said, "but I didn't think you would end up being a compulsive cock sucker addict to any cock."
"Me neither," I said, before starting to bob.
"Of course, you are not at the complete extreme until you are being used in both holes," he said.
I didn't respond, as I knew that this expectation was going to be there. Yes, I was curious about getting ass fucked, I mean the toys had done wonders and I had to assume a real cock would feel even better. Yet, this was the last line to cross and if I did that I was a complete freeuse white boi, a complete sissy slut and I was scared it would turn me gay.
I was crazy about Desiree and although I knew there was no going back to a time I wasn't a cock sucker anymore, I could still control being a bottom bitch.
"And you understand that too is inevitable," he said, as I bobbed on his dick.
I feared he was right, just as he had been right about me breaking down for BBC. Yet, I wasn't ready for that yet and hoped I could resist the growing temptation and curiosity even though I had come so hard getting anally fingered by Desiree, having Jeremy fuck my ass with my toy in my bedroom the other day and, of course, the wild sodomy I experienced last night... barely able to resist allowing all my friends to ass fuck me... instead coming from being fucked by a cucumber.
"Tell me you understand," he said, pulling out.
"I understand what you are saying but I'm hoping I can control the situation," I said.
"You mean control the first time you get ass fucked?"
"No, I meant resist the temptation and focus on just being a cock sucking cum dump," I clarified and resumed sucking his cock desperate to change topics and also get his load.
"Well, I'm sure you will last a bit, but history tells me it won't be long," he warned.
As I sucked, I sensed he may be right. I mean, I didn't last two weeks before giving in to becoming a BBC cock sucker and somehow a cock sucker for my entire friend's group.
"Today will push you," he said, "a frat of big black cock. And if they learn you are an anal virgin, well, they are all going to want to be the one to break that anal cherry."
Shit.
That seemed logical.
And they would find out... almost for sure. I mean when I didn't willingly get spit-roasted or bend over and allow some big dicked black frat boy to hammer my asshole it would get out.
"I'll do my best to protect you," he said, and then there was silence for a few minutes as I sucked his cock.
Eventually, four, perhaps five minutes later, he warned, "Get ready."
I responded, my bobbing faster, my wordless permission to explode in my mouth.
A few bobs later he did just that as it glided smoothly down my throat, a dish of adrenaline cascading through me with the exhilaration of swallowing his warm creamy cum.
"Fuck, you really are a natural," he said, a minute later once he had completely unloaded in me and I nursed out every last remnant of cum.
"Thanks, I guess," I chuckled slightly awkwardly as I got off of my knees.
"I meant it as a compliment," he said.
"I get it," I said. "Part of me is flattered, but still a part of me is embarrassed and ashamed."
"But the shame part is fading with each cock isn't it?"
"Yeah, a little," I responded after a brief thought. It was true, especially during the cock sucking, all I felt was need and lust. After the cock sucking some shame would hit me until the desire and craving for more cock and cum returned and pushed the shame to the recesses of my mind.
"Eventually you will separate your lust and shame and accept who you are," he said.
"I hope so," I said, as I got out of the pantyhose I was wearing.
"Trust me, I know from experience," he said.
.....
An hour later we were just reaching the frat house when anxiety hit me like a ton of bricks.
"I-I-I can't do this," I stammered.
Chris said, "We will be right beside you all night."
"And you know you want all the black dick you can get," Jeremy added.
"And you have already had cock after cock after cock," Wally pointed out.
"Yeah, but that was at our apartment," I explained, finding it somehow more comforting to have a slight bit of control by being in my apartment.
"Didn't you blow a guy in the library today?" Jeremy asked.
"Yeah, I still can't believe I did that?" I answered, the humiliation of being watched actually added to my excitement.
"Well, you are going to absolutely love the frat house," Kwan said. "There is so much cock, so much big black cock and so much of the delicious cum you crave."
I felt my dick harden in my skimpy costume and pantyhose.
I felt my mouth water like it did now every time cock was discussed, especially black cock and the idea of load after load after load of delicious gooey salty creamy cum.
"Let's go," Jeremy said, and I, like the others, followed him to the frat house doors.
The door was opened by a white guy dressed as Barbie.
We walked in and I expected to find an orgy already going on, but instead found mostly black guys dressed in costumes having drinks. Only one white guy was on his knees and sucking a black guy's dick.
"Kwan, bring your friends over here," a guy called out.
"He has a huge dick," Kwan said.
"They all do," Wally added.
"Well, he is a foot long," Kwan said.
"Shit, I need that in my ass," Chris said.
"Shit," I said, a foot long a crazy size.
We followed Kwan over and he introduced us to Brian and his friends. Kwan explained I had just begun my freeuse submission yesterday and that I was only a cock sucker.
Brian smiled, looking at me, "We will change that."
I felt my cheeks flush as all seven of them pulled out their dicks, Brian snapped his fingers, and each of us dropped to our knees before a dick, Kwan took the extra, and I was before Brian's flaccid foot long. Fuck, as it dangled between his legs it looked like an elephant trunk. So long... so thick. I stared at it with absolute awe.
"It isn't going to suck itself," Brian said.
"Right, right," I said, "it's just such a magnificent cock."
"Thanks," he laughed, "I'm not sure I've had anyone say that before."
"A perfect black dick," I said, taking it in my hand, in an absolute daze, "so majestic and juicy."
"Shit this white boi is in love," another said.
"They all are," Brian said.
"So true," Kwan said, as I glanced over as he stroked one dick while sucking the balls of another.
I swirled my tongue around his cock head and began to worship this beautiful perfect black dick.
Then, as I did, they started talking about life as if they were not all getting blown by white guys dressed in girly costumes.
"So, as I was saying," someone said, "I have now fucked my girlfriend's entire family."
"Shit, how many?"
"Five," he said.
"Their mom?"
"Yeah, she was first," the guy bragged, "I banged her in the kitchen a week after I first fucked her daughter."
"Nice."
I listened as Brian's dick began to harden in my mouth as I now sucked about three inches... feeling it grow inside me was so exhilarating and like a magic trick.
"Yeah, then I banged her brother in the garage," the guy continued, "while he jerked off and shot his load all over his dad's Camaro."
"Shit, that is epic," someone said.
"Yeah, he now texts me and offers me 50 bucks to let him blow me and a 100 to fuck him," the storyteller continued. "I've yet to meet a guy who wanted dick more. The best thing yet is he is engaged to a really hot chick."
"Have you banged her yet?"
"No, but she is next," he said with a confidence I assumed he could back. I wondered would I pay for black dick? Shit, probably. Brian's cock was now almost fully erect and seeing it come to life with such majestic size and beauty was exciting and erotic. His dick was like the Da Vinci of dicks. A perfect piece of art.
"Who else?"
"I actually fucked the grandma last week," he said.
"Shit, you will shove that dick in anyone," someone teased.
"First, she has huge white titties and she sucked dick better than any bitch I've ever had," he said.
"How did you get her?"
"She came onto me at a dinner party," he said. "Clearly she knew I had banged her daughter."
"They all want to be blacked," Brian said.
"Yes, we all do want to be blacked," I heard myself say, as I slithered my tongue down his now hard shaft and to his big hairless black balls.
"In your ass?" Brian asked.
"I-I-I...."
"He isn't ready for that yet," Jeremy spoke up, protecting me like he said he would.
"Shut up and suck dick," Brian said.
Jeremy obeyed.
"Let him speak for himself," Brian said.
"I don't know," I responded, my mind torn in two... as my asshole would be if I allowed him to fuck me.
"You know you want to be a bottom for BBC, don't you?" he asked, as he slapped my lips with his cock.
"Part of me does, but...."
"But, you don't want to be considered a complete faggot?"
"Yeah," I admitted.
"Well, the reality is for BBC you are a complete faggot. You will do anything for this dick, won't you?" he asked, stroking his majestic dick right before me.
I hated that he knew my truth.
I hated that he was a hundred percent correct.
I would do anything he ordered me to do.
It was just my nature.
I would do anything for that black dick... for any black dick.
"Yes," I whispered.
"What? Say it loud and proud," he said.
"Yes, I'll do anything for big black dick," I admitted.
"Including taking it in that virgin asshole of yours?" he questioned.
"Yes," I agreed, again in a whisper.
"Stop fucking whispering," Brian said. "Either you want this black dick or you don't. Which is it?"
"Yes, I'll do anything for big black cock. I'll suck every black dick here. Come in my mouth. Come on my face. Bend me over and fuck my virgin asshole and breed me," I heard myself wickedly say as I didn't even last twenty-four hours before willingly agreeing to be sodomized by a real dick.
"Better," he said, as he slid his dick in my mouth. "So, after we all dump our first loads in your cock sucking mouths, your guys' job is to get my boy here ready for my dick. Is that understood?"
"I'll make sure," Kwan said.
"Of course, you will," he said, as we then all sucked cock.
"So, how did you get the dad?" someone asked, as they returned to the conversation they were having before the interruption of my upcoming sodomy.
As I sucked dick, I tried to process my inability to say no. I really didn't want a dick this long and this fat to fuck me. Yet, I also wanted this long dick and fat cock to fuck me. My lust and indecision overwhelmed me. Yet, I also knew I would do anything for black cock, as I had just declared. There was no going back. I was going to get ass fucked and the idea had my dick raging in my pantyhose.
"We were watching baseball in his basement while the girls were out dress shopping and I grabbed my crotch a couple of times and when I returned from going the washroom I simply pulled my dick out. He protested briefly as I stroked my cock before his face but didn't remotely back away when I shoved my dick in his mouth."
"You are a legend," someone said.
"Ten minutes later after dumping my first load in his mouth I was ass fucking him and five minutes after unloading in his ass as he begged me to fuck him harder the ladies came home. I made him walk around with my load leaking out of his ass."
"Shit, so nasty," someone said, as I listened and found the story hot as fuck as I was bobbing and now taking over half of the foot-long monster in my mouth with each hungry bob.
"Yeah, I want to fuck her mom and dad at the same time," he said.
"I'm sure you will," someone said, just before he grunted and said, "Take it all white boi."
"I fucked an actual priest a few weeks ago," someone said.
"No way."
"In church," the guy bragged.
"Shit, that is some fucked up shit," another said.
"Yeah, he loves black dick now," the guy said, as Brian moaned.
"Ready for my load, cum dump?" he asked, pulling out of my mouth.
"Yes, yes, please give me that creamy cum," I responded lustfully.
"You understand the next load is going in your pussy, right?" he asked.
"Yes, yes, sir, my asshole is yours," I said.
"Your asshole is everyone's," he corrected.
"Yes, I'll take every dick here in my ass," I wildly agreed, shocked by my own words and desire to now feel a cock pounding my ass.
"Shit, well you are in for a treat," he chuckled before he slid his dick back in my mouth.
I resumed sucking, now with a feverous desire to extract the load boiling in his balls.
"God, this bitch is going to be a full-time cum dump," Brian moaned.
"Yeah, we knew you would love him," Jeremy said.
"Make sure his asshole is ready for me in a couple of hours," Brian said, as he groaned and I knew he was about to nut. One thing I was quickly learning was I was like the cum whisperer, I could tell when a guy was about to erupt.
I didn't slow down and not even half a dozen more hungry bobs I felt his cock twitch, heard him groan and felt his warm seed fill my mouth and glide down my throat making my cock twitch and a rush of adrenaline course through me. For reasons I couldn't explain and still can't I get this rush every time a load is extracted... in my mouth, on my face, on my body or in my ass. Regardless where the load of cum is placed, I would feel a sensation of accomplishment and victory every time I made a guy cum... regardless of race for that matter.
I kept sucking long after he had spent his nut in me before he pulled out and said, "Good boi."
"Thank you," I said.
"What's your name?"
"Alex."
"Well, tonight you are Alexandria," he decided.
"Yes, sir," I nodded.
"Good," he said and put his dick away.
I looked around and there were now a couple of dozen black guys all around us. Chris was getting fucked; Kwan had a load all over his face as he looked at me; Wally was getting face fucked; Ray was bouncing on a dick while jerking off another dick.
Meanwhile, Jeremy said, as I leaned he was behind me, "Get on all fours, Alexandria."
"Okay," I said, moving from just on my knees to being on all fours... my dick still throbbing with lust.
"I want that ass first," someone said.
"You can have it," Jeremy said, "but we need about twenty minutes to prep his asshole for all your big black cocks."
"Okay, but after twenty minutes I am splitting that white asshole in two," the guy said. I looked back and saw it was someone in a couple of my classes.
"Hey," I said.
"I'm going to be using your mouth every class now," he said.
"Okay," I heard myself say, even though the idea of being used as a freeuse in class terrified me way more than what was about to happen.
Jeremy pulled my pantyhose down and I felt my dick flip out... a real relief.
"Kwan, you brought the lube right?" Jeremy asked.
"Of course, like my Mastercard I don't leave home without it," Kwan joked, as he walked over and joined us.
"Oh yes, fuck me, give me that dick," Chris moaned, as I glanced over and saw his small dick swinging all over the place as a chubby guy pounded him hard.
I looked over just in time to see Wally get a big load splattered all over his face.
I felt fingers rubbing warm liquid on my asshole. I asked, "Is that lube?"
"Yeah, until your asshole gets used to regular dick you need to make sure you use lube," Kwan said.
"Lots of lube," Jeremy added.
"Okay," I said, still bewildered I had agreed to allow a twelve-inch dick to fuck me in a couple of hours and every other dick here for that matter.
"An asshole can take a ton of dick and be spread to take a big fat cock easily once prepped and trained," Kwan explained.



"Yeah, that twelve-inch snake could easily fit inside you," Jeremy added.
"I can't imagine," I said.
"Oh, start imagining," a black guy said, "you are going to have so many dicks dumping a load in your ass you will be leaking cum for days."
I didn't say anything.
"I mean what do you say to that?"
He wanted an answer though, as his likely nine-inch cock pointed right at my face. "You want to be the frat house cum dump tonight?"
"Yes," I answered, even if that meant taking every load in my ass... although I had to admit I did wonder what it would feel like to have a load shoot in my butt. I found the sensation of a cock coming in my mouth a thrill every time and wondered if I'd feel a similar sensation when a cock did the same thing in my ass.
"Yes, what?" he asked, slapping my face with his dick.
"Yes, I want to be the frat house cum dump, their sissy faggot, their cock sucker, their bottom, their white slave," I listed off with a stunning lack of shame and instead excitement at my own personal demeaning.
"Shit, white slave," someone else said. "that is a new one."
"Use me as your reparations," I heard myself say, just before the nine-inch cock slid into my mouth.
Then for the next few minutes I sucked cock and Kwan and Jeremy prepped my asshole.
I felt a finger slide inside.
It wiggled around.
It was pumped in and out of me.
It was wiggled around some more.
Then a second finger joined the first.
They wiggled around.
They worked together to finger bang me.
They wiggled around more as I felt my anal ring stretch.
It was obvious they were prepping me for fat cock.
They were gaping me.
"Get that white slave pussy ready for every fucking black dick here," the guy I was sucking said.
"We will have it gaped sufficiently, sir," Jeremy said.
"You better," he said, as he pulled out of me.
I didn't even have a few seconds before a new smaller black cock replaced it... just seven inches. It was funny as I began sucking this cock, an inch bigger than mine, and bigger than the average cock size by a couple of inches, my first thought was it was a small one.
"Let's go by size," Kwan said, about two minutes later as one of them continued gaping my insides.
"That would be Chris," Jeremy said.
"Give me a minute," Chris responded, as it sounded like he was about to come.
"Fine, no hurry," Jeremy said, as I felt fingers pulled out of me.
Strangely, I instantly felt empty and wanted them back in me.
Instead, I felt a tongue licking my open hole.
"Fuck, such a delicious tangy ass," Jeremy said.
"You do love eating ass," Wally said.
"Ass and cum," Jeremy said, then repeated, "ass and cum."
"You guys are all best friends?" one asked.
"Yeah, we all live together," Wally said.
"Do you guys fuck each other?"
"When there is no BBC we do," Jeremy said.
"So, you guys really are all faggots," the same voice said.
"We also like girls," Ray said, as I wondered if he was still riding dick.
"Fill me uuuuuuup," Chris screamed.
"So bisexual faggots," someone said.
I considered that a contradiction of terms, but I couldn't say anything with a mouthful of cock and the word faggot when I was being a faggot was hot as fuck. Yet, I wouldn't want to actually be defined as a faggot. I was discovering my sexuality wasn't any one thing, just like it wasn't for any of my friends. We liked girls. We liked cock. It was just who we were.
"Call us whatever you want," Kwan said. "I love bukkakes."
"I love getting ass fucked," Chris said, now sounding closer to me.
"But we also like to eat pussy and fuck ass," Jeremy said before his eager tongue disappeared from my asshole.
"Yeah, we love fucking ass," Chris said.
I then felt a cock at my anal entrance.
Was this Chris's cock?
"Ready to become the frat house and your friend group's cum dump?" Chris asked.
I couldn't answer as the guy in my mouth had just shifted to slowly face fucking me.
"Fuck him, fat boi," a guy said.
"Do it," Jeremy said, as Chris rolled his cock head in a circle around my open hole.
"He wants it," Kwan added.
"He needs it," Wally spoke for me.
"I want to hear him say it," Chris said.
The guy in my mouth pulled back out and I said, without even hesitation, as his hard cock was rolling around my open-gaped hole and driving me wild, "Yes, slam that cock in my ass, Chris." I turned back and looked at him, "I want to be the apartment two-hole cum dump and take every cock here in my slutty asshole."
"As you wish," Chris smiled, winking at me before his cock slid inside my open ass.
"Oooooooooh, yes, fuck me," I moaned, but couldn't say anything else as the cock slid back into my open moaning mouth and resumed face fucking me, albeit now with a little more aggression.
"This is hot," someone said.
"This is the most pathetic cum dump yet," someone else said, as Chris began slowly fucking my no longer virgin ass. Even after all I had done, this was a new low of submission and yet a new high in sexual submission.
Yet, the words I heard were the truth... I was a pathetic dump and loved it.
I wanted more cock... in both my holes.
The guy in my mouth pulled out and I moaned, "Oh yes, Chris, fuck my ass and prepare me for BBC."
"You want me to come in your ass, Alex?" Chris asked as he hammered my hole.
"Oh yes, breed your bitch," I moaned, wanting to feel his dick pulsate in my rectum and explode inside me.
"Oh fuck, fill him up," Jeremy encouraged.
"Yes, fill me up," I agreed, as my cock ached with each deep thrust.
"Fuuuuck," Chris grunted and I felt his load erupt in my ass.
"Oooooooh, yes," I moaned, the exhilaration of feeling that first load fill my asshole unlike anything I could imagine.
"Cum dump," Jeremy said, while the other repeated after him.
"My turn," Ray said, after a few more strokes.
"Really?" I asked as Chris pulled out of me.
"We are all going to take a turn in you before the big black dicks destroy this pussy," Ray said as he replaced Chris's dick.
"Then you better all unload in me," I moaned as Ray began fucking me.
"Too much talking," a guy said and a flaccid black dick was offered to me.
I opened my mouth and took it inside... again enjoying the thrill of a soft cock slowly hardening in my mouth. This one was the smallest black cock I had seen yet, about the same size as mine in length... although definitely fatter than mine.
"I'm next," Wally said.
"We all will prep this sweet ass," Kwan assured.
"Still, I'm next," Wally said, as Ray pumped his dick in my ass. As the cock hardened in my mouth, I couldn't believe I was getting spit-roasted... especially with the dick in my ass being one of my best friends.
"Wait until his brothers find out," Jeremy added.
"Shit, yeah we should let them know," Kwan agreed.
The idea of my brothers knowing I had succumbed like they had and in such a preserve ultimate submission briefly had me embarrassed... although not much I could do about it as I now had a fully erect cock in my mouth and Ray's in my ass. They also had taken black dick right in front of me so they wouldn't likely judge me... rather they would celebrate.
"Shit, such a tight ass," Ray groaned, as he fucked me hard.
"Hurry up and dump a load in him so I can have my turn," Wally said.
"You can wait," Ray said, as I felt a hand caress my back as I took dick in both ends... I assumed it was Kwan.
"Remember we are prepping his cock for a foot-long snake," Kwan said, confirming my assumptions.
"And at least a dozen black dicks," someone said.
"Or two dozen," someone else said.
"Lucky bitch," Jeremy said.
"Oh, like you haven't taken a dozen dicks in a row," Chris said.
"Who hasn't?" Jeremy said as I bobbed on a fat dick. "But never two dozen and never at a frat house full of delicious black chocolate."
"You will get your share tonight too," Wally said.
"But first, let's make sure our bottom bitch is ready for all the black cock he is going to take," Kwan said.
"Working on it," Ray groaned, as he slammed into me hard.
"Jesus, you six may be the biggest white faggots I've ever seen," the guy I was blowing said.
"That is our goal," Jeremy absurdly said with a strange sense of pride at the should-of-been insult.
"Jesus," the guy said, as I continued bobbing.
"Feel free to come nut in my ass," Jeremy offered.
"I'll take that offer," someone else said, just as Ray grunted.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, as I felt his load explode in my bowels.
"Jesus, this guy just moaned getting a load dumped up his ass," the guy I was blowing said.
"I'm surprised he hasn't come yet," Kwan said, as he reached under and stroked my cock.
"Mmmmmmmm," I repeated my joy as I sucked, got a load dumped in me and got stroked.
"Yeah, milk him while I breed him," Wally said. "Get out of my way, Ray."
"Jesus, let me finish," he said.
"You did like ten seconds ago," Wally said impatiently.
"His mouth is pretty damn good too," the guy I sucked said.
"And he just started sucking dick yesterday," Kwan said.
"Shit, really?"
"Yeah, he resisted the temptation for as long as he could," Kwan said, as Ray pulled out.
"They all eventually fall," the guy I was blowing said.
"Yeah, I fucked a white judge who put my brother behind bars in the ass in his office while his secretary filmed it," a guy said, just as Wally slid into my ass.
"I fucked my ex-boss's wife and daughter while he watched and dumped a load in his daughter's pussy before I had his wife beg him," another said.
"Shit, I fucked the mayor of our town during an actual city hall meeting while others watched," someone else said.
"Fuuuuck," the guy in my mouth grunted before he nutted in my mouth... so happy to get a delicious load in my hungry mouth.
"You are going to take so many loads, Alex," Kwan encouraged, as he continued ever so slowly stroking my dick... not enough to make me come... but enough to make me desperate to come.
"Mmmmmmmm," I responded the idea of cock after cock after cock now all I wanted even as I extracted every drop of cum from the stranger's dick in my mouth.
"I can't believe I'm finally fucking Alex," Wally said, as he fucked me, albeit slower than either Chris or Ray did.
"As good as you fantasized?" I asked as the stranger's dick left my mouth.
"You like being the community cum dump?" Wally asked.
"Yes," I admitted, "now show me how you treat a cum dump. Don't make love to me, fuck me."
"Jesus," Wally said.
"And even jerk me off, suck me or don't touch my dick," I said looking back at Kwan, "you're driving me nuts."
"Just driving to extract your nuts," he smiled, as he repositioned himself to suck me.
"Oh yes, fuck me," Jeremy moaned, as I glanced over and saw him leaning against a wall as a very chubby black man hammered him from behind. Jeremy really liked using a wall for balance.
Wally obliged my request and began hammering my hole and as soon as Kwan had his lips wrapped around my cock, I began face fucking him.
"Oh yeah, white boys are fucking pathetic," someone laughed, as I imagine it looked pathetic as I moved my body to fuck Kwan's mouth and inadvertently also began meeting Wally's deep thrusts in my butt.
"Oh, fuck, I'm going to come in your mouth Kwan," I moaned, as his amazing mouth mixed with the pleasure of having my prostate stimulated had me a moaning mess.
"Come in his mouth, Alex, no one sucks dick like Kwan," Chris encouraged; my eyes now closed and just enjoying the amazing double pleasure.
"Yes, I love being a faggot fuck tooooooy," I declared, just as out of the blue I felt warm ooze splatter my face while I simultaneously nutted in Kwan's mouth.
"Shit," someone laughed.
"White bois," someone else said.
"Oh fuck, dammit," Wally grunted, and as I finished unloading in Kwan's mouth, Wally filled up my ass with a third straight load in my man pussy.
"Yeeeeess, fill me up, Wally," I moaned, as Kwan continued sucking my cock even after I had spent my load.
"Such a perfect ass," he moaned, as he kept pumping his load as deep into my bowels as he could.
"Breed your slut," I heard myself say as cum oozed down my face.
A moment later, Kwan's mouth left my dick and he said, "My turn."
"Yes, give me that cock, Kwan, I want to be your sissy slut," I said, forgetting I was dressed as a girl. Ironically, so cock drunk, I couldn't tell you what any of the black guys who had used my mouth were even wearing as a costume or if they were wearing a costume other than the first foot-long stud who was in a cowboy costume.
"Yeah, you want to be my fuck toy, Alex?" he asked, as Wally pulled out and I felt cum ooze out of my ass.
"Yes, I want to be your full-time at-home fuck toy cum dump and tonight I want to take every load here I can. Black cock, white cock, cum, cum, cum," I heard myself say as I felt a cock slide into my mouth. "Mmmmmmm," I moaned, as I felt Kwan slap my ass as I began bobbing on a very large cock.
"Yeah, we need to make up for lost time," Kwan said, as he slid his dick in my cum lubricated asshole. I no longer felt any pain, just pleasure and I wondered what that foot-long cock would feel like in my ass.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, my new most common reaction to anything said to me when I had a mouthful of cock.
"Yeah, such a tight ass," Kwan said as he began fucking me... slow strokes and then suddenly he slammed into me.
"Ooooooooh," I bellowed at the sudden deep thrust.
That continued, although random, a few slow strokes and then one deep hard one where his body slammed into mine.
"Oh yeah, use the bitch," the guy in my mouth said, as he grabbed my head and began face fucking me, making me gag a little at his large ten-ish-inch dick.
"Yesssss," Jeremy screamed, as he obviously got a nice load in his ass or perhaps he came. I hoped not, he should be next and I wanted his cock.
Then for two or three minutes, perhaps more, I was spit-roasted roughly from both ends.
After a little gagging, I was now taking all ten inches in my mouth as his balls bounced off my chin while he called me a plethora of names: "Take it all, faggot," "That's it, gag on my dick," "Yeah, you're a cum dump for life," and "Shit, this bitch is a keeper."
The last one excited me the most as clearly he was impressed by my ability to take all ten inches of his tonsil-tickling strokes.
Kwan was now pumping hard into me with every stroke and I sensed he was close to coming.
"Oh yeah, fuck yeah, oh fuck, yeah, take it bitch," the black dude grunted before gifting me his creamy salty seed, which glided smoothly down my throat.
"You want my load, Alex?" Kwan asked as he hammered my hole.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, as the cock in my mouth was still pumping away.
"This cum dump hole is open twenty-four-seven now," Kwan said.
"For every cock," Jeremy added.
"And every load," Chris put in his two cents worth.
As the guy pulled out, I responded, "Yes, I'll take every dick, in both my holes, any time. Now dump that load in my freeuse asshole."
"Shit," some guy said, as I began bouncing back on Kwan's dick trying to milk that load out of his balls. "Ride that dick, white boi."
"Oh yeah, I want every cock in this fucking frat house," I moaned loudly, my still erect dick swaying all over the place as I rode Kwan's dick like a bitch in heat.
"Shit, Alex, you nasty fucking slut," Kwan moaned, "I'm going to drain my balls in this sweet ass pussy."
"Come in me," I moaned, "I want your cum, I need your cum, fucking fill my pussy up."
"Shit, fuck, fuuuuuck," Kwan grunted and I felt his dick pulsate and his load spew inside me as I milked it like the cheap ass slut I had become in just over thirty minutes, give or take, time irrelevant as I took my fourth load from my fourth friend.
"Give me all that fucking cum," I moaned, as I extracted it without slowing down. God, there was nothing quite like feeling a cock fill up my ass.
"Is he ready?" a voice asked.
"Getting close," Jeremy said. "I just have to make sure he can handle your monster."
"All right," the foot-long cock stud said. "You looking forward to being blacked?"
"Yes, sir," I nodded, as I slowed my pace down. "I want to be the biggest white boi slut for you and all your big black dicked friends."
"Shit," he laughed, as Kwan pulled out and I felt cum ooze out of my ass.
"Roll onto your back," Jeremy ordered.
"Okay," I said, kind of happy to be off my knees, not sure how Chris remained on his knees for over an hour.
Once on my back, I stretched my stocking-clad legs and looked at Jeremy.
"Having fun?" he asked.
"You knew I would end up like this, didn't you?" I asked as he grabbed my ankles.
"Of course," he said, "like I told you originally... it's inevitable."
"Fuck me," I said, still shocked by the fact I wanted Jeremy, a guy I once disliked strongly to fuck me... in the ass... as I was dressed up like a girl.
"Beg," he said.
"Please, Jeremy," I pleaded as he pulled my hips up and moved his dick to my gaping asshole. "Slam that white dick in my sissy pussy, fuck me like you have wanted to for some time."
"God, you are one hot slut," Jeremy said, as he slid his dick into my ass.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me," I moaned, as he moved his hands to my hips and began pounding away at me. This was a hard fucking.
"Yeah, you ready for black dick after black dick?" he asked, as he pumped away.
"I want every fucking black cock here," I moaned, as my hard dick bounced with each rough forward thrust.
"And you judged me," he said.
"I was wrong," I said, as he hammered my greedy hole.
"And now?"
"Now I'm a two-hole cum dump for every fucking cock," I moaned, giving in to my carnal desires and my natural submissiveness and apparently the reality I was a complete cock hound. I wanted every dick... I wanted every load.
"Shit, your pussy is so fucking tight," he said.
"It won't be when we are done with him," a deep voice said.
"Oh fuck, give it to me, give it to me," I repeated, needing to talk, needing to let him know, let everyone know, how much I loved his cock in me.
"Hurry up, white boi, there is a line forming," the same voice stressed.
"Yeah, yeah, I'm close," Jeremy moaned.
"Fill my asshole up, Jeremy, dump that load in my pussy," I rambled, "make me your cum whore."
"Oh fuck," Jeremy groaned.
"Fill him up," Chris said.
"Yeah, breed him," Wally added.
"Yes, explode inside me," I moaned, as he fucked me roughly.
"Fuuuuuck," Jeremy grunted, as a fifth straight load filled my no-longer-virgin asshole.
"Yes," I moaned, a rush of sexual adrenaline cascading through my entire body.
"Shit, this bitch is insatiable," some guy said.
"Give me some black dick, I need to be blacked," I heard myself say even as Jeremy continued flooding my insides.
"Move white boi, I want to be his first," a deep voice said.
Jeremy pulled out and I looked at this huge black man who grabbed my hips and flipped me back onto my knees. My poor knees.
"Relax," Kwan said, as he straddled me and pulled my ass cheeks apart.
"Yeah, Alex, make sure to breathe," Wally added.
"This dick is a lot bigger than any of ours," Chris said and repeated Wally's recommendation, "So, remember to breathe."
"Okay," I said, as I felt the cock press against my anal entrance.
"I'm going to split you in two, white boi," he said, as I felt his much fatter cock than any of my friends push inside my ass and spread me wider.
"Ooooooh, fuuuuck," I whimpered, as the pleasure and pain principle coursed through me as his dick continued to invade my sloppy hole.
"Yeah, white boi, this is a real dick, not one of those white pencils," the guy said, as he squeezed my hips with his huge hands as he reached new depths inside me.



"Sooooo deep," I moaned.
"Just relax and take it," Kwan said, still holding my cheeks apart.
"Kkkkkk," I whimpered, the pain burning and yet countered by a surreal pleasure at the reality I was taking my first black dick.
"You look so good with a black dick in your ass," Jeremy encouraged.
"Thanks," I moaned, as the guy in my ass began to slowly slide in and out of me... generously he didn't pound me hard but allowed my asshole to adjust and adapt to his longer and fatter cock.
Chris said, "Doesn't it feel good to just be on your knees and give yourself to black dick?"
"Yes, nothing has ever felt better or more natural," I said, although it didn't come out as one smooth sentence as the war between pleasure and pain fought for supremacy inside my rectum.
"You like this black dick?" the guy in me asked.
"I love it," I admitted with a moan.
"You want it harder?"
"Yes, please," I answered, ready to feel a sharp pain and the matching intense pleasure compete with it.
"Fuck him," someone said.
"Yeah, black that bitch," another said.
"Yes, black my white ass," I added, encouraging him to hammer my hole and use me as a cheap white fuck toy cum dump.
"All right," he said, as he slammed into me hard.
"Fuuuuuuuuck!" I screamed, an intense pain coursing through me.
"Breathe," Kwan said.
"Yeeeeeeah," I said, as the guy started fucking me hard like I was a rag doll.
"Oooooooh," I moaned in a very, very feminine way.
"Shit, so hot," Ray said.
"Get over here white boi, suck me and get me ready for your friend," a guy said.
"Yes, sir," Ray said, as I wondered how many guys were in line to pound me.
"Oh God, fuck," I whimpered, as the black man slammed into me hard... deep... rough.
"Oh yeah, white boi," he said, without missing a beat, "this is how a real man fucks a bitch."
"Fuck me, give me all that BBC," I begged, my voice not even sounding like my own.
"Yeah, you're going to get all the BBC you can handle," he assured me as he continued ravishing my asshole.
"Yes, sir," I moaned, my dick throbbing and the pain fading away as the pleasure won the battle inside me and took over.
A couple more minutes of hard backdoor reaming and he grunted and shot his load in my well fucked ass.
"Yes, give me all that black cum," I moaned, as his massive member kept pumping in me as he filled me up.
"Clean me up, white boi," he said, a minute later as he pulled out and shoved his dick in Wally's mouth... Wally doing ass to mouth... like I had at least three times tonight.
"My turn," a guy said, and for the next twenty-plus minutes I took five more black cocks in my ass, each coming inside me, while I swallowed one more load and took one on my face before foot-long cowboy showed up.
"Ready white boi?" he asked.
"My asshole has been prepped and pounded for almost an hour, sir," I said, although this would be the longest one yet... a good couple of inches longer than every other BBC that unloaded in me.
"Good, time to reach heaven," he said, as he slid his cock in me.
"Ooooooh fuck," I whimpered, as the extra two inches seemed to explore depths inside me, I didn't think fathomable.
A slight pain returned after a lengthy sodomy that only gifted intense joy, yet the pain was pleasurable in a perverse sort of way. The thrill of taking a twelve-inch cock up my ass was exhilarating and a new sexual high.
"Yeah, take it all, Alex," Jeremy encouraged.
"He is one of us for life," Kwan added.
"Yes, a fuck toy," I moaned as black cowboy slid a foot-long cock in and out of my asshole.
"A white boi cum dump," I added.
"Yeah, you are," he said.
"I'm so proud of you," Kwan said, his face coated in cum, having obviously taken a couple of loads while I became the center of a frat house orgy.
"Thank you," I moaned, then added, "I'm just like you."
"You are just like all of us," Kwan smiled.
"Even a bigger cum dump than me," Jeremy said, as I glanced over and saw him getting fucked.
"Oooooh," I moaned, as the speed of the thrusts increased.
"Yeah, this is still one tight white boi pussy," he said.
"Not for long," I said, as my cock ached and I sensed I was close to coming again... I had, of course, felt this way for the past three big black dicks.
"You wanna come, white boi?"
"Yes, I want to come being a sissy white faggot for BBC," I said, as I could feel pre-cum dripping from my cock head. "A slave for black cock."
"Slave," he said, chuckling slightly, as he kept up the fevered pace of ravishing my asshole with reckless abandon.
"Yes, your sex slave," I said, so close to coming.
"Then come for me, fuck toy, come for your master," he ordered, pummeling my hole.
"Oh yes, yes, Master, fuck me, fuck me, fuuuuuuuuuuuck," I bellowed, as my cock pulsated and I spewed my load all over the floor.
"Shit, only a real sissy faggot comes from getting ass fucked," someone said.
"We all come getting ass fucked," Jeremy said with a moan.
"Get ready for my load, slut."
"Yes, fill me up, master," I moaned weakly as pleasure cascaded through me.
A few pumps later and he unloaded inside me with what felt like a gallon of cum.
Then for another thirty minutes, I took another six dicks in my asshole, another six loads in my asshole, as well as two more on my face and one creamy load in my mouth before I finally stood up, cum leaking out of my huge gaped ass and I headed out... to my car... and found myself driving home.
I needed to confront my dad.
I drove the hour home my head spinning with what I had done.
Yes, there was guilt.
Yes, there was confusion.
But, of course, there was also insatiable hunger. My mouth watered for more cock. Cum leaked from my asshole and I worried I had stained my seat.
I arrived home and saw lights on in the house and a few cars in the driveway. I likely should have stayed in the car, but I didn't.
Instead, I walked into the house dressed in a torn Daisy costume, cum leaking out of my ass, cum all over my face and hair and torn nylons.
And I walked into an orgy.
A freeuse orgy which, unlike the ones I had witnessed at college, included women... including my mom and sister.
I saw my mom dressed as an angel with wings, a halo and white thigh high stockings getting spit-roasted by two older black men I recognized: one, the janitor in my old high school, the other a church minister.
I saw my sister dressed only in torn black pantyhose and boots with no real clue what she started the night dressed as on her knees licking the pussy of a chubby black woman I didn't know, while she got pounded from behind (in a similar position I had spent a lot of time in just over an hour ago) by a skinny black man.
I saw Mrs. Walker, my former English teacher, dressed in a ripped Supergirl costume with the beige pantyhose still on, riding a black man but I couldn't see his face...
I saw a chubby white woman on her back on the floor with the very dark-skinned Mrs. Levison, who was ninety years old (we celebrated her birthday that summer) sitting on her face.
I saw my neighbour and TV weather girl Mrs. Dalton on her knees dressed as a nurse sucking some big-bellied black man while her daughter, Sarah, dressed in a cheerleader outfit, who had graduated with me and was a complete knockout, taking black dick in all three of her holes.
I was flabbergasted even though my brothers had told me about my dad... they had neglected to tell me about my mom and sister.
Then I saw in the corner, my dad on his knees, naked, with a collar around his neck, with loads of cum all over him.
I was distracted from my staring by a black man I didn't know asking, "What you doing here boy?"
"I live here," I sheepishly said.
"Oh, are you Mary's youngest?" he asked, pulling out of Sarah's asshole and walking towards me.
"Yes, sir," I nodded, as I glanced down to see his massive fat black cock fully erect which made my mouth water and my asshole tingle with needy anticipation.
"Alex!" Mom gasped even as she took intense back shots and made no effort to disengage herself from the hard pounding she was clearly enjoying.
"Keep sucking, slut," the janitor ordered shoving his cock back in her mouth.
"I see you've had quite the night," the man said.
"Today was my BBC initiation, sir," I explained, as I glanced back down at his huge dick that I desperately wanted in my mouth... not at all fazed that it was just in a girl's asshole... having sucked more than one cock straight from an asshole already tonight. At least this time it would be out of a female's ass. Even after all the cock I had taken in both holes the past few hours, I wanted more.
"Well, I guess you can stay and watch or be used if you wish," he said, as he put his hands on my shoulders. I could smell the tart scent of ass, a scent I had come to enjoy over my initiation as both kinky and strangely erotic.
"Thank you, sir," I said, taking yet another cock in my mouth.
I bobbed on the ten-inch fat black cock as I learned my night of debauchery and sexual submission was not yet over.
Thank God!
The end
Future sequels... maybe:
A Family Orgy
Alex ends up part of a massive orgy with his mom, sister and dad.
A Pegging
Alex meets up with Desiree for a wild day of sex that includes fucking her ass, Desiree revealing she knows about the freeuse society and then pegs him.
A Poke-Him Party
Alex is the under-the-table cock sucker at a BBC poker night that leads to being a two-hole cum dump... again.
Business BBC
Alex goes with the professor to Boston and ends up in a massive orgy.
Family Fuck Bois
Alex and all the male family members get BBC'd.
Future Fuck-in-Laws
Alex is trained by Desiree's brother, father and grandfather and even pegged by her mother.
Wedding Day
A couple years later, Alex and Desiree get married and well...
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Trans School: Daughter's Arrival
Summary: My daughter visits and discovers the school's BIG secret.
Note 1: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for rejuvenating this old story and illustrating all the parts.
Note 2: This is the fourth part of a planned marathon series about my adventures at Chateau Johnson School for Girls in southern California.
Note 3: Please note that this story was originally written with illustrations, but new Literotica policies have made that no longer possible.
So, instead, I will describe the pictures that were originally going to be there. As with the previous part, feel free to e-mail me for a copy with the illustrations. Please be patient as it is a big file and I will send it as time permits.
In part 1, A TEACHER SEDUCED, I relocate from Canada to teach at a private school in extremely rural southern California, where I gradually unravel a secret... that the students are all trans. The cat is finally let out of the bag when I'm seduced by the virtually all-powerful trans Headmistress, then learn that as a result, I've just become the Bottom Slut to all my fellow teachers when I'm used by their former Bottom Slut. I then have a romantic-ish encounter with Amanda (the Headmistress's (very) personal secretary) Amanda, (where I get to do the fucking for a change, because she's even more submissive than I am), and Chapter 1 ends with my submitting to Nicole, the school's most dominant student.
In part 2, COCK WORSHIPPING, I am initiated by the senior trans students in a marathon suck and fuck session that lasts all day.
In part 3, COLLEAGUE WORSHIP, I am initiated as Bottom Slut by the entire female teaching staff in a lengthy lesbian sex-fest.
Trans School: Daughter's Arrival
It was a few weeks later when I got the biggest surprise of my life, and I'll get to that soon. But first, some backstory:
By this time, I'd somewhat gotten into a routine.
Every morning, before I got ready to go to my classroom to teach, I put on a pair of stockings (and nothing else) and went across campus to see Nicole for my morning treat.
Sometimes I blew her.
Sometimes she fucked me.
Sometimes she had Lisa join us for some double treats.
But it always ended up the same way... with a load (or two) in my mouth, or maybe on my face and my tits instead.
PIC 1: ME ON MY BACK (IN BEIGE THIGH HIGHS) WITH LISA FACE FUCKING ME IN WHITE NYLONS UPSIDE DOWN WHILE NICOLE IN RED STOCKINGS MATCHING HER HAIR FUCKED MY PUSSY.
PIC 2: ON MY TOES, BENT DOWN, MOUTH OPEN AS I TAKE TWO FACIALS. ONLY LISA'S JUICY COCK EXPLODING CUM IS IN VIEW.
Then I'd return to my own room (yes, a daily cum walk), clean myself up, get dressed, and go teach.
Now that the full hierarchy had been established and the amended rules were now being followed... amended because all the seniors and all the teachers had now been initiated (I'd been the final teacher), anything outsiders would consider inappropriate still didn't occur during school hours... not even during lunchtime. No change there, but read on.
Maybe right after my last class of the day, and definitely after supper, I spent every night taking at least one cock inside me... usually two or three... plus it was rare when I didn't also service at least one of my fellow teachers' pussies.
Each Saturday was Cum Dump Day, which I spent on all fours on my bed between the hours of noon and three o'clock, and lots of my students came into my room simply to fuck me from behind and dump their loads inside me. I was blindfolded the entire time, and there was no talking. Then afterwards I was tested whether I could guess who'd fucked me, and in what order.
PIC 3: ON MY BED IN RED STOCKINGS AND BLINDFOLDED AS I GET FUCKED FROM BEHIND AND TWO OTHERS WAIT FOR THEIR TURN.
Needless to say, by 3:00 my pussy was always a veritable swamp!
PIC 4: A CLOSE UP OF MY CUM FILLED CUNT.
It was always an exhilarating day... although by the end, my knees were aching.
On the first Saturday, I guessed only two of the girls correctly.
Which meant the Cum Dump Saturdays continued... until I could succeed in naming all the cocks in the right order.
Which wouldn't happen until May.
Anyway, that's not what this story is about.
No, it's about the big surprise I mentioned at the top... what happened two weeks after my cock and cunt initiations. (Which were described in Chapters Two and Three.)
But to tell this part of my story properly, I needed to interview my daughter, Headmistress Alexis, and Amanda, to learn all the details of what happened before I arrived in the Headmistress's office and learned... to my astonishment... that my daughter was on campus instead of still in Toronto! So I'll write the rest of this chapter from the omniscient point of view.
So here is my daughter Tiffani's story...
.....
.....
.....
Moving to Toronto to attend college had deliciously awakened Tiffani's sexuality. Coming from a much smaller town in Alberta (which isn't nearly as cosmopolitan as Ontario), she'd kept her lesbian curiosity a closely guarded secret... even from her family... including her many fantasies, and her avid fascination with watching porn and reading erotica. She wasn't a virgin when she left for the big city, since she'd lost that to her boyfriend Pablo. He was an oversized Hispanic linebacker on her high school's football team, so at the time she'd considered him quite a catch. Her first time was a month after she'd turned eighteen, on prom night. It happened in a nice hotel.
It had lasted all of three minutes!
She didn't even come close to having an orgasm!
She was super annoyed, given the money and effort she'd put into the lingerie she'd been wearing beneath her prom gown. (Black lace bra, a garter belt, matching black stockings, and of course, no panties.)
PIC 5: TIFFANI ON HER BACK IN LINGERIE AND STOCKINGS IN A HOTEL ROOM BEING FUCKED BY A CHUBBY HISPANIC MAN. TIFFANI'S TRADEMARK (WELL THEY WOULD HAVE BEEN IF THE PICS WERE ALLOWED) GREEN GLASSES IN VIEW AS SHE MOANS IN ECTASY.
Needless to say, she dumped Pablo immediately.
Then, when she moved to Toronto, Tiffani decided to let the freak inside her out to play before she started college.
She went to a glory hole and sucked three strangers' cocks. Two of them shot in her mouth, and one on her face.
PIC 6: TIFFANI AT A GLORYHOLE SUCKING A BIG FAT FUCKING BLACK DICK.
She then went to a lesbian club, got picked up by a pretty woman in her fifties, and was taken back to the woman's house, where she ate her first pussy, and hers was eaten, resulting in her first orgasm ever that wasn't stimulated by her own hand or a toy.
PIC 7: TIFFANI AND A GREY-HAIRED WOMAN TRIBBING ON A BED. TIFFANI IN SEXY YELLOW STOCKINGS, WHILE THE GILF IS IN BLUE STOCKINGS AND A SEXY PIECE OF LINGERIE.
While Tiffani was leaving the house, she passed a man, presumably the woman's husband, asleep on his reclining chair with the television still on. (She thoughtfully turned it off for him before she left.)
During her first year of college, Tiffani explored her sexuality by dating both men and women. She indulged in a few wild encounters during her freshman year, including taking part in a gangbang with a girlfriend, and also seducing the mother of one of her boyfriends (while he watched from the open bedroom door), and pegging one of her short-term boyfriends in a log cabin in a forest.
PIC 8: TIFFANI SUCKS AND GETS FUCKED WHILE HER BLACK FRIEND DOES THE SAME.
PIC 9: TIFFANY ON A BED KISSING AND TOUCHING A MILF'S PUSSY (SHE IS ON HER BACK) AS THE BOYFRIEND WATCHES FROM THE DOOR IN SHOCK. A VERY SEXY PICTURE.
PIC 10: TIFFANY IN GREEN STOCKINGS PEGS HER BOYFRIEND IN A REALLY ROUGH PIC.
Then during her sophomore and junior years, she settled into two serious relationships. One was with a guy named Matt, and the other was with a girl named Mary. (She didn't cheat on them... each of them knew about the other... sometimes more than they wanted to know!)
But as Tiffani's senior year began, she was single again and was in no hurry to invest herself in another serious relationship. At first, she was hoping just to find a no-strings fuck buddy for those lonely nights, plus maybe a submissive girl who could please her whenever she needed a lesbian fix. But alas, neither of those stopgaps happened, so a month into her final year she was enduring some serious sexual frustration.
To tide herself over, she watched an unhealthy amount of porn (either lesbian or gangbangs, depending on her mood). She decided that if she had to choose only one, she'd want to be with a woman. They ate pussy better by far, and although she presented a shy nerdy look to the world (including to her mom), she was mostly a dominant in the bedroom (although she could also be submissive if the situation arose). On the other hand, whenever she was with a man (or more than one), she was usually submissive.
As has been mentioned, Tiffani read a lot of erotica, especially stories written by a woman (at least allegedly, you couldn't ever tell for sure on the Internet) who called herself silkstockingslover. She (for the sake of argument) wrote in a lot of different genres, and it was often really kinky shit! While Tiffani knew she'd never commit incest herself, the writer's sex scenes were so hot that she often came while reading about a son fucking his mom, or a daughter dominating her mom. A few of her stories had also gotten Tiffani curious about being with a BBC, which she hadn't yet found any opportunities to explore, and she'd also begun pondering the idea of being with a trans woman. In fact, a trans might be the perfect companion: she'd have the beauty of a woman, plus the thrill of a cock.
Tiffani found it interesting that all her favourite author's stories featured nylons. Ever since she started high school, Tiffani had always worn nylons... which was maybe her mom's fault, since her mother had worn them almost every day for as long as Tiffani could remember.
The following discourse illuminates Tiffani's growing concerns that soon led to her entire life being turned upside down.
"You're sure nothing is wrong?" Tiffani asked after a couple minutes of generic 'How are things going?' questions, and received nothing but vague answers in return. Her mother had to be hiding something from her... which she never did!
"No, things are going great down here," her mom answered, still without giving her daughter any details. She seemed preoccupied... just like she had the last couple of times they'd chatted.
"You're really sure?" Tiffani asked again. She was very concerned! Her mom had recently skipped their regular seven PM call (California time, which was ten PM in Toronto) three days in a row, which was very unlike her. There was also something odd and guarded... as if she felt the need to censor herself... in her tone, and in everything she said.
"Yes I am, honeeeeey," Jasmine answered, trying to stifle a moan.
"Mom!" Tiffani blurted out. "You sound awfully strange!"
"I'm just fine, honey," Jasmine said, trying to control her moans while taking a big dick in her well-fucked pussy. "I'm just a little stuffed up at the moment," which made Nicole smile at the wicked sexual innuendo the oblivious daughter would never catch onto.
PIC 11: I AM STANDING TALKING ON THE PHONE AS NICOLE FUCKS ME FROM BEHIND. BOTH OF US IN SEXY LINGERIE AND, OF COURSE, STOCKINGS.
"Okay," Tiffani said helplessly, not believing a word of it. Her mom obviously had some sort of elephant in the living room she was hiding from her daughter, which greatly annoyed Tiffani, so she wasn't at all okay. But there wasn't much she could do, since she lived thousands of miles away. Tiffani hated that her mom had moved to California... it was so fucking far away! Sure, her mother had hated it when she'd left Alberta to attend college in Toronto, but kids are supposed to leave home... not their parents!
"Can I call you back a bit later, honey?" Jasmine asked. Her orgasm was rising, and she knew she wouldn't be able to control her moans for much longer.
"Uh, yeah, sure," Tiffani said. "But please remember I'm three hours ahead of you, and I have classes tomorrow morning."
"Okay, thanks honey," Jasmine responded abstractedly, and she hung up without saying goodbye, desperate to focus on the dick inside her. "Oh, yes Nicole, give me that dick!"
"That was so much fun... and so hot!" Nicole said delightedly.
"Then pound my pussy and give me your big load," Jasmine demanded, shifting smoothly from secretive mother to wanton slut.
"As you wish," Nicole said, making her deep thrusts faster before she dumped her load into her hot teacher a couple minutes later.
That so-called conversation was the last straw for Tiffani! Her mom was acting stranger and stranger every time they talked, and she was giving her nothing but brief and vague answers to all her questions. And even stranger, she'd stopped asking the plethora of questions she'd always asked about her daughter's school and her life... plus the phone calls recently were way shorter!
While Tiffani couldn't pinpoint what it might be... there was something really off with her mom... she was acting differently... secretively... maybe even guilt-stricken... and Tiffani was becoming very concerned about her wellbeing.
So without giving her mom a word of warning, Tiffani booked a flight to sunny California. Partly to find out whether her mother was really okay, but also partly to take a break from her college routine for a few days.
This was Tiffani's final academic semester before beginning her internship to become a fully accredited teacher, so she could only get away for a few days. Just before she left, she worked her ass off to get a bit ahead, and then she flew off to see her mom, hoping to surprise her, and to make sure she hadn't gotten herself brainwashed, and then idiotically joined some cult.
On the other hand, Tiffany had to admit to herself that maybe she'd just talked herself into a panic about nothing. She knew her mother very well. She was a sweetheart, but she was also rather boring, and she wasn't ever a risk-taker. Tiffani had recently watched Quenton Tarantino's Once Upon a Time in Hollywood, and it had planted seeds of concern inside her that maybe she was now blowing out of all proportion.
Her flight landed in Los Angeles early... which was a first in her life... then she picked up a rental car and drove three hours East to this remote (and thus mysterious) private school, where her mom was now teaching. The entire time, she kept thinking it was very suspicious that such a prestigious school (she'd looked it up, and she'd encountered a very impressive list of alumni) would be located so far away from civilization.
She found the school (thank goodness for GPS) and parked in a spacious but almost empty parking lot. The buildings on campus looked like they were very recently built and well-maintained, as were the spacious lawns. She followed some prominent signs that directed her to the Visitors' Entrance.
Tiffani went inside and followed some more signs to the Main Office, assuming that at 2:30 in the afternoon, her mom would be teaching. It would be fun to surprise her by just strolling into her classroom, but first, she'd probably need to get permission from someone, and also find out where her classroom was.
Tiffani was certain those very clear signs had led her to the right desk (there was a placard on top of the desk reading Reception), but there was nobody sitting there, so she tapped on the old-fashioned bell, which made a nice loud ding. She then waited for a couple minutes, while she admired the pictures of alumni hanging on the walls. They were incredibly impressive! The high school she'd attended had once graduated a boy who'd gotten into the NHL, and a girl who'd appeared on the short-lived Canadian Idol. (She'd finished fifth, and was now a waitress at a local bar.) It certainly hadn't graduated anyone who'd... for instance... gone on to become anything like a U.S. Senator!
The door to what was obviously an Inner Sanctum opened, and a very pretty blonde came out, with what was clearly cum on her face! WTF?! Tiffani thought to herself.
PIC 12: A PIC I LOVE LOVE LOVE. AMANDA WALKS OUT OF HEADMISTRESS'S OFFICE IN A SEXY DRESS SO SHORT IT REVEALS ALL HER YELLOW-GOLD THIGH HIGH STOCKINGS... BUT MORE SCANDALOUS IS THE MASSIVE LOAD OF CUM ON HER FACE. TIFFANI IS DRESSED CASUALLY FROM THE FLIGHT AND DRIVE AND IN UTTER SHOCK.
Amanda asked (as if there wasn't anything scandalous on her face), "Good afternoon, Miss. May I ask what you're doing here?"
"Um... I... well..." Tiffani stammered, totally flabbergasted by the load on this woman's face, "...I'm here to surprise my mother."
"Your mother?" Amanda asked, trying to figure out exactly who was standing in front of her.
"Yes, Jasmine Winston," Tiffani explained, still processing the surreal situation she'd suddenly found herself in.
"Oh my," the secretary said, instantly processing how to deal with this suddenly unorthodox situation. "Well, that will be a pretty big surprise indeed!"
"I was hoping it would be," Tiffani said lamely, as she got a really good look at the massive facial. Jesus! How could the woman walk around looking like that? At work!
PIC 13: A CLOSE-UP OF THE SEXY AMANDA WITH A FACE FULL OF CUM.
"Well, she's teaching right now, but I'm certain Headmistress Alexis will love to meet you," Amanda said, knowing she had to inform the Headmistress about their surprise visitor right away! "Just give me one moment, if you please." Her impeccable courtesy was completely at odds with her scandalously decorated face.
Tiffani shook her head in puzzlement as the secretary went back into the Inner Sanctum and closed the door behind her. Tiffani pulled out her phone and found there wasn't any service. Her creepy cult suspicions were emerging again, given those two strange revelations... the cum and lack of any cell service... within just the first couple minutes after she'd met someone.
A minute later, Amanda returned with instructions from Headmistress Alexis, and she said warmly, "She'll see you, but first you'll need to change."
"Change?"
"Yes, we have a very strict Dress Code, and we require all students, employees and visitors to abide by it."
"Oh! Even your guests?" Tiffani asked. This policy seemed very unorthodox.
"Yes, it's a long-held tradition here. It goes way back to the foundation of the school!"
"And what is the Dress Code here?" Tiffani asked, kind of curious. For a secretary, this pretty lady was dressed very nicely, even wearing nylons, which she wouldn't expect to find in a locale where the climate was so hot.
"It's not very complicated, actually. You just need to put on some nylons," Amanda answered. "Which I can easily provide. What colour would you like? I have a very large selection you can choose from."
"Really?" Tiffany asked, nylons being something of a relic in today's society. She'd begun wearing them sometimes, inspired by her favourite writer of erotica, who mentioned them in all her stories, and definitely not because of her mother, who'd also always worn them. She couldn't deny they succeeded in enhancing her legs, and they drew favourable attention to her from both men and women, just like the author frequently said they did. Deciding to choose a very unlikely colour option to test the claim that they had a very large selection to choose from, "Do you happen to have them in purple?"



"Yes indeed," Amanda agreed without missing a beat, and she went to a filing cabinet and pulled out a package.
"Then maybe this is the perfect school for my mom since she always wears them," Tiffany laughed, as the pretty young woman (who was probably around her own age) handed her the package.
"Yes, she certainly does," Amanda smiled warmly, noticing several similarities between the mother and daughter.
As Tiffany opened the package, realizing they were indeed purple just like she'd asked for, which wasn't a colour she even knew you could buy, she asked, "So what do men wear when they come to visit?"
"Ordinarily, nobody visits at all, but we're making an exception for you because your mother is such an... umm... sterling new addition to our faculty. Most outsiders are only allowed on campus during our official Parents' Weekend or with special written approval in advance from the Headmistress."
"Oh," Tiffani said. She noticed the nylons were actually thigh highs, which was what she generally wore since she preferred the easy access to her pussy they provided, and she also thought they were sexy.
"By the way, I'm Amanda," Amanda said, as she pointed to a chair for Tiffani to sit down on to put the stockings on.
"Nice to meet you, Amanda," Tiffani said as she sat down. "I'm Tiffani."
"I know."
"You do?" Tiffani asked, as she slipped out of her shoes and socks.
"Your mom has several pictures of you in her residence," Amanda explained, a little stressed by this situation. She felt she needed to inform Jasmine her daughter was here; but more importantly, she also needed to obey Headmistress Alexis. Did this pretty girl... who looked rather sweet and innocent... suspect her life was about to be turned upside down? "She's very proud of you, you know. She tells me you're in your senior year at the Ontario Institute for Studies in Education at the University of Toronto, and so far you've earned a 3.9 GPA."
"I see," Tiffani said, thinking it odd that this youngish secretary would be spending enough time in her mom's room to be gossiping about her. But on the other hand, this was a small school, so her mom had likely made only a few friends here so far.
"In person, you're even prettier than your pictures," Amanda complimented, thinking it would be really hot to have a threesome with Jasmine and her daughter. She wondered whether her sweetheart would be willing to cross that incestual line. Maybe she would! Jasmine wrote lots of stories about incest. She'd also by now shared a few threesomes with Amanda and her half-sister Sarah, and she hadn't hesitated at all to join in on their incest... although she hadn't learned yet that Amanda also had regular sex with both her mother and father. (Her mom loved her dick, and actually, so did her dad.)
"Thanks," Tiffani said, flattered by the compliment, as she rolled the first stocking onto her leg... noticing the hungry look in the woman's eyes, just like the looks she often received from other women who found her attractive. "How soon will my mom finish teaching?"
"In another hour or so," Amanda said, thinking that would give Headmistress Alexis more than enough time to umm... initiate this pretty, naïve, unsuspecting young woman.
"I see," Tiffany said, as she finished putting on the first stocking.
"Which is perfect, since Headmistress Alexis is greatly looking forward to getting to know you. I'm sure she'll have lots of questions!"
"She's called a Headmistress?" Tiffany asked, beginning to roll the second stocking on. "That's quite an unusual title." (She'd probably heard the title mentioned once or twice before, but this was the first time it had registered.)
"It's another one of our traditions," Amanda explained.
"I see." Tiffani nodded thoughtfully. She was starting to become more comfortable with this school, and she liked the idea of a longstanding school with established traditions.
"Yes, we're an elite private school, and we have many traditions."
"I guess that explains why you have so many impressive alumni," Tiffany said, gesturing at the Wall of Fame.
"Yes, and we also have students from all around the globe attending here," Amanda added.
"That's very impressive," Tiffani said, wondering how her mom had found herself a job teaching at... what now didn't seem like a cult at all, but a very prestigious private school.
With both of the stockings now on (and with her shorts not even remotely covering their lace tops), Amanda said, "I'll just go see if the Headmistress is ready to receive you."
"Okay," Tiffani nodded, still rather perplexed that she needed to wear thigh highs while she was visiting this school... which was easily the strangest Dress Code she'd ever heard of.
Amanda disappeared once again, and Tiffani stood up. She considered putting her shoes back on, but that didn't make much sense with the nylons, and her feet were a little sore from being in those runners all day, and also... oddly... Amanda wasn't wearing any shoes either. So she wiggled her toes, admiring how sexy they looked through the purple nylons... with her freshly painted toenails. Just like her favourite erotic author silkstockingslover apparently had, she'd learned that nylons often had a powerful aura to them... which made her mom coming here to teach at a school with a nylon stocking Dress Code seem weird, and yet oddly perfect.
"Headmistress Alexis will see you now, Miss Tiffani," Amanda returned and said. She still hadn't cleaned any of that cum off her face, which was awfully strange. Surely her Headmistress would have pointed it out to her!
"Thank you," Tiffani said, walking towards the door.
"I'll make sure to let your mother know you're here," Amanda said, although that wasn't really true. She'd just been instructed to go and fetch Jasmine as soon as her class ended, and to have her dress in something uber sexy and bring her to the office... but NOT, under any circumstances, to inform Jasmine her daughter was here. She hated keeping that secret from her girlfriend, but she also knew always to obey Headmistress Alexis, no matter what.
"Oh dear, I was hoping to surprise her," Tiffani said.
"Trust me, she'll be plenty surprised," Amanda said, before Tiffani entered the office.
A very pretty but also impressive woman... maybe in her late thirties... stood up from behind her desk, came over to Tiffani, and greeted her exuberantly, "It's such a pleasure to meet you, Tiffani!"
"It's a pleasure to meet you too," Tiffani said politely, as she shook this pretty woman's hand. She noticed that she too was wearing nylons.
"Come and have a seat," Alexis said graciously, gesturing towards a chair as she returned to her desk.
"Yes, ma'am," Tiffani said, using her manners.
"You may call me Headmistress Alexis," Alexis said, immediately establishing the power dynamic in the room.
"Okay, Headmistress Alexis," Tiffani said dutifully, finding the formality a little odd, but she recalled Amanda's mentioning the many traditions here.
"So... that must have been quite the trip to get here," Headmistress Alexis said.
"It certainly was," Tiffani agreed, "and long, too." Then she actually yawned.
"What made you decide to make the trip?"
"Well, I...." Tiffani began and paused. She certainly couldn't tell this imposing but gracious woman it was because she was worried her mother might have joined a cult! She settled for, "I just thought it would be a fun surprise."
"That's very sweet of you," Alexis said. "But I'm sure Amanda told you we normally don't allow any guests without prior approval."
"She did," Tiffani admitted. "I'm very sorry, Headmistress Alexis. I definitely would have gone through the proper channels if I'd known that."
"No worries," Alexis said with a warm, disarming smile. She could already detect the submissive hiding behind those nerdy glasses and cute face. "But with that said, before I can let you go and surprise your mom, I need to explain some of the unique features of this school and a few more of our traditions."
"Oh? Okay, I'm all ears," Tiffani said, super curious to know what this gorgeous and impressive woman might tell her. She couldn't explain why, but there was something about this woman that kind of made her want to worship her... as crazy as that seemed. If she were one of her professors in Toronto or someone she met at a lesbian nightclub, she'd definitely try to hook up with her... and she certainly wouldn't attempt to dominate her!
Alexis stood up, came around her desk and hopped onto it, right in front of her pretty prey, then she slowly and languorously crossed her legs, dangling one of her stilettos from her toes.
Instantly, Tiffani's radar switched on. This woman was a lesbian! And undoubtedly a Domme!
"So first of all, do you know why we hired your mother?" Alexis asked.
"Because she's a great teacher!" Tiffani said enthusiastically. She was very proud of her mom's abilities as an educator.
"Yes, she's an amazing teacher," Alexis agreed.
"But I sense there's more to it than that," Tiffani said, trying to figure out what was going on here. She thought she could sense the Headmistress checking her out, assessing whether she'd be into having sex with her... maybe? But no, that was ridiculous! This wasn't some erotic porn story from silkstockingslover... although it sure felt like it could be.
"There's quite a bit more," Headmistress agreed. She could tell this young woman was very perceptive.
"Then are you going to tell me about it, or just keep making vague, ominous statements?" Tiffani blurted out, suddenly feeling rather impatient, and sensing she needed to assert some of her willpower. She might be a natural submissive, but she was no pushover! (Unless of course, someone sexy had impressed her enough that she wanted to be one.)
"Straight to the point, I like that," Alexis said, still sizing up her newest pet-to-be. On the one hand, being the daughter of a submissive like her mother was, she might have a similar nature, since the apple often didn't fall far from the tree. But on the other hand, Alexis had learned very early in her experience as a dominant that sometimes the offspring of a natural submissive was a natural dominant instead, or a maybe switch. So far, this young lady was giving her mixed messages.
PIC 14: TIFFANI NOW IN PURPLE STOCKINGS, BUT STILL HER CASUAL SHIRT (ALTHOUGH BRALESS SO YOU SEE HER VERY PERKY NIPPLES) AND SHORTS IS SITTING ON A CHAIR. A GREAT PIC OF HER STOCKING-CLAD FOOT WHILE SHE LOOKS AT ALEXIS'S HEEL FALL TO THE FLOOR AS THE SEDUCTRESS SITS ON HER DESK IN BLACK THIGH HIGHS.
Tiffani glanced down at the dangling heel... which she found surprisingly sexy... and she answered forthrightly, "Yep. I learned early on not to beat around the bush, so I just tell people what I think."
"And what do you think right now?"
"That there's something very strange about this place, but I haven't put my finger on it yet."
"Is there?"
"Well, that nylon Dress Code is rather strange, for one thing."
"It's one of our well-established historical traditions. Of course, there wasn't any nylon in the seventeen hundreds, but our predecessors back then considered silk stockings with clocking around the ankles to be a worthwhile luxury, even for their students."
"Okay, but what about that load of some guy's cum on Amanda's face?" Tiffani asked bluntly. That puzzle was perplexing her quite a bit... although the obvious question about where it came from hadn't occurred to her until just now. There didn't appear to be any men around here, and in fact, men weren't even allowed on the property except during their Parents' Weekend... which wasn't right now.
"What about it?"
"First, it's very strange to have your secretary, the first face a guest like me will encounter, walking around with a man's ejaculate on her face," Tiffani explained, noticing the lack of any expression on the Headmistress's face. She'd probably be a great poker player!
"Agreed," she said without offering a single word of explanation. "And is there a second?"
"Yes. Second, apparently, men aren't allowed to be around here at all, except during your Parents' Weekend."
"That's true," Alexis agreed. "Which leads you to the question of where that cum came from."
"Exactly."
"Which leads me to explain a bit more about this school."
"Please do," Tiffani said. She was still totally baffled about everything she'd come here to find out about. Mom quitting her job in Canada to accept one here. Amanda's facial, and who could have given it to her. Her mom's consistently odd behavior, which she wasn't offering her own daughter any explanations about. This Headmistress's awe-inspiring aura, and her cryptic words.
"I will. But first I need to know whether I can trust you with the school's secrets."
"Secrets?"
"Yes," Alexis said, allowing her heel to drop to the floor. "Will you be able to keep some important secrets?"
"Maybe," Tiffani said. "Does my mom know these secrets?"
"She does indeed."
"Then yes," Tiffani said, glancing down again at the woman's perfectly manicured toes.
"Before you agree so quickly, I need to explain that I mean very crucial and important secrets you can't ever share with anyone who's not on this campus, and not even with some of them," Alexis stressed.
"I think so?" Tiffani answered, unsure about where this was going.
"There's no black or white here, no 'I think so question mark'," Alexis said intensely. "Your mother has joined a powerful secret society, and by your deciding to visit her unexpectedly, you've unintentionally placed her in a potentially very sticky position."
"I have?"
"Yes, you have," Alexis said firmly, uncrossing and re-crossing her legs, and allowing her other shoe to dangle. "If you were to reveal any of our closely guarded secrets, you'd be automatically rendering her unemployable for the rest of her life!"
"Huh? Why?" Tiffani asked. This woman was suddenly driving her nuts! She'd just made a huge threat, but why the fuck would she feel the need to do anything like that?
"For one thing, once someone joins our secret society, she remains a member for life."
"She. Meaning no men belong to this society."
"Correct."
"And how could I possibly endanger that?" Tiffani asked, her cult philosophy now returning like gangbusters, and she was getting annoyed again, this time at this woman's ominous... but still vague... hints about a potentially disastrous future for her mother.
"Because if you expose our secrets, then as much as we care for her, we'll be forced to expose hers."
"Except you can't, since my mother doesn't have any secrets to expose," Tiffani scoffed.
"Your mother is full of secrets," Alexis retorted.
"I find that impossible to believe," Tiffani scoffed again. This woman was bluffing. But she couldn't imagine what all this could possibly be about! What secrets? And what could be so important about this school that if she did the wrong thing, they'd totally ruin her mother's teaching career?!
"Then I'll convince you. Do you read erotica?"
"What?" Tiffani asked. That question had jumped right out of nowhere!
"Do you read erotica?" Alexis repeated, allowing her other heel to drop to the floor.
"I have no idea why you'd ask me such a personal question, but okay, I'll bite. Sure, who doesn't?"
"I read a lot of it," Alexis revealed in a soft voice.
"Okay, if you say so," Tiffani said. She was still totally bewildered about what the fuck this conversation was about.
"Have you by any chance read any stories written by a rather popular author who calls herself silkstockingslover?"
Tiffani was shocked. How could she possibly know that?
"My question startled you. So you're familiar with her writing?"
"I've perused a few of her works," Tiffani admitted cautiously.
"I've read all her works, and there are almost 700 of them by now," Alexis said. "In fact, she's currently venturing into nonfiction by writing a multi-chaptered epic story about this very school."
"Oh," Tiffani said extremely softly. She'd just thought of a reason why her mother might be vulnerable to the extreme threat this woman had issued a few moments ago. But no! That was impossible!
"Do you get it now?" Alexis asked knowingly.
Tiffani looked at Alexis... then after a moment... she just had to ask. "You're not saying my mother is in fact silkstockingslover?" Then just as soon as those words left her mouth, she was pondering some of the strangely familiar quirky details she'd noticed in the author's stories, certain distinctive ways she phrased things, and some details in her revealing essays (for example she lived in Alberta and she was a high school teacher), and both of their first names were Jasmine, and... suddenly it was as clear as day. HOLY MOTHER FUCKER!
"That's exactly what I'm saying."
"I can't believe it!"
"You say that because you're amazed, but you know it's true, don't you?"
"Yes, I guess I do," Tiffani admitted, as she processed this astounding revelation... that her own mother was apparently the most popular erotic writer on the internet. But Waitaminnit! Lots of her stories were about incest! And many of those were about mothers submitting to their daughters! Did that mean that I might be able to... WOW! This latter thought washed over her like a tidal wave!
"So..." Alexis said, lifting her foot and waving it around very close to Tiffani's face, "I'm sure you can now see how much your mother has to lose."
Tiffani became instantly intoxicated by the foot's sweet salty scent, and captivated by this unflappable woman's sudden brazen, aggressive, seductive attitude... and she realized that this entire conversation was eerily similar to many of her mother's seduction stories. The shoe dangle, the tantalising glimpses of her toes through nylon fabric, and now this sudden intimacy coming from this... oh my god... Domme!
"I require total obedience at this school," Alexis explained, as she waved her silky sole up and down, almost touching Tiffani's face.
"I'm beginning to understand that," Tiffani said, surprised by how the aroma of that nylon-clad, slightly sweaty foot was now consuming her. She'd not once in her life pondered the smell or taste of a woman's stocking-clad foot... and especially the sole of this one... until now.
"I can see you're very much like your mother. Now I still haven't explained anything about this school to you, but have I impressed you enough by now that you're ready to commit yourself to blindly obeying me anyway? To unquestioningly obey any order I give you?" Alexis asked. She always enjoyed these special moments when a pet submitted to her for the first time.
"Do I have a choice?" Tiffani asked meekly.
"We always have choices," Alexis intoned. "But it's obvious that you're just dying to lick my silky stocking-clad soles and to begin exploring the submissive journey your mother has already embarked upon. Am I right?
"So that's why my mom has been acting so weird."
"Perhaps," Alexis said. "Lick my soles, my pet."
"Yes ma'am," Tiffani agreed. Her pussy was burning while her rarely experienced submissive side took her over. As has been said, she was usually in charge whenever she was with a woman, but she could always tell when she was facing a dominant Mistress... the term Headmistress now makes perfect sense... and she was actually looking forward to tasting this sole. Could it possibly taste as heavenly erotic as its all-consuming scent already was?
"For the length of your visit here, we'll expect you to abide by all the rules of this school, especially outside the instructional periods," Alexis explained, as she felt Tiffani's tongue gliding up her foot.



"I can certainly agree to that," Tiffani pledged, completely captivated by the powerful aura of this beautiful woman, and the tantalizing taste of this silky sole.
"Lick all my salty sole, my pretty pet," Alexis instructed softly.
"Yes, Headmistress," Tiffani replied obediently. "You taste so good!"
"Oh, you don't know the half of it yet," Alexis grinned wolfishly. The primary school secret wasn't even out of the bag yet!
"Mmmmmm," Tiffani purred, loving this submissive, yet sensual task.
"Good girl," Alexis purred back. She was using a soft approach at first, while she tested the girl's initial level of obedience, even as she allowed the college girl's tongue to roll up and down her sole.
PIC 15: A CLOSE-UP OF TIFFANI LICKING THE HEEL OF ALEXIS' STOCKING-CLAD FOOT.
"It tastes amazing," Tiffani reiterated out loud, shocked by how something she'd expect to find disgusting could actually taste so unbelievably exotic. Kind of like tasting Thai food for the first time, but without all that heat.
"Your mother loves performing this task for me," Alexis added, sharing a little about her mother's situation with her daughter.
"I'll bet she does," Tiffani said, not at all surprised by this information, since her mom's erotic stories included plenty of foot-worshipping scenes. She was still processing the revelation that her mother was a relatively famous erotica writer.
"Yes she's the school's most submissive pet," Alexis informed Jasmine's daughter.
"The most submissive person in the entire school?"
"Well, not in the entire school," Alexis conceded, while she pressed her toes against her newest pet's lips. Tiffani didn't need any instructions about what to do next... she just took those sexy toes into her mouth.
Tiffani wanted to ask more questions, but they'd have to wait. Right now she was pleasuring each of these delicate toes.
"Take off your shirt and bra and show me your tits, Tiffani," Alexis ordered after all ten of her toes had been completely bathed.
"I almost never wear bras or panties. I'm surprised you didn't notice," Tiffani said, standing up and striking a pose.
PIC 16: A CLOSE-UP OF TIFFANI AND HER HARD NIPPLES POKING THROUGH THE SHIRT.
She then pulled her shirt over her head and tossed it aside, revealing her perky tits... Alexis noticed her hard nipples early on and wondered to herself if this cute girl went on a flight like this.
PIC 17: NOW TOPLESS, TIFFANI POSES FOR HEADMISTRESS ALEXIS. WE GET A SIDE VIEW OF ALEXIS... STILL DRESSED.
"Those are some gorgeous tits," Alexis said, stepping closer and cupping them.
"Thank you, Headmistress," Tiffani responded, a chill going up her spine from this woman's touch, plus there was an actual chill in the air.
"So nice," Alexis purred, as she guided Tiffani down to her knees, while she too got onto her knees to suck on an already hard nipple.
"That feels sooo good," Tiffani moaned. Her nipples felt so sensitive right now, and they were forwarding instant pleasure to her pussy.
PIC 18: BOTH ON THEIR KNEES. TIFFANI LEANING BACK IN PLEASURE AS ALEXIS SUCKS ON HER HARD SENSITIVE NIPPLE.
"Lovely titties, just like your mother has," Alexis said, with her lips going back and forth between both tits for a couple minutes. She next instructed, "Now strip out of those shorts."
"Yes, Headmistress," Tiffani recited. Her fully awakened libido was now in complete control of her actions. She was vaguely aware that she was now completely naked except for those surprisingly purple stockings, while the Headmistress was still completely dressed, but she didn't give that any importance.
Alexis next ordered, "On your knees, my pet."
"Yes, Headmistress," Tiffani replied, greatly looking forward to eating this woman's pussy. She was enthralled (literally, meaning that for all intents and purposes she was hypnotized) by Alexis's dynamic, dominant persona.
Once she was on her knees, Alexis stepped back a few paces and ordered, "Crawl to me."
"Yes, Headmistress," Tiffani submitted mindlessly, completely under this woman's spell (again literally).
"Close your eyes."
"Yes, Headmistress," Tiffani repeated, now with her eyes closed, and still on all fours in front of her Mistress.
Alexis slipped out of her dress and panties while she said, "And now here's one last surprise for you, along with the principal secret of this school. Open your eyes."
Tiffani opened her eyes, and her mouth dropped open as she gasped... for she was abruptly staring at a huge... rock-hard... fucking... COCK!!
PIC 19: THE REVEAL. TIFFANI NOW JUST IN STOCKINGS ON ALL FOURS STARES IN UTTER DISBELIEF AT THE REVELATION THAT THIS BEAUTIFUL HEADMISTRESS HAS A MASSIVE COCK WHERE A PUSSY SHOULD BE. ALEXIS NOW NAKED EXCEPT FOR A BLACK GARTER-BELT HOLDING UP HER BLACK STOCKINGS.
"Each and every student here is a trans girl," Alexis explained. "And so are Amanda and me."
"Oh, wow!" Tiffani gasped some more. She was totally unable to tear her eyes away from that beautiful cock, and she immediately wanted it in her mouth!
"You're not disappointed?"
"God, no!" Tiffani gasped yet again. "This is the hottest thing I've ever seen!"
"Your mom loves sucking my cock," Alexis said.
"I can certainly see why," Tiffani said. "May I please suck it too?"
"You certainly may, my pet," Alexis smiled, loving the way this coed made her sexual request so politely.
"Mmmmmmm," Tiffani purred, opening her mouth and taking the mammoth girl-cock into her mouth while simultaneously stroking it... her pussy instantly tingling with excitement.
PIC 20: TIFFANI ON HER FEET BENT DOWN SUCKING ALEXIS' COCK.
"Yes, my new pet," Alexis purred, "show me how well you can suck my cock."
"Yes, Headmistress," she said quickly, before beginning to really work over the amazing dick. She pictured her mom sucking this very same cock, which was just so surreal.
"By the way," Alexis said, as she watched her pleasant Friday surprise sucking her cock. "None of the teachers here have cocks."
"Mmmmmmm," Tiffani purred, the thought of an entire school of trans girls was suddenly hot as fuck... especially if they were all as hot and well-endowed as their Headmistress!
"Can you guess what one of our teachers' responsibilities is besides teaching?"
Tiffani pulled back, a little saliva dripping down her chin, and asked, a wicked thought suddenly popping into her devious head. "Do the students and teachers fuck each other?"
"Not during school hours," Alexis clarified, "but outside school hours, all of our teachers are freeuse three-hole cum dumps for all of our senior students. But only the seniors. The girls in the earlier grades aren't eighteen yet, so they're kept in the dark about all the adult fun the rest of us are having."
"No way!" Tiffani gasped in astonishment, as she stroked this massive monster she hoped would soon be inside her pussy. Also, the thought of her mother being a wholehearted three-hole cum dump was too wild even to comprehend! Tiffani loved having sex too... but her backdoor had always been an out-only hole.
"Yes, your mother always looks so hot whenever she's getting fucked, spit-roasted, double penetrated, fucked air-tight, or even being the centerpiece of a bukkake," Alexis enumerated wickedly, already planning to stage a massive gangbang featuring Tiffani and her mom.
"Oh my God!" Tiffani gasped, as Alexis pulled her up off her knees. "I can't imagine my mom in ANY of those situations! I think I've seen her naked maybe three times in my entire life, and even those times it was very briefly."
"Trust me," Alexis said, kissing her once. "I've seen Jasmine not only naked but having sex for hours at a time already. She's one of the most enthusiastic cock and pussy sluts I've ever met!"
"Hearing that about her is so hot," Tiffani said, imagining her mother with Alexis's cock in her mouth, while Alexis spun her around and gently pushed her towards her desk.
Tiffani placed her hands on the desk, as she prepared to feel the pleasure of that massive cock... it looked at least nine inches long... inside her pussy.
"Such a great ass," Alexis said admiringly, as she caressed the young woman.
"Thanks," Tiffani said, hoping that big dick wasn't going to try to slide inside her virgin asshole. Not today, anyway!
"Yes, you're just as hot and slutty as your mom is," she said, slapping the girl's ass with her dick.
"That's the craziest compliment I've ever been given," Tiffani laughed, longing to have that cock inside her. "Please, Headmistress! Will you fuck me now?"
"Your mom loves to beg too," she said, before sliding her cock inside Tiffani's pussy.
"Ooooooooh, fuck!" Tiffani moaned, her pussy suddenly full of that big cock.
"Such a tight pussy."
"I've never had a cock this big inside me," Tiffany moaned.
"And we're just getting started. You and your mom are in for lots of treats this weekend," Alexis assured her. She then rested her hands against Tiffani's shoulders and began giving it to her good!
PIC 21: TIFFANI BENT OVER THE DESK, ALEXIS HANDS ON HER UPPER BACK AS SHE FUCKS HER FROM BEHIND.
"Do you fuck all your teachers?" Tiffani asked, after about a minute of smooth strokes in and out of her needy pussy.
"I thoroughly interview each prospective teacher to make sure she's not only qualified but also eager and willing to perform all her duties," Alexis said. "Given all the fun and games we have around here, one might think we'd be flooded with sexual harassment lawsuits, but in three hundred years, none of our teachers or students have ever complained, not even in private."
"Mmmmmmmmm," Tiffani moaned before joking, "I hadn't thought anything like this would ever be part of a teacher's interview."
"I imagine it isn't the norm," Alexis agreed, "but this is a very special school."
"So I'm learning," Tiffani said, enjoying this big dick fucking her. "And in case it needs saying, I'm very glad to be here, even with all those rules!"
"You're majoring in education, correct?" Alexis asked.
"I am."
"What year?"
"My fourth."
"Have you done your internship yet?" Alexis asked, an idea formulating in her head.
"I'm scheduled to do that next semester," Tiffani answered, thinking that having such a normal conversation while that big dick was pumping away inside her was really strange.
"Mmmmmmmm," Alexis purred. She'd never had an intern in her school, but perhaps she could change that. She already knew she'd need to hire a new teacher next year since one of her current ones... which one, nobody knew at this point... would be getting transferred to Trans University to replace Professor Kimberly Sheer, who'd be retiring at the end of this school year... and perhaps she was fucking the replacement she'd need to hire right now! Usually, the hiring process for both positions was long and tedious, because finding just the right person... both academically and sexually... for those unique positions was always very challenging.
"Mmmmmmmm what?" Tiffani asked as Alexis pulled out of her.
"I'm just pondering some things about personnel. Come and ride me now," Alexis said without explaining anything. She climbed onto her desk and lay down on her back.
"Yes, Headmistress," Tiffani said willingly. That big cock looked even more impressive just standing there erect like a flagpole. Tiffani scrambled onto the desk, straddled that big dick, and lowered herself onto it... moaning loudly, since this new position felt like the dick was going even deeper into her pussy.
"Shit, you've got one tight, ripe body," Alexis admired out loud. The idea of possibly hiring Tiffani down the road was quite appealing, and she was certain that she herself had enough knowledge to orchestrate a successful internship. Basically, all she'd be doing was giving the intern lots of practical experience in teaching various subjects, along with critiquing her performance and offering other pointers. And given her stable of highly competent teachers, she could even delegate most of that.
"Thanks, Headmistress," Tiffani moaned. "And in return, I'd like to say with utter sincerity, you've got an absolutely banging body."
"You think I've got a banging body, my pet? What a cute thing to say! Well, I guess I should, since I do a lot of banging," Alexis quipped, as the coed began riding her.
"Fuck," Tiffani moaned, as she braced her hands behind her for balance and began really bouncing on that big cock. What fun! She couldn't stop grinning!
PIC 22: A NASTY ONE AS TIFFANI, HER FEET PLANTED ON BOTH SIDES OF ALEXIS, RIDES ALEXIS'S COCK ON THE DESK.
"Oh, yeah! Ride me, you sexy slut," Alexis ordered, watching this pretty, cute nerd riding her.
"I love your fucking cock," Tiffani moaned, really bouncing up and down on the massive meat stick.
"Yeah? How would you feel about spending the weekend serving as the school's surprise slut?" Alexis asked, while the young slut took every inch inside her pussy.
"Do you mean I'd be sucking or fucking every trans cock in the school?"
"No, just all the senior trans students."
"I'm eager and willing to do anything you tell me to," Tiffani responded. Her pussy was on fire, and she was already imagining getting some more big cocks inside her. "But where will my mom be while I'm doing all this sucking and fucking?"
"She'll be doing lots of sucking and fucking too, right alongside you."
"Perfect!"
"So how does internship work at your school?" Alexis asked. "Do you already know where you'll be doing it?"
"I'm supposed to fill out a form in early October," Tiffani answered, finding the question rather odd.
"Do you have any choice about where you'll be doing it?" Alexis asked whether Sophia Hamilton could help arrange this. Sophia was some sort of elected official in the Canadian government, she wasn't sure exactly what.
"I can request a specific geographical area," Tiffani said, then groaned, since her arms were starting to give out.
"Let's change positions," Alexis suggested.
"Okay."
"Lie on your back."
"I can do that, Headmistress," Tiffani responded, loving how good it felt to address this woman using that word. She got onto her back and giggled, "Oh, that's cold!"
"No worries, I'll warm you up," Alexis said, actually standing upright on her desk.
"You've already set me on fire," Tiffani said, admiring this beautiful woman and her amazing pussy-stuffing cock.
"God, do you have a sexy body," Alexis said. She grabbed the girl's hips and lifted them into an exciting pile driver position.
"Thank you, Headmistress," Tiffani smiled. She knew she had a great... and tight... body.
"Ready to get really reamed?"
"Yes! Fuck me and use me just like you use my mother," Tiffani said wickedly, somehow piling even more coal onto her burning inferno by mentioning her slutty mom. What a surprise that was! Who knew?
"Be careful what you ask for. Your mom doesn't have any limits! Or at least none that we've discovered so far," Alexis warned.
"Yeah? Well, I'm pretty wild too," Tiffani bragged, as Alexis pulled her ass up, and then slid her dick back inside her needy pussy.
"Exactly how wild? For instance, are you willing to suck every cock we offer you, to take all those cocks inside this ripe, tight pussy, and... even offer up your asshole to them?" Alexis listed, looking deep into Tiffani's eyes.
PIC 23: TIFFANI ON HER BACK, STILL ON THE DESK, LEGS SPREAD OPEN, AS ALEXIS FUCKS HER.
"Oh, God!" Tiffani moaned while Alexis fucked her. "I'd even love that last one... I think... even though I've never taken a dick in my ass."
"This sexy ass has never had a dick inside it?"
"No," Tiffani moaned.
"But you'd still be willing to give that ass to me... and then to my trans students?"
"Yes," Tiffani moaned bravely, while Alexis really hammered her hole with hard, deep thrusts.
"You're saying yes, you'll give me this virgin asshole in just a few minutes?"
"Yes, Headmistress! You're welcome to take my virgin asshole whenever you want," Tiffani agreed without any reservations. But right now, she was about to come from this intense fucking. It wasn't like she'd never thought about doing anal; she just hadn't ever crossed that line yet.
"You're absolutely sure you want to become a three-hole cock slut for my trans cock first, and then for all my seniors?" Alexis asked, furiously pounding the girl's pussy, knowing she was about to come any moment now.
"YES! GOD! DON'T STOP!" Tiffani begged. All this nasty talk and ruthless pussy beating was driving her wild.
"But wait, there's more!" Alexis sang out like a game show host. "How about you also become a pussy eating and strap-on taking fuck toy for the entire faculty?" Alexis knew that visual would push the sweet nerd over the brink.
"Oh, fuck! Yes!" Tiffani agreed, struggling to cram all this incredibleness into her head.
"And you'll be doing all that alongside your cum slut mother," Alexis added, which led to a complete eruption.
"OH MY GOD!" Tiffani screamed as those nasty words finally sent her orgasm ripping through her.
"Yeah, like mother like daughter," Alexis grinned, still pounding Jasmine's daughter, while the girl's whole body quaked. She'd decided to set her customary proper speech aside for the rest of this encounter.
"Fuck!" Tiffani said. This orgasm was without a doubt the most intense one she'd ever experienced!
A minute later, Alexis was close to coming too, so she ordered, "Get down on the floor and sit down like my doggy, slut."
"Yes, Headmistress," Tiffani replied immediately.
"Do you want this load?" Alexis asked as she joined the sexy slut on the floor and approached her, stroking her cock.
"Oh, yes! Please give me your load," Tiffani pleaded eagerly, dying to feel this hot woman's warm jizz spraying her face.
"Here it comes," Alexis said, and she exploded virtual cannonballs of cum out of her dick!
"Mmmmmmm," Tiffani purred, as the wads of cum rained down all over her face.
Once she'd finished shooting, Alexis said with a smile, "You look so cute with my load on your face... just like your mother does."
PIC 24: TIFFANI ON HER KNEES WITH CUM ON HER FACE WITH A BIG SMILE ON HER FACE WHILE ALEXIS LOOKS DOWN AT HER WITH A LONG STRING OF CUM DRIPPING DOWN HER COCK. (TEX REALLY HAD AN EYE FOR SEXY DETAILS).
"Thanks, Headmistress," Tiffani said, in awe of the surreal reality she'd entered so suddenly.
Meanwhile, Jasmine was living in her own after-school surreal reality, since just ten minutes after the school day had ended, she'd changed out of her professional teaching attire and adorned herself in one of her many uber slutty outfits... since she didn't want to get cum on her nice clothes, and then have to get them dry cleaned after she took two loads on her face and tits from Priya, a very black girl from India who knew the Kama Sutra like the palm of her hand, and Christine, a Chinese National with a sexy Australian accent and a wicked Domme, who were two of her favourite students.
PIC 25: JASMINE LARGELY NAKED ON THE FLOOR, IN HER CLASSROOM, GETTING DRENCHED FROM TWO MASSIVE LOADS OF CUM. CHRISTINE IN ORANGE STOCKINGS AND PRIYA IN GREEN ADD TO THE HOT PIC. JASMINE WAS IN WHITE STOCKINGS. THIS IS A DELICIOUS PIC.
Jasmine had just finished taking those two massive loads when Amanda entered the classroom and said, "Headmistress Alexis wants to see you right away. And no worries, you're not in trouble."
"Okay," Jasmine said from her knees, dripping with cum. She hadn't been summoned to Alexis's office since she'd originally submitted to her, although they'd had sex together a few times since then in other locations.



Jasmine stood up, and Amanda said, "Shit, those girls gave you some massive loads!"
"Yeah, Christine saved up a particularly big load for me in her balls," Jasmine agreed, as her two students sauntered out.
"You always look so sexy whenever you're dripping with cum," Amanda said, kissing her pretty, cum-coated girlfriend. She licked some off, but only a tiny taste, since she knew Alexis... and probably Tiffani too...would enjoy the sight.
"Thanks, so do you," Jasmine replied, since Amanda was wearing an equally impressive facial.
"Yes indeed. Headmistress and I had some spare time, so..." Amanda said, as she took her hand.
PIC 26: AMANDA AND JASMINE CLOSE-UP BOTH DRENCHED IN CUM... WHILE HOLDING HANDS.
"Say no more... I get the picture," Jasmine grinned. She loved this committed... but also wide-open... love affair she was exploring with this gorgeous, submissive and affectionate woman, and how it didn't interfere with her getting all the cock she wanted and all the pussy she wanted, and how neither she nor Amanda were showing the slightest trace of any jealousy during these early stages of their blossoming relationship.
"Let's go," Amanda said, squeezing gently Jasmine's hand... feeling a bit guilty about blindsiding her girlfriend, which she was about to do. But she knew Jasmine would forgive her... they both knew very well that with Alexis orders were orders, and that once they'd both recovered from their initial shock, Jasmine and her sexy daughter would be stepping up their familial relationship to a mutually rewarding new and exciting level.
"Should I clean up?" Jasmine asked.
"No, I think you look perfect just the way you are," Amanda said, still dying to tell Jasmine about the surprise she was about to walk into, and yet she couldn't.
Lisa happened to enter Jasmine's classroom just as they were leaving, wearing nothing but red stockings, and sporting her ubiquitous after-school-hours erection. Jasmine apologized, "I'm sorry to put you off, sweetheart, but I have to go see the Headmistress right now."
"Damn," Lisa sighed.
"Don't worry. Just stop by my room tonight sometime, and I'll take care of this for you," Jasmine said, giving her long, skinny cock a few friendly strokes.
PIC 27: JASMINE HALF NAKED WALKS DOWN THE HALLWAY WITH AMANDA AND PAST THE SEXY LISA.
"You'd better," Lisa growled with an attitude totally at odds with her delicate appearance.
Then Amanda led Jasmine out of the classroom, down the hallway, and up to Alexis's office.
"So... Headmistress Alexis has a really big surprise for you," Amanda finally mentioned, just as they reached the office.
"Oh? What is it?"
"I told you, it's a surprise."
"Okay," Jasmine said, curious about what it might be. A really big surprise? That sounded intriguing.
"Just head on in," Amanda said, knocking on the door before kissing Jasmine one more time.
Alexis called out, "If that's Jasmine, come right in. If it's anyone else, go away and wait at least an hour before coming back."
"Okay," Jasmine repeated, loving Amanda's tenderness... which was quite a contrast to the way she was always used by her students and fellow teachers... not that she'd ever complain about any of it!
Jasmine went into the Headmistress's office, closed the door, then turned to face the room and gasped in utter shock at the sight of her naked daughter with cum on her face, who posed like the Statue of Liberty and sang out, "Ta-da! Surprise, Mom!"
"T-T-Tiffani? Is that really you?" Jasmine stammered, struggling to process the scenario she'd just walked in on.
"Your daughter flew down here to surprise you," Alexis explained with a big grin on her face.
PIC 28: IT WAS ALSO THE ORIGINAL COVER PIC AND HAS JASMINE WALKING INTO ALEXIS'S OFFICE TO SEE HER DAUGHTER POSING WITH A LOAD ON HER, ALEXIS NAKED.
"So, I see," Jasmine said, still trying to process this huge surprise and the facial that proved the Headmistress had obviously just finished fucking her daughter.
"I can see that you've had some recent fun too, Mom," Tiffani said cheekily, inspecting her mother with cum all over her face and tits, which looked very similar to hers.
"Uh... yeah... I can... well..." Jasmine fumbled, having no idea what to say. Should she try to deny everything? No, that wouldn't work at all! But what then?
Understanding the problem, Alexis said, "You may speak freely, my favourite teacher slut, I've already explained pretty much everything to your daughter. For instance, she knows this is a school for trans girls."
"Oh."
"Plus that you're the Bottom Slut to all your fellow teachers and an after-hours sex slave to our senior students," Alexis embellished.
"Oh," Jasmine repeated, her cheeks burning with shame.
"And that you've been silkstockingslover for fucking years, and you never told me," Tiffani accused. "Think of all the fun we could have had together!"
"W-w-what?" the secretive author stammered. This accusation was somehow even more worrisome than her wearing two loads of cum on her face and tits, that she had her tits out, and her daughter had clearly just been fucked by the Headmistress.
"I told her just about everything," Alexis explained. "And I needed to out you to her about silkstockingslover so she'd promise never to reveal any of our secrets to the outside world."
"Oh," Jasmine repeated yet again, still unable to think of anything else to say.
"Knees, Jasmine," Alexis barked suddenly, snapping her fingers and pointing at the floor.
"But Headmistress, I...." Jasmine began, but she was cut off.
"Now, slut," Alexis ordered, her voice absolutely authoritarian. "Don't you dare embarrass me in front of your daughter!"
"I'm sorry, Headmistress," Jasmine apologized, feeling her cheeks burning like hot coals as she lowered herself to the floor right in front of her daughter. Her daughter was obviously on board with her mother being a submissive slut... for one thing, she was grinning as if she were a cat who'd just swallowed a canary... but it would take Jasmine some time to process that she was!
"There's no shame in being my slut in front of Tiffani, is there?" Alexis asked sternly, her finger pointed intimidatingly at the mom.
PIC 29: JASMINE ON HER KNEES LIKE A GOOD PET, ALEXIS POINTING HER FINGER AT HER WHILE TIFFANI WATCHES IN AWE.
"No, Headmistress, not at all," Jasmine hastened to say. "But I am overwhelmed by seeing my naked daughter here wearing your cum, learning that she knows about my extra-curricular activities around here, and that she even knows that I write smut!"
"Mom, I find all of that really hot, especially the smut," Tiffani jumped in and said.
"You do?"
"Yes, I love seeing this slutty side of you for the first time," the daughter added.
"You do?" Jasmine repeated, unable to construct any intelligent sentences.
"Especially learning that my own mom wrote all those hot stories is unbelievable," Tiffani said.
"Yeah, I'd managed to keep that a pretty good secret until I came down here," Jasmine said, wondering whether her daughter had read any of her stories. It kind of sounded like she had. "Have you read any of my stories?"
"Pretty much all of them," she said, as Alexis brought her dick over to her teacher pet.
"What did you think about the incest ones?" Alexis asked with a twinkle in her eye, as she slid her dick into Jasmine's mouth... both of those items making Jasmine's eyes flare wide open.
Tiffani knelt on the floor to get a better view of her mother with that cock in her mouth and said, "I thought they were pretty hot."
"And what about the mother and daughter ones?" Alexis drilled down with intent, while Jasmine began sucking her cock. She had one goal in mind with her questioning, but she also wanted to show the daughter what a great cock sucker her mother was.
Jasmine then realized she was tasting her daughter on Alexis's dick... and thus was sort of committing incest. Sure, the idea of incest turned her on. Sure, she'd written a plethora of mother-daughter incest stories (only having perhaps written more mother-son ones). But she'd never seriously considered actually crossing that line. Fantasy had always been just that... fantasy... but since her arrival here, everything had changed. For one thing, she'd never seriously considered having sex with any of her students, but now she was constantly getting fucked by lots of them! Fantasy after fantasy was coming to life, so right now she couldn't help wondering what variety of deliciousness Alexis had in mind.
PIC 30: JASMINE ON HER ASS, BACK AGAINST THE WALL AS HEADMISTRESS ALEXIS FACE FUCKS HER; MEANWHILE, TIFFANI IS ON THE FLOOR WATCHING. A REALLY HOT PIC.
"I think the mothers and daughters are the hottest ones," Tiffani said.
"Yeah? They turn you on, and you cum while you're reading them?" Alexis asked pointedly.
"Shit yeah! Especially the ones where the mom surrenders to her daughter and becomes her pet," Tiffani said enthusiastically.
"Oh, really?" Alexis purred.
Jasmine listened to this conversation about her while she sucked on the cock in her mouth. She couldn't believe her daughter had read lots of her work. Sure, she had a lot of fans and readers, and she was the most widely read writer on Literotica, but picturing her daughter reading her stories and even jilling off to them, that was surreal! And hot!
"Yeah, really! The idea of dominating my very own Mommy-pet looks very appealing all of a sudden," Tiffani said, her pussy burning, while she watched her mom swallowing almost all of that big dick.
"It does, does it?" Alexis asked, loving the idea of facilitating another incestuous encounter... which she'd done many times in her role as Headmistress of this school, where unbridled sex was the norm instead of being scandalous.
"Well, she's already tasted my pussy on your cock," Tiffani pointed out. "Which she must have noticed right away, and we haven't heard any complaints."
"Oh, shit! Yeah, I guess that's right," Alexis realized. She pulled out of Jasmine, who had indeed made that connection immediately. "Did you enjoy tasting your daughter's pussy cum on my dick?"
"I-I-I don't know," Jasmine stammered nervously, even though she really had enjoyed it... both the taste and just the idea of it.
"Don't play all sweet and innocent with me, slut," Alexis said, actually slapping Jasmine in the face with her large erection. "Answer the question. You know very well I never allow any shame or lies in this office."
"I'm so sorry, Headmistress. Yes, I did," Jasmine admitted.
"Yes, you did what?" Alexis said, wanting to hear Jasmine say all the words... drawing them out of her just like so many fictional Mistresses had done in her stories.
"Yes, I actually loved the taste of my daughter's pussy cum on your amazing cock, and I loved licking it off and swallowing it down," Jasmine answered, this time without holding anything back.
"Mom, that's the hottest thing I've ever heard you say!" Tiffani praised.
"Thanks, honey," Jasmine replied awkwardly.
"What's your favourite silkstockingslover story?" Alexis asked Tiffani.
"I have a lot of them."
"Such as?"
"The Bedding the Babysitter and Church Girl series are especially hot," Tiffani said, having read those lesbian sagas many times.
"Oh? You enjoy being the submissive?" Alexis asked as she slid her dick back inside Jasmine's mouth.
"To men, and apparently starting today, to trans women, yes," Tiffani explained, "but with cis women, especially older ones, I like to take charge."
"I see," Alexis grinned, while Jasmine listened in awe.
"How do you like Lesbian MILF Seductress?"
"I love that series," Tiffani gushed, "I've decided I have a Bree side, although I've only seduced a couple of older women so far."
"Were they as old as your mom?"
"Even older."
"I see."
"Mom, you write some nasty shit," Tiffani said. "For instance, the Order of Syndom is crazy nasty, and why haven't you ever finished that Bride series?"
"You mean Bride Submission?" Alexis asked.
"Yes, that one is particularly hot and twisted!"
"Why didn't you?" Alexis asked, pulling out and allowing the cocksucking author to speak.
"I guess it's because I always get distracted by new ideas, like writing contest stories for the exposure, and then sequels are challenging to keep all the details consistent once I've established the main plot and characterizations," Jasmine explained, all of which was true, and perhaps also because her newest ideas always turned her on more.
"Well, Bride deserves some more telling," Tiffani opined.
"And so does Two Mistresses," Alexis said. "That gem has been lying dormant since 2018. You need to revive it and continue that sizzling hot story!"
"Actually, that one is in the super early stages of being redone with illustrations, but I probably won't be able to finish and release it until 2026," Jasmine explained, since that was a plan for the future instigated just recently by her amazing illustrator and editor, Tex.
"With illustrations? Wow! That'll be so hot," Alexis said just before sliding her dick back inside her favourite author's (and slave's) mouth.
"I especially like her illustrated stories and series, like Best of Both Worlds, Dirty Grandpa, anything with Rebecca's hand-drawn illustrations, and especially the 1950s series. And that new Big Fat Cock story with tons of pictures is absolutely epic," Tiffani listed off, pretty sure she was forgetting some good ones.
"Yeah, those Rebecca stories are really nasty, and the visuals are perfect," Alexis agreed.
"And her newest illustrator just gets better and better with each release," Tiffani said. [Note from Tex... BLUSH!]
"Hey slut, you should get Tex to illustrate this series about our school while you're writing it," Alexis said, again pulling out of Jasmine's mouth so she could speak.
"I imagine we could do that," Jasmine agreed thoughtfully. The notion of allowing Tex to come up with hot versions of herself, her daughter, Alexis, Amanda and all the others, struck her immediately as a wickedly hot idea!
"Tell Tex he needs to give me bigger tits," Tiffani ordered, as Alexis slid her dick back inside Jasmine's mouth yet again.
Jasmine resumed bobbing while she continued listening to this wild conversation.
"What's your all-time favourite story?" Alexis asked.
"Well, although I like her nasty stories a lot, my go-to for slow burns and warm feelings in both my heart and my pussy, are Fate of the Fishbowl, and Big Girls Need Love Too."
"Those ones do illustrate a warm and tender side of your mother's writing," Alexis agreed.
"Yeah, and that Breezy bitch seems to have lots of wicked ideas," Tiffani said. "Is she even real?"
"Yes, is she?" Alexis asked. "I've wondered that too. Or is she just a fictional ploy for you to sidestep the responsibility for some of your kinkiest stories?"
"She's real, all right," Jasmine answered. "And so is her big-dicked husband. Believe me, I've seen pictures!"
"Shit! Then maybe we need to invite Breezy and Daddy to come out here for a weekend of wicked fun and games," Alexis suggested.
"That's a great idea! And I'm pretty sure they've been with some trans women already," Jasmine said. "Unlike me until recently, there isn't much those two hotties haven't done in real life!" She thought Daddy and Breezy would likely come out here in a heartbeat, and now that she thought about it, she likely wasn't all that far away. While she didn't know where she lived exactly, it was definitely somewhere in California.
"Then let's make it happen," Alexis decided.
"I'll see what I can do," Jasmine agreed. She wondered if she could hook up with Breezy for real, and maybe even get some of her husband's enormous black dick inside her.
"That Pillow Princess series is pretty hot too," Tiffani added, while once again Alexis slid her fuck stick back inside Jasmine's mouth.
"Yeah? Well, if you were living here as a teacher, it'd be very much like living with a whole bunch of insatiable pillow princesses, except they'd have dicks," Alexis said, tossing Tiffani a hot visual.
"It sounds like the best job ever!"
"That's true... my teachers never give me any complaints," Alexis said, as she started slowly face fucking Jasmine.
"I imagine they wouldn't," Tiffani smiled, perversely enjoying the sight of her mother sucking cock, and now getting her face fucked. This was unbelievable and absolutely amazing!
"Do you have any favourite ones where a Mommy surrenders and becomes her daughter's submissive plaything?" Alexis asked, as Jasmine remained silently on her knees... just helplessly listening to the surreal conversation, while Alexis kept pumping her big dick between her lips.
"Oh, lots of them," Tiffani said, and she listed off some of her mother's hottest wicked incestuous tales. "OnlyFamily, Nude Day Panties Sniff, Catching Mommy, Cheerleader Mom, and Pet Mommy."
"So you mostly like Mommy pet stories the best?" Alexis asked.
"I guess so."
"Then how would you like your own Mommy pet for real?"
"Seriously?"
"Yes indeed," Alexis assured her. Jasmine's eyes shot wide open upon hearing this new direction in the conversation. Yes, she wrote a lot of incest stories, yes, they turned her on, and yes, today she was seeing her daughter through new eyes and realized for the first time how sexy she was... especially with all that cum on her face... but she'd never seriously pondered committing such an act.
"That prospect is kind of hot," Tiffani admitted.
"What do you think, Jasmine?" Alexis asked, pulling her dick out. "Would you like to be your daughter's Mommy-pet?"
"I don't know," Jasmine answered with mixed emotions. The idea was quite exciting, but equally terrifying.
"Mommy, don't you dare pretend you don't want to be my pet," Tiffani asserted, her dominant side emerging. "You can't hide your hunger for me behind all those fictional words forever."
"Honey, there's a very solid line between fantasy and reality," the mother replied, wondering if her daughter was serious. Perhaps she was... this was the first time she'd called her Mommy since she was a little girl!
"Mommy," Tiffani growled, waving her stocking-clad foot in front of her mother like a matador's cape. "Come here and suck on my toes."
"But Tiffani," Jasmine whimpered. This was so tempting... stocking-clad toes and feet were her kryptonite. And she kept calling her Mommy... another weakness of hers.
"Right now, Mommy," Tiffani said, her pussy burning with the imminence of making her mother's most twisted fantasy actually happen.
"But Tiffani," Jasmine repeated, her compulsion to submit growing stronger.
"Jasmine, you know you want to submit to your daughter," Alexis said. Watching this family drama playing out was quite intriguing.
"But that would be real incest," Jasmine whined.
"And I've read in some of your stories that real incest is far more common than most people would like to believe."
"I really said that?"
"Yes."
"Now, Mommy," Tiffani ordered ferociously. "Crawl to me and worship your beloved daughter's stocking-clad feet."
"Yes, Mistress," Jasmine whispered at last. Her daughter's tone was strong enough for her natural desire to obey to take her over.
"Good Mommy," Tiffani purred, as she watched her mother crawling towards her. This was easily the hottest thing she'd ever witnessed... just beating the recent uber hot moment when she'd discovered this Headmistress had a dick!
Jasmine could feel her cheeks burning with shame and her pussy burning with lust. In truth, while she'd never seriously put any thought into incest with her daughter (although she'd definitely daydreamed about incest with her sisters, and had written about it), with the opportunity now facing her, she was realizing that perhaps her writing the plethora of mother and daughter incest stories was a subliminal way of giving life to a fantasy she actually did have about Tiffani, even though she hadn't realized it.



Reaching her daughter, she took one foot in her hand and lifted it to her lips. "I can't believe I'm doing this."
"Oh, my dear, sweet Mommy..." Tiffani purred as she watched her mom take one of her toes into her mouth, "...this is just the beginning. I'm going to train you to become my perfect Mommy-pet!"
"Oh, Tiffani," Jasmine moaned, as her daughter lay back on the floor and reached her other foot to Jasmine's pussy and parted her wet labia with it.
PIC 31: JASMINE ON HER KNEES SUCKING ON HER DAUGHTER'S TOES WHILE THE OTHER FOOT IS BETWEEN HER PUSSY RUBBING HER. ALEXIS WATCHING AMUSED.
"Do you like this, Mommy?" Tiffani asked.
The term 'Mommy' was even hotter when it was said in person, instead of the many times she'd used it in her writing. That word was just so powerful in its incestuous aura, and its resulting in a wicked hierarchy.
"Yes, honey," Jasmine replied, as she advanced her mouth from toe to toe, "I'm learning just how much I love being your Mommy-pet!"
After a couple minutes, Tiffani asked, "Headmistress, do you have any toys I can fuck my Mom with?"
"I do have a few strap-ons tucked away in my office," Alexis admitted.
"May I please use one?" Tiffani requested, as her mother finished sucking all ten of her toes.
"You want to fuck your Mommy... I mean me?" Jasmine asked, her pussy burning, just as soon as she knew that would happen.
"Yup. I'm going to remake you into my submissive Mommy fuck toy," she said, as she brought her toe to her mom's pussy and tried to fuck her with it.
"Ohhhhhhh," Jasmine moaned, both from her wicked words and her unexpected toe fucking.
"You may be even nastier than your mother is," Alexis observed, as she watched the wickedly incestuous act.
"Like mother, like daughter," Tiffani quoted... umm... lots of people I guess... and then she stood up, paced a few feet away and close to Alexis, whose dick was still hard, and she ordered, "Crawl to me on your belly, Mommy-slut."
Hearing her daughter saying things very much like she'd written so many times, had morphed Jasmine into a mindless submissive plaything, and she was completely enamoured by knowing she was becoming, for the umpteenth time since she'd arrived at this school, another one of her own characters. She dropped onto her belly, and then actually writhed more than crawled towards her daughter in the most submissive posture she could think of.
PIC 32: NOT A GREAT PICTURE OF JASMINE ON THE GROUND ON HER BELLY WHILE THE OTHER TWO LOOK DOWN AT HER AMUSED.
"Shit," Alexis said, in awe of both Jasmine's complete submission to Tiffani, but also the sweet young nerd's complex dual persona... she'd been completely obedient and submissive to her, but now she was being a strong-willed Mistress to her mother. She was definitely a switch, and probably with very little experience in either role, today she was falling quite naturally into both of them!
Tiffany was riding a wave of adrenaline. Deciding to use some of her mother's stories and words to her advantage, she ordered, "Now crawl to me on your hands and knees."
"Yes, Mistress," Jasmine replied, feeling her body almost burning up with her desire and submissive need.
"Shit," Alexis repeated, as she watched Jasmine crawling to her daughter, before she went to her desk to grab one of the three strap-ons she always kept on hand for special occasions like this one.
"My Mommy is just like all of her submissive characters," Tiffani said, as her mother arrived at her feet. "Aren't you, Mommy?"
"Yes," Jasmine whispered, a mixture of shame and excitement churning away inside the mother.
"You want me to fuck you, don't you, Mommy?" Tiffani asked as Headmistress Alexis handed her a large fucking dick. Right now she was feeling an ultimate rush of power. Yes, she'd enjoyed the rare times she'd seduced older women... had found them so submissive and obedient... but today's scenario was on an entirely new level!
"Yes, honey. I really do," Jasmine admitted, realizing that even though she'd written about moments like this so many times, she'd never come anywhere close to living it... like she was doing right now. Her pussy was burning, and her eyes were very wide as she stared and gaped at the incredible length of the dick Headmistress Alexis had just given her daughter.
"I think the silkstockingslover should know the proper way to address her Mistress daughter." Tiffani scolded as she fastened the harness around her waist.
Alexis reined in her impulses and said nothing. For now, she just watched. Tiffani looked like a real keeper. A total submissive to herself and the trans students, but also a switch who could perhaps even dominate her teachers.
"I must address you as my Mistress," Jasmine said sheepishly.
"Are you embarrassed to be my Mommy-slut fuck toy? Especially in front of this goddess who's Mistress to us both?" Tiffani asked haughtily, as she glared down at her mother.
"No, Mistress," the horny writer responded. Each humiliating word from her nerdy daughter was adding to the intensity of her wild and unbelievable submission.
"Tell me what you want from me," Tiffani ordered, as she finished tightening the harness.
"I want my Mistress daughter to please fuck me with that huge fucking cock," Jasmine replied bluntly, excited that soon she'd be feeling that huge black dick inside her.
"Then stand up," Tiffani ordered.
"Yes, Mistress Tiffani," Jasmine agreed and obeyed, happy to be off of her knees, but surprised by the order.
"Do you think you can take this big dick in your pussy, Mommy?" Tiffani posed playfully.
PIC 33: TIFFANI NOW WEARING A BIG STRAP-ON POSING SEXILY AS JASMINE STARES AT IT IN AWE. ALEXIS, OF COURSE, IS THERE WITH HER RAGING ROD.
"Actually, under my and my students' tutelage, your mother has gotten accustomed to having all three of her pleasure holes stuffed with big dicks," Alexis mentioned.
"Although this is the biggest toy dick I've ever seen," Jasmine added, in shock and awe of this situation. Less than half an hour earlier she'd been fulfilling her daily after-school responsibilities by servicing a couple of her students and encouraging them to cum on her, and now she was just about to get fucked by her own daughter... who by all rights should still be in a different country!
"Now go ahead and fuck your mother," Alexis instructed, excited to witness the consummation of this hierarchical mother and daughter relationship.
"Where should I fuck her?"
"Use my desk. That way you can bend her over and fuck her good, but you won't need to give your knees a workout," Alexis suggested.
"That's good advice. Thank you, Mistress," Tiffani said humbly... the perfect submissive. But then she smoothly switched roles, as she took her mom's hand and led her to the desk. "Get onto it, Mommy. It's time for me to claim you as my Mommy-slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Jasmine agreed, and she climbed onto the Headmistress's desk.
"Good Mommy," Tiffany said soothingly, as her mother got onto the desk. She could never in a million years have imagined she'd ever be in a situation where she could fuck her mother because she'd asked her to. Not that she'd ever considered the possibility under any circumstances until today. She admired her mom's very impressive tight ass and the rest of her figure for the first time. Her Mom was still in great shape! "Shit, Mom! Your ass is mighty fine."
"Thanks, daughter Mistress," the mother said. All her qualms about doing this with Tiffani had faded away by now, and all she felt was excitement that she was about to commit what some people called the ultimate sin... and wildly, it was an event that wasn't even listed on her lengthy sexual bucket list.
"Yep. You're still in amazing shape," she complimented again, caressing her mother's fine ass.
"Thanks," Jasmine said.
"She gets a thorough daily workout here, both before and after her classroom hours," Alexis mentioned, impressed by the girl's restraint. Most inexperienced Mistresses... Nicole for instance... would have just shoved their dick right in there.
"Yeah, I can imagine," Tiffani laughed playfully, as she positioned her dick against her mom's pussy.
"Yeah, I don't need to go to the gym anymore," Jasmine added, and then she moaned when she felt the large, black, plastic cock head parting her wet pussy lips.
"Fuck her, Tiffani! Fuck your mom!" Alexis cried out impatiently. All this lengthy foreplay and chatter was suddenly driving her mad.
"Yes, Headmistress," Tiffani agreed placidly. She instinctively understood hierarchical relationships very well. For one thing, if your Mistress yelled at you, it wasn't the end of the world. Just like always, you just did what you were told, and eventually everything would turn out just fine. So without making any fuss about it, she immediately slid the lengthy shaft sticking out from her pelvis into her mom. If Headmistress Alexis had a problem about something, it was her problem, not Tiffani's. The Headmistress was perfectly capable of handling her own issues, and Tiffani's only responsibility was to obey her.
"Yes, baby girl, fuck your Mommy," Jasmine moaned, her fevered pussy finally filled.
"Yes, Mommy. This is my pussy now," Tiffany staked her claim, as all ten inches of her massive black dick disappeared inside her mom.
"Shit, this is so fucking hot,' Alexis said. She had indeed gotten over her impatience, and now she was just enjoying the show.
PIC 34: JASMINE ON ALEXIS'S DESK IN PURE RAPTURE AS HER DAUGHTER FUCKS HER FORM BEHIND. THIS ONE IS HOT.
"Do you like your boss watching you commit incest?" Tiffani asked.
"Yes, Mistress daughter," Jasmine responded truthfully, "I love having my sexy Mistress boss watching me become a Mommy-slut for my beautiful daughter. I also love the sight of both of your lovely naked bodies."
"You're now my Mommy-slave forever," Tiffani added, as she pumped the dick in and out of her mom.
"Yes I am. I'm your forever Mommy-slave, your Mommy fuck toy, your Mommy-slut, your Mommy-pet, and..." Jasmine continued listing off a variety of variations on the same theme, and she was in complete mindless rapture while pleasure consumed her.
Alexis continued watching, greatly turned on by Jasmine's nasty words, and also by the smooth, natural domination this college girl was wielding.
"Yes you are, Mommy," Tiffani said. "But I can't believe you hid your sexy nature from me when I was still living at home."
"I never imagined anything like your fucking me even being a possibility," Jasmine admitted, as her daughter continued pumping into her pussy.
"But now?" Tiffani asked.
"Now I wish I'd told you how horny and lonely I was, alone in my bedroom," the mom confessed.
"I want you to ride me now," Tiffani said, wanting to gaze into her mom's eyes while she fucked her.
"Yes Mistress, your wish is my command," Jasmine responded, even though in this current position, her orgasm was quite imminent.
Tiffani climbed onto the desk, lay down, and watched her mother straddle her huge cock.
Jasmine lowered herself onto the massive fake dick, and she happened to glance over and see that Alexis's real dick was very hard and ready for more action.
"Fuck, do I love you, baby girl," Jasmine moaned, as she swallowed that entire cock inside her pussy.
"I love you too, Mom," Tiffani replied. Then she leaned forward and sucked on her mom's hard nipple... somewhat like she'd done a tad more than two decades ago.
"Oh yes, suck on Mommy's tits," Jasmine moaned, the wild reality of her daughter sucking her nipples after all these years was absolutely kinky.
"Yes, milk your Mommy," Alexis threw in a new twist, even though she knew Jasmine was a long way beyond those babying years.
"I've always loved these titties," Tiffani said, as she sucked a nipple into her mouth.
PIC 35: JASMIEN NOW RIDING THE STRAP-ON AS HER DAUGHTER NURSES ON THOSE TITS LIKE SHE DID YEARS AGO.
"Yes, baby girl! That feels so good," Jasmine moaned from the combined pleasure of a dick in her pussy, a mouth on her tits, her Headmistress watching, and knowing she was committing the so-called ultimate of sins.
"Fuck, are you two hot to watch!" Alexis praised, stroking her hard-on while she decided which hole she'd slide it into.
"Headmistress Alexis," Jasmine moaned, "thank you so much for bringing my daughter on board! I don't know how you managed to do it, but thank you!"
"I admit that I'm amazing, but I can't take much credit this time," Alexis said, as she continued stroking her cock while watching the daughter suck on her mother's nipples. "She just showed up unannounced, didn't object to anything I threw at her except for you're silkstockingslover at first, so things just happened and escalated."
"Yeah, things," Tiffani said. "Just inconsequential things like telling me I might have ruined my mom's life just by paying her a visit, and there were lots of secrets around here that could ruin my mom's and my life if I told anybody, and then you hypnotized me with those gorgeous feet of yours and got me to strip, and then you showed me that humongous cock attached to your uber sexy feminine bod, and before I knew it I was sucking that cock, and then you were fucking me with it before coming all over my face and tits... and finally my Mommy showed up looking just as slutty as I did by then! All in a normal day's work, right? But I need to add that I'm not complaining about any of that, far from it, and if I haven't already, I absolutely, totally and irrevocably pledge I'll never divulge any of your society's secrets to anyone!"
"Well yes, I did do all that, except today hasn't been normal at all, and your sincere pledge has been duly noted, so thank you," Alexis agreed with a soft chuckle.
After another minute, Tiffani added, "So now that we've established that you're a goddess, Headmistress, why don't you help me spit-roast my Mommy-slut?"
"I don't mind if I do," Alexis said, allowing this precocious coed switch to make that decision.
"So who's giving me their cock to suck?" Jasmine asked wickedly, the idea of taking their cocks in both ends was quite exciting... and she was never one to refuse Headmistress Alexis's cock in any of her holes.
"I am," Alexis said, "because meat is juicier than plastic. Now get on all fours, you nasty incestuous slut."
"Yes, Headmistress," Jasmine obeyed, stepping away from her daughter while giving her a playful wink.
"I'm still getting used to my own mother being silkstockingslover," Tiffani said, as she watched her mother getting into the position instructed.
"And I'm still getting used to being my daughter's Mommy-pet," Jasmine reciprocated, as she got down on all fours.
"I still can't believe you two sexy sluts have never fucked each other before." Alexis felt compelled to interject her thoughts into the conversation, as she climbed onto her desk and prepared to slide her cock into Jasmine's amazing cock-sucking mouth.
"I can't believe that either, but I sure plan on making up for all that lost time," Tiffani said, as she pushed her mom's ass down a bit, which spread her legs wide open.
"It's too bad you're only here for a couple days," Jasmine said, as her daughter filled her pussy up again.
"Well, she does need to go back to college for a while," Alexis said, as she filled the slut's mouth with her dick, "but I'm going to look into whether your daughter can get permission to do her internship here next semester."
"Really?" Tiffani asked, while both women pumped their cocks into the moaning MILF. What Alexis had just said explained the Headmistress's earlier questions about her upcoming internship. And how cool was that?!
"Yes, I'd love for you to be here full-time if we can make it happen. But I'm not certain how that might work, since you're attending college in a different country, and we've never had an intern here before," Alexis said thoughtfully, as she slowly face-fucked Jasmine.
Jasmine listened in while she got filled up from both ends. Part of her thought Tiffani interning here would be amazingly wonderful... having her Mistress daughter living here with her and probably sleeping in her bed every night. But she wondered if being part of this community full-time was the best thing for her. Even though for Jasmine, it certainly was. Unknowingly, she'd spent her entire life preparing herself for this situation, both professionally (as a highly skilled and innovative teacher), and in her secret unpaid profession (as a naughty writer of kinky erotica, and wannabe real-life slut).
"That would be awesome," Tiffani said. This possibility was too good to be true... just like this moment right now was.
"I'll see what I can do," Alexis promised, stroking her fingers through her favourite pet's hair. "This school is very prestigious, and I do have quite a few influential connections... including some in Canada."
PIC 36: JASMINEON HER KNEES GETTING SPIT ROASTED AS SHE GETS FACE FUCKED BY ALEXIS WHILE HER DAUGHTER POUNDS HER FROM BEHIND. A GREAT ANGLE ON THIS ONE.
"I'd greatly appreciate anything you could do to make it happen," Tiffani said, and she began really giving it to her moaning mother.
"Okay, I've come up with a plan, and I'll definitely make it happen," Headmistress Alexis promised suddenly; she was a woman who always achieved whatever goals she went for. She had connections everywhere, which was one of the perks of the worldwide secret society. She was also tenacious... as in if she had to go up to Toronto and fuck some dean, then so be it... she was going to make this happen!
"That's fabulous, Headmistress! But right now I think our slut needs to come," Tiffani pointed out. So they both continued fucking Jasmine's holes and soon her mom's moans were steadily increasing.
"Then make her come," Alexis said, "and then I'll have another treat for you."
"I hope it's more dick," Tiffani said, as Alexis pulled out of Jasmine's mouth.
"Oh, you're going to get so much dick this weekend, you'll be cock drunk for days," Alexis assured her.
"And likely cum-drunk too, inside and out," her mother added since she no longer had a cock in her mouth.
"And you'll be dining on pussy, too," Alexis said. "Which will get you even more intoxicated."
"Sounds perfect to me," Tiffani said, while she really pounded her manically moaning Mommy.
"Oh fuck, baby girl," Jasmine moaned, very close to coming. "Please make Mommy come!"
"So come on my dick, Mommy," Tiffani ordered, really hammering her Mom's hole. "Come on my dick like the dirty Mommy-slut you are."
"Oh, yes! Tell me more," Jasmine moaned.
"Now, you dirty fucking slut," Tiffani demanded. "Come on your Mistress daughter's dick, and declare yourself my Mommy-slave!"
"Yes, baby, yes! Fuck! I'm your MOMMYYYYYYYY-SLUT!" Jasmine declared with a wall-shaking scream, as her now inevitable orgasm cascaded through her.
Alexis moved a couple of chairs out of the way while she watched Jasmine coming hard, while her daughter continued fucking her.
After a couple minutes, Alexis, a generous Mistress who always made sure Jasmine had enough time to enjoy the full breadth of her body-shaking orgasms, finally ordered, "Both of you incestuous sluts, get down on the floor over here."
"Yes, Headmistress," both submissive women responded in unison. They disengaged and climbed off the desk... Tiffani thoughtfully helped her mother down to the floor.
"Jasmine, do you know your daughter is an anal virgin?" Alexis asked.
"I would have assumed so before today," Jasmine said, as she arranged herself in her favourite position... on the floor... on her knees... with her daughter doing the same right next to her. "But since she was such a dominant and imaginative Mistress for me just now, and after today's plethora of revelations, I'm a bit surprised to hear that."



"Everyone calls me a nerd, but only you would ever use the word plethora, Mom," Tiffani teased.
"It means a lot," the teacher informed her.
"I know what it means, I'm not an idiot," Tiffani objected. "For example, I hear that you regularly fuck a plethora of your trans students."
"Well used," Alexis said, as she went over and extracted some lube from her desk drawer.
"Thanks, Headmistress," Tiffani said.
"Jasmine, I want you to prepare your daughter's pretty asshole for my dick," Alexis instructed, displaying the lube. She wanted to insert the coed's first dick back there, and she wanted to fuck it good, but she didn't want to cause her unnecessary pain.
"Yes, Headmistress," Jasmine agreed. "Get on all fours for me, baby girl."
"Yes, Mommy," Tiffani complied, loving to call her Mommy, it was so fucking hot!
"Here's the lube," Alexis said, handing it to Jasmine before she reclined on the floor to watch.
"Thanks, Headmistress," Jasmine said, pouring a generous amount of lube down her daughter's ass crack and onto her own finger.
"Mommy Deawest, what on earth are you about to do to your widdle daughter's virgin asshole?" Tiffani asked playfully and in a cute baby girl's voice.
"Mommy's going to finger your cute widdle puckered asshole, baby girl," the mother answered. "Mommy needs to gape your cute puckered asshole for our Headmistress's great big dick."
"Goody! Then pwease finger fuck my asshole, Mommy," Tiffani chortled, having no reservations about giving up her anal virginity today, and glad her mother was the first person ever to insert something besides a thermometer into her butt.
"You're just as nasty as your slutty Mommy," Jasmine teased, as she placed a finger on the virgin rosebud.
"Like Mommy, like daughter," Tiffani said, as she felt her mom's finger touching her anal entrance.
"You certainly will be like me once you discover the joys of having a big dick pounding your asshole," Jasmine promised, as she smoothly slid her entire finger inside her daughter's asshole.
"Oooooooooh," Tiffani moaned. The feeling was strange... neither pleasurable nor painful... just weird.
Alexis sat down to watch again... finding all this incestuous playing around very arousing.
"Yes. Just welax and let Mommy prepare this ass for the nice lady, so her big dick doesn't hurt my pwecious widdle girl," Jasmine said. She remembered how painful her first ass fucking had been.
"Yes, Mommy. That feels weird, but good," Tiffani moaned.
PIC 37: ALL THREE NOW ON THE FLOOR. ALEXIS WATCHES AS JASMINE FINGERS HER DAUGHTER'S ASSHOLE.
"Yes, gape that asshole good for me, Jasmine," Alexis said.
"Yes Mommy, gape my shit hole," Tiffani cooed.
"I think you've been reading too much of Mommy's stories if you're using terms like shit hole," Jasmine teased... a dirty expression she'd never heard in real life before arriving at this school.
"Well, my Mommy does write some very naughty erotica," Tiffani moaned. The feeling was still weird, but oddly stimulating, and even relaxing.
"Now I want you to eat her ass, Jasmine. Eat your daughter's asshole," Alexis instructed, knowing she'd be feeling an urgent need to fuck that virgin asshole very soon.
"Yes! Eat my asshole, Mommy," Tiffani reinforced the order.
"Yes, Mistresses," Jasmine acknowledged, bringing her tongue to her daughter's inviting asshole right after she pulled her finger out, and she began rubbing her daughter's clit with it.
"Oh yes, Mommy! Eat my asshole, you nasty Mommy-slut," Tiffani moaned, surprised by how kinky and hot it felt to feel a tongue, especially her mom's, licking her rosebud.
"Your asshole is delicious, baby girl," Jasmine said. She always enjoyed the unique taste of a salty, sweaty asshole.
PIC 38: SIMILAR POSITION AS JASMINE NOW EATS HER DAUGHTER'S ASSHOLE.
Alexis grabbed the lube, lathered up her dick, and about a minute later she announced, "It's my turn."
"Make sure to relax your muscles as much as you possibly can, and breathe deeply," Jasmine advised her daughter.
"Yes, Mommy," Tiffani said, as her mother crawled away and Alexis replaced her.
"Your mom is correct," Alexis said. "At first, this may not feel very comfortable."
"I'll manage. Just go ahead and fuck my asshole, Headmistress," Tiffani said. She was preparing herself for some initial pain as she felt the cock head poking against her ass. "Take my anal virginity!"
"You're a natural little ass slut," Alexis assured her, and she pushed forward and felt her cock slipping inside the incredibly warm, tight rectum. God, there was nothing like a virgin ass!
"Ooooooooh," Tiffani moaned as she felt her asshole being stretched.
"Breathe, baby girl," the caring mother reminded her daughter.
"I am breathing," Tiffani moaned. "But it still hurts."
"But not for much longer. Your ass is swallowing my dick almost hungrily," Alexis reported, as she continued slowly sliding her dick deeper inside the virgin asshole.
"It's so big!" Tiffani babbled, in awe of the strange feeling of this cock in her ass. Yes, by now it was still hurting a bit, but not much, and it wasn't a bad pain... if that made any sense.
"Yes, baby. Once you get used to them, big dicks feel so much better than the normal ones," Jasmine said, having discovered the joys of huge cocks inside her ass since arriving here.
"It's hurting a bit less now, and it's also starting to feel kinda good," Tiffani agreed, as she felt Alexis's body touching down against hers.
"Shit, you took it all, baby," Jasmine said, beaming with pride. She wished she could have a dick in her asshole right now.
"Like Mommy, like daughter," Tiffani repeated her kinky mantra.
"You're so fucking tight," Alexis said, as she began slowly fucking the recently virgin ass.
"Now gape my daughter's shit hole really good," Jasmine urged, and she began rubbing herself while she watched her daughter's first sodomy.
"Oh God, I'm so full," Tiffani moaned, as she felt the pure intensity of pleasure and pain battling each other inside her ass.
Then for a couple minutes, Alexis fucked the sweet nerd's ass.
And slowly but surely, the pleasure overpowered the pain, and Tiffani became animated. "Can you please fuck my ass harder now?" she requested politely.
"Can you please rephrase that request?" Alexis asked mockingly. "Talk dirty to me, girl! Like do ya want me ta pound da shit outta this tight ass?" suddenly going all gangsta on her.
"Yeah! Gimme that big fucking dick! Give it to me hard in my ass!" Tiffani moaned.
"As you wish," Alexis agreed, now beginning to pound her hard.
"Oh, fuck! Yes! Fuck my ass! Pound the shit outta me," Tiffani went ballistic when Alexis shifted into high gear.
After another minute, Alexis pushed Tiffani onto her stomach, turned to the side facing her mom and resumed pounding her in that position.
"Hey, Mommy," Tiffani smiled as the dick slid back inside her ass.
"Hey, baby girl," Jasmine smiled back.
PIC 39: JASMINE WATCHES AND ENCOURAGES AS HER DAUGHTER, ON THE FLOOR STRETCHED OUT ON HER STOMACH, IS ASS FUCKED BY ALEXIS. A WICKED PIC... MAYBE MY FAVOURITE FROM THE CHAPTER.
After a couple more minutes in this position, Tiffani asked, "How about I ride you with that dick in my ass?"
"Do you think you can ride this dick?" Alexis asked.
"Only one way to find out?"
"Then let's find out," Alexis said, and she lay down on the floor and watched as this wickedly slutty coed straddled her dick and rode her reverse cowgirl.
"Oh, fuck," Tiffani moaned, this position stimulating her pussy in a few different ways.
"Yeah! Ride that cock, baby girl," Jasmine encouraged her while she watched.
"Do you like having my dick in your asshole, slut?" Alexis asked, as she enjoyed the slut bouncing on her.
Tiffani, who couldn't stop grinning, turned her head back and said, "I love your dick in my asshole, Headmistress!"
PIC 40: TIFFANI RIDES THE DICK IN HER ASS, REALLY LOVING GETTING DICK IN HER ASS. JASMINE IS POSING IN A VERY STRANGE POSITION, BUT OH WELL.
"God, all of this is so hot," Jasmine said, wanting to get fucked herself, but not quite as much as she wanted to watch her daughter experience her first anally stimulated orgasm.
"Do you like watching me bouncing on this cock in my ass?" Tiffani asked, looking at her mom, who was still coated with cum just like she was.
"I fucking love watching you, baby girl," the mother said enthusiastically. "You look so fucking hot with your ass full of cock."
"Thank you, Mommy," Tiffani said, and she could feel an orgasm rising inside her.
"Come, baby girl," Jasmine encouraged her, while she enjoyed listening to her daughter's accelerating moans.
"I'm about to come from getting ass fucked, Mommy," Tiffani moaned, now furiously riding that dick, while her mother rose to her feet and stood in front of her.
"Recently your mother's most intense orgasms have been while she was getting her asshole pounded," Alexis mentioned.
"Come, slut! Come, you ass slut," Jasmine ordered, sensing her daughter was just like her... coming faster and harder whenever the discussion got dirtier.
"Oh, yes! Then like Mommy, like daughteeeeeer!" Tiffani screamed as her second orgasm given her by this amazing trans woman struck her, and she collapsed forward.
Her dick slipped out of the girl, making a pop sound, and Alexis, near climax herself, quickly followed Tiffani down, reinserted her cock into the gaping hole and resumed pounding her hard, while the cute nerd quaked with euphoria.
A minute later Alexis pulled out, Tiffani sat up like a doggy, looked into Jasmine's eyes (who looked back into hers), and she felt Alexis's warm cum splattering onto her back.
"Yes! Come on me, Headmistress!" Tiffani moaned... nobody had ever come on her back before.
PIC 41: A HOT ONE AS ALEXIS CUMS ALL OVER TIFFANI'S BACK AS JASMINE WATCHES. TEX HAD GOT MUCH BETTER WITH CUM SHOTS.
A minute later Jasmine moved to her daughter's back and licked up all the delicious cum before she assisted her daughter to her feet, and they spent a couple minutes just kissing and embracing each other.
Tenderly and intimately.
PIC 42: JASMINE AND TIFFANI MAKE OUT WHILE STANDING NOW.
Alexis finally interjected by saying, "I sense you have some people in your residence who're waiting to meet your daughter."
"Really?" Jasmine asked. "How could those people even know she's here?"
"Oh..." Alexis said, gazing innocently up at the ceiling, "...I might have mentioned to Amanda that a couple of your students would probably like to know that she's here... and eager to play."
"How very thoughtful of you, Headmistress," Jasmine smiled ironically, reaching out to grasp her daughter's hands. "Tiff, would you like to go home with me and meet some of my students?"
"Yes please, Mommy."
"You two lovebirds needn't put on any clothes," Alexis said, "and I'll have Amanda bring your luggage to you a bit later, Tiffani."
"We're going to walk across campus naked?" Tiffani gasped.
"Hand in hand, and proudly displaying all the cum on us, and I can guarantee nobody will disapprove of us," Jasmine assured her, and now her smile was warm and tender. "Welcome to my new world, baby girl."
"It was wonderful meeting you, Headmistress," Tiffani said sincerely, "and thank you for everything!"
Then she and her mom walked out of the office holding hands. Her entire world had gone topsy-turvy in less than a couple of hours.
.....
Coming next: Chapter 5: Trans School: Daughter's Initiation
COMING NEXT: Daughter's Initiation:
When Tiffani will meet Nicole and receive some advice about how to use a pet....
PIC 43: BOTH TIFFANI AND JASMINE SURROUNDED MY THREE TRANS COCKS... SUCKING ONE WHILE STROKING TWO EACH. MMMMMMM....
A FEW DELETED SCENES THAT WERE DELETED FOR GOOD REASON WERE ALSO ADDED AT THE ORIGINAL END.
.....
.....
.....
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THE TURNING CONTEST is a week-long competition between five MILF best friends over who can turn more straight teens, college girls and women.
The prize: The winner gets a weekend with the other four women's 18-year-old daughters.
Although each story definitely stands on its own, this is the twenty-eighth seduction scene. Here is a quick refresher of what has happened so far.
1. Turning Contest: A Beautiful Blonde, in which seductress VERONICA STONE seduces a teen in her clothing store.
2. Turning Contest: A Cute Maid, in which reluctant seductress (she is more a submissive) and rich wife CAROL WHITE seduces and dominates her temporary maid.
3. Turning Contest: A Delicious Model, in which seductress and casting agent PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute 19-year-old model who is auditioning for a part in the new Matt Damon movie.
4. Turning Contest: A Desperate Asian, in which black professor CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a shy Japanese student in her office.
5. Turning Contest: A Dominated Thief, in which store owner VERONICA STONE molests an 18-year-old who tried to steal from her store.
6. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bday Girl, in which married seductress JASMINE JONES molests, seduces and fucks a 21-year-old birthday girl at a club.
7. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bride 2 Be, in which JASMINE JONES continues her night at the club by seducing a friend of the birthday girl as well as a bride-to-be at her bachelorette party.
8. Turning Contest: A Edible Waitress, in which CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a cute, big breasted, 18-year-old waitress at an open-all-night diner.
9. Turning Contest: A Fashionable Cutie, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute Victoria's Secret saleswoman in a change room.
10. Turning Contest: A Fateful Birthday, in which CAROL WHITE seduces a chubby girl at the beach and doubles down on a peeping Belle.
11. Turning Contest: A Former Student, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into a former student, goes back to her place and seduces her slyly.
12. Turning Contest: A Friend in Need, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces, somewhat by accident, her good friend who just caught her husband sucking cock in her kitchen.
13. Turning Contest: A Friend of Amy's, in which VERONICA STONE gets her third turn with a surprisingly quirky nerd with the assistance of her first seduction (turn 1: A Beautiful Blonde).
14. Turning Contest: A Girl Guide's Sis, in which JASMINE JONES seduces an 18-year-old selling cookies for her younger sister and who just happens to be her own daughter's cross-town rival.
15. Turning Contest: A Hit & Lick, in which CRYSTAL WATSON is hit from behind at a red light by a teen girl and uses the opportunity to get not one, but two turns seducing the nerdish driver and her Muslim friend.
16. Turning Contest: A Kinky Cuckquean, in which VERONICA STONE catches two teens having sex in one of her dressing rooms and uses it to blackmail them into submitting sexually to her.
17. Turning Contest: A Kismet Encounter, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into her daughter's grade three teacher in line at a coffee shop and brings her home for a sweet seduction.
18. Turning Contest: A Lick for a Raise, in which VERONICA STONE turns a good employee who may be trying to blackmail her, into a pussy licking and strap-on taking pet.
19. Turning Contest: A Lick Shop, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces and turns a mother and daughter individually at a fancy dress shop.
20. Turning Contest: A Lift, in which PORTIA JAMES picks up and turns an elderly woman stranded on the side of the road.
21. Turning Contest: A Maître D, in which PORTIA JAMES continues her hot streak seducing a young southern belle at a five-star restaurant.
22. Turning Contest: A Makeover, in which CRYSTAL WATSON with her daughter's help seduces a shy nerd using vegetables as an appetizer.
23. Turning Contest: A Mommy Fantasy, in which CAROL WHITE meets up with a young stranger to role-play a wicked Mommy lesbian fantasy.
24. Turning Contest: A Mormon Visit, in which VERONICA STONE gets a visit from a pair of Mormon girls who she challenges about their faith and seduces both of them.
25. Turning Contest: A Mother-In-Law, in which JASMINE JONES gets a call from her upset mother-in-law. One thing leads to another and she fucks her 65-year-old mother-in-law and invites her daughter over to join in a family threesome.
26. Turning Contest: A Movie Theatre, in which CAROL WHITE meets up with an earlier turn in the day, Tabitha, where she services the birthday girl again and seduces the teen's best friend for a wild threesome.
27. Turning Contest: A Muslim, in which JASMINE JONES slyly seduces a wealthy
Muslim woman.
Turning Contest: A Pizza Girl
Crystal couldn't believe she had seven turns and was only tied for first. She also knew Portia was at a gala where there would be lots of women to turn, and Jasmine, although she was behind, was going to a wedding which was the perfect place for multiple turns. She didn't know what Veronica's plans were but she was not going to like not being alone in first.
The black bombshell was dressed in sexy lingerie, all red, and was planning to put on a dress and go hit the upscale hotel bar where she'd had a varied success rate when she just decided she was too tired. While there was a good chance she would lose the lead tonight, she was confident she would have lots of time to regain it, this was still only the second day of a week-long contest.
Figuring she would just have to wait until tomorrow, Crystal went into full relax mode and ordered a pizza. She thought she might watch a movie, but first she checked the standings.
Score at 9:47 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 7
Portia: 7
Veronica: 7
Carol: 5
Jasmine: 5
She had seen Carol get her fifth turn. Crystal was proud of her; she didn't think the married, submissive Carol would be remotely in the race.
The pizza took over half an hour to arrive. Crystal was a little annoyed, but that annoyance changed when a cute girl showed up with her pizza.
"I'm so sorry," the frazzled girl said. "It's my first day and I went to the wrong address."
"No worries," Crystal said, her instant turn radar beeping like crazy. She was beginning to think that God may be a lesbian as things just kept happening for her. "Please come in," she said, her robe hiding her sexy lingerie that she kept on to have fun and tease the delivery boy (when she assumed it would be a boy).
"Okay," the girl said, happy to see the customer wasn't going to yell at her like two others had today. This was thankfully her last delivery and she was pretty sure this wasn't the job for her.
Crystal closed the door and said, "You deserve a better tip than the one I gave online." She walked over to her oversized purse and pulled out the strap-on harness and put it on an end table as a conversation piece in a moment and then pulled out a five-dollar bill which would double her tip.
Seeing that the girl hadn't come into the living room, she called out, "Please come inside."
"Um, okay," the pizza girl said. She had only set foot inside one house so far, the others meeting her at the door and either taking the pizza and paying her or taking the pizza and scolding her. There had been a nice elderly lady who offered her a glass of homemade lemonade since it was such a hot day. She took her shoes off and walked inside.
Crystal turned around, and said, "Here you go," and handed her the five-dollar bill. "Unfortunately, that's all I have in cash."
"That's more than generous since I'm past the thirty-minute guarantee."
"Aaaaah, no worries," Crystal said, "thirty, thirty-five, what's five minutes?"
"Long enough for some to yell at me."
"You poor thing," Crystal said, moving over and rubbing her arm. "You don't deserve that."
"Thanks," she said, surprised by such kindness. Before today, she had no idea that real life was as bad as high school in how people treat others. She had hoped it was just a temporary high school thing, alas it seemed it may be an epidemic of unkindness.
"How many more deliveries do you have?" Crystal asked, this being the key question of whether a turn was remotely possible.
"Actually, you were my last delivery. Because it's my first day they had me on the early shift. The veterans get the late one," she said, super happy to be done for the night.
"Well, that is serendipity then," Crystal smiled, the evidence continuing to grow that God was a woman and a lesbian who was encouraging this turn contest.
"Serendipitous?"
"Yes, fate."
"I know what it means," the honours student answered. "I just don't see how it is serendipitous."
"Well, it is for me," Crystal said, the seeds beginning to be planted. "I hate eating alone and I'd love it if you would do an old woman a favour and eat with her."
"I couldn't do that," the pizza girl said, "plus, you are hardly old."
"Well, of late I feel like it," Crystal said. "Seriously, who is home alone on a Saturday night?"
"Me, if I didn't have this job."
"Oh, what would you be doing?"
"Gaming likely."
"Well, now we can both break our Saturday routines and have a late supper together. Have you eaten tonight...? Um, what's your name dear?"
"Marnie, ma'am, and actually, no I haven't, now that you mention it," the pizza delivery girl suddenly realized. Her tummy rumbled instantly at the question and the realization.
"Well, then, I insist," Crystal smiled, picking up the pizza, taking the girl by the hand, right past the strap-on and into the kitchen.
Marnie's eyes went wide at seeing a strap-on harness just sitting there on an end table.
In the kitchen, Crystal poured herself a glass of red wine. "Would you like some wine or any other beverage?"
"Um, I don't drink."
"Oh, sorry, well after the day you had you probably should start," Crystal joked. "How about a coke?"
"Sure?"
As she grabbed the coke from the fridge, Crystal enquired, making sure her possible prey was legal, "Are you in college?"
"No, high school," Marnie answered, the strap-on harness still stuck in her mind. While she had been fucked by a couple of guys, it hadn't been all that fulfilling and she had been questioning her sexuality of late. In the online role-play game she had made her character bisexual and was currently flirting with a couple other girls. That excited her in ways she couldn't yet explain.
"Oh, you look at least nineteen," Crystal said, this statement usually getting the right age given in response.
"I'm eighteen."
"Well, then I wasn't far off," Crystal said, the next part of her plan about to occur.
"Nope."
Crystal walked over with her red wine in one hand and the glass of coke in the other and just before she reached the cute teenager she 'accidentally' tripped and both glasses of red and black landed directly on the girl's light blue t-shirt and white skateboard shorts. "Oh my God, I'm so sorry."
"It's, it's, it's, okay," Marnie stammered, her entire outfit suddenly soaked and stained.
"We need to get them right in the wash or they will stain," Crystal said, putting the two glasses down.
"It's okay, I'll just...."
Crystal, in predator and pretend-good mom mode, grabbed the t-shirt at the girl's waist and pulled it over her head and ponytail.
"Ma'am, I think it's okay," Marnie said, stunned at suddenly being stripped by a stranger.
Crystal dropped to her knees, tugged at the string holding the shorts on and pulled them down swiftly as she explained, "I'll just give them a heavy spray and throw them in the washing machine."
Marnie was bewildered by what was happening as she mindlessly lifted her feet up to let this woman take her shorts off.
"I'll be right back," Crystal said, as she hurried out of the kitchen and to the laundry room in the basement. Crystal did indeed use stain remover and some Palmolive dish detergent that she learned really helped get out stains, and tossed the girl's clothing in the wash.
Meanwhile, Marnie couldn't believe she was suddenly standing in a stranger's kitchen in just her bra and underwear. Worse yet, she was wearing a sports bra and grandma panties. She chose practicality and dressed for comfort not look. Plus, how could she have ever predicted she would end up half-naked in a customer's house? She crossed her arms to cover her breasts as best she could and didn't know what to do.
Crystal returned a minute later and apologized, "Again, I'm so sorry."
"Accidents happen," Marnie shrugged. Really, what else could she say?
"Here, you look cold," Crystal said, as she took her robe off allowing this young lady to see her perfect black body in this wickedly red hot lingerie.
"No, you should keep it," Marnie said, as she stared at this woman in absolutely stunning lingerie.
"No, no, no," Crystal said, putting the robe on the young girl's pretty, tight young body. "I insist."
"Won't you be cold in that?" Marnie questioned, as she was now wearing a robe and feeling somewhat more comfortable.
"Oh this?" Crystal said, putting her hands on her hips. "I always wear lingerie underneath my dresses."
"Were you going somewhere?" Marnie asked, unable to believe this woman was not wearing panties and her pussy was completely in view. Her pussy was also shaved. God, this woman was an absolute bombshell.
"I did have plans for later tonight," Crystal said, which was initially true before she changed them. Now she had new plans. "But I decided to stay in and order pizza instead. Maybe watch a movie."
"Oh, okay," Marnie said, unable to not keep staring at the massive tits. While she had begun questioning her sexuality and watching some lesbian porn, the one thing that fascinated her the most was large breasts... perhaps because hers were rather small.
"By the way," Crystal said, extending her hand, "I'm Professor Watson, I teach at the college, but since I poured wine all over you, you can call me Crystal."
"I thought you looked vaguely familiar," Marnie said as she stopped staring at the massive tits perfectly framed by the sexy red lingerie long enough to make eye contact. Perhaps she had seen the woman during recent college tours. Then her eyes were irresistibly drawn back down to glance at the shaved pussy.
"My daughter Kassandra may go to your school as well," Crystal said, as she walked back around her counter and poured a second glass of wine. Usually, spilling a glass of a one-hundred-and-fifty-five-dollar bottle of wine was an ultimate sin, but when attempting to actually commit an ultimate sin it was a price she was willing to pay. She also poured another glass of coke and this time put both on the counter.
"Oh, that name doesn't ring a bell."
"She goes to Washington."
"Oh, I'm going to Irving."
"Aaaah," Crystal said, putting plates down. "Here, let's eat before the pizza gets cold."
"Based on its long journey getting here it may already be cold."
"Well, let's find out." Crystal put two slices on each plate, grabbed her wine and said, "Let's take this to the living room."
"Okay," Marnie said, walking around the counter to grab the plate and glass and getting a look at the woman from behind. Her stockings were held up by the lingerie, the stockings had a seam running down them and her black ass was almost completely in view. "Wow," she said by accident, unable not to stare.
"What?" Crystal asked, stopping and turning her head around, knowing she was giving this over-her-head teen a great look at her perfect back end.
"Nothing," Marnie quickly replied, pulling her head up from the ass she had been staring at.



"What? Is there something wrong?" Crystal asked, acting a little fake insecure.
"No, no, no," Marnie quickly clarified. "It's just that your lingerie is very revealing."
"That is the point of lingerie," Crystal pointed out, seeing the look in the girl's eyes that screamed turn me. "To tease and seduce."
"I can see why," Marnie said, her pussy already tingling with fantasy.
"Let's eat," Crystal said, leading the young girl into the living room.
They sat down, Marnie across from Crystal, selfishly so she could continue admiring this beautiful older woman.
They ate for a few minutes, Crystal stretching her legs onto the coffee table and crossing them. "I hate to be bold or presumptuous, but I'm assuming you're into girls?"
"P-p-pardon?" Marnie stammered, definitely hearing the statement, but shocked to hear it.
"I'm not judging, I am mostly into women and girls, myself," the seductive professor bluntly said, not even trying to make this a slow seduction. It was either going to work or not. Either way, she would know in just a couple of minutes.
"I've never been with a girl or a woman," Marnie admitted, although she couldn't take her eyes off the woman's large breasts, so beautiful and barely hidden in the lingerie. She also couldn't help but admire the woman's nylon-clad legs and feet. While she had never considered feet erotic before, there was a wow thing about those silky soles that were drawing her in.
"Oh, I'm sorry," Crystal apologized, but only on the surface, uncrossing her feet and allowing her pussy to perhaps be viewed briefly before she crossed them the other way. "Just the way you have been admiring my breasts and legs is why I assumed you were into girls."
"But," Marnie began, but paused, as she was entranced by the woman's actions and body. She had been curious for some time, but that curiosity was consuming her now.
"But, what, my dear?" Crystal said,
"I-I-I..." Marnie stammered, wanting to say the words but having them stuck in her throat. She couldn't stop admiring this woman's breasts and legs as she was just accused of doing.
"Just say it," Crystal said, enjoying this girl's struggle and obvious desperation. It was beyond adorable.
"I've been curious for some time and..." Marnie got a few words out and yet couldn't finish the sentence as she glanced over at the strap-on on the side table.
"Do you want me to fuck you?" Crystal bluntly asked.
"Yes, and I want to eat your pussy," Marnie blurted out.
"Mmmmmm," Crystal said, as she stood up. "Don't move, I'm going to get you some dessert."
Marnie watched the woman leave, getting another amazing view of her back end. She couldn't believe this was happening. This was right out of a porn scene. In fact, she had even watched a scene where a pizza delivery girl got seduced by a MILF... although that was before she ever imagined being a pizza delivery girl.
Crystal slid her straps off and tugged her breasts out of her lingerie before she got to the fridge. She then opened the fridge, grabbed the spray can of whip cream and coated her huge areola area and a little more with the white treat. She then returned, walked over to the teen, sat on the sofa beside her and offered, "Here, have dessert."
Marnie couldn't believe her eyes when she saw the woman return with whip cream on her breasts. She could feel her mouth salivate as she put the plate down. She didn't say a word as the woman sat beside her. She just leaned forward and began licking the whip cream off those voluptuous breasts.
"Feel free to cup my tits while you have your dessert, my dear," Crystal encouraged, her tits and nipples always super sensitive.
"Okay," the teen mindlessly replied, as she moved both hands to both tits and felt the heaviness of them as she continued cleaning the whip cream off.
"I'm going to eat your sweet pussy and then fuck you good and hard," Crystal assured, as she watched the young girl worship her tits in an almost hypnotic state.
Finally giving in completely to the reality, Marnie asked, going all in, "Can I eat your pussy too?"
"You may, my pretty pet," Crystal assured, this being one of her easier turns. It was obvious this young lady was already questioning her sexuality.
"Your breasts are so big," Marnie said, as she finished the whip cream on the left tit and sucked on the very big and hard nipple.
"They are both a blessing and a curse," Crystal moaned, this time from the pleasure of the blessing aspect.
"Curse?"
"Yes, they are a bit of a back-breaker to carry around all day," Crystal explained, the hard truth of having huge tits. Not that she would wish to ever have anything less, just a fact.
"Well, they are absolutely amazing," Marnie said, moving to the other whip cream coated breast.
"Thank you, my dear," Crystal said, then relaxed and just enjoyed having her tits cupped and sucked.
Once all the whip cream was gone, Crystal instructed, "Get undressed, I want to see this young ripe body I get to fuck."
"Yes, ma'am," Marnie nodded, standing up, her hands trembling slightly, as she opened the borrowed robe. Once it was off, she tossed it onto the sofa and stood there a moment in her practical undergarments. Then she took a deep breath and pulled her sports bra up over her head and tossed it with the robe. Then she froze, half afraid the woman would change her mind once she saw her small breasts that were in no way comparable to this woman's.
Crystal put that fear to immediate rest. "Those are some nice perky tits," she drooled, as she stood up and sucked a hard nipple into her mouth. Having turned and been with so many women, she loved all parts of a woman's body. She also had seen every size of breast and loved them all. Like snowflakes, no two tits were the same.
"Thank you, they are kind of small," Marnie said, her small breasts the body part she was most insecure about. She knew she had great legs and an amazing ass, being a volleyball player had always kept her in amazing shape. Actually, the small tits were a benefit for that sport.
"Never question your body, my dear," Crystal said, moving to the other tit, "every woman's body is just the way the Lord created it."
"I suppose so," Marnie responded, having never really considered it that way.
"Now take off your panties and socks," Crystal said, backing away. "I want to get a look at your tight young body."
"Okay," Marnie said, her insecurities fading as she got more comfortable with this non-judgmental woman.
Once naked, Crystal assumed, "You must be an athlete."
"Volleyball, I got a couple scholarship offers already."
"Makes sense why your legs are so toned," Crystal admired. "Turn around."
"And what an ass," Crystal complimented as the teen turned around.
"Thank you."
"Let's take this to my bedroom," Crystal said, as she took the teen's hand.
As they walked past the fake cock, Marnie asked, really wanting to be fucked by this hot woman, "What about the, er, strap-on?"
"Oh that's just my small travel dick," Crystal said, "I have bigger ones in my bedroom."
"You have a travel dick?" Marnie said in slight astonishment.
"Every girl should have one," Crystal said and then, playing on an old commercial, "I don't leave home without it."
"That is incredibly hot," Marnie said, a little wetness leaking out of her pussy. Thank God she had just shaved it a couple of days ago.
"As are you," Crystal countered. They reached the bedroom and she guided the teen to the bed and pushed her playfully back onto it, crawled between the teen's legs and dove right in as she said, "Time for my dessert."
"Ooooooooh," Marnie moaned on tongue contact.
"This is one wet, excited pussy," Crystal said, as she probed the pussy with her experienced tongue.
"I've never been hornier in my life," Marnie admitted, the tongue like a magic wand of pleasure.
"Oh, this is just getting started," Crystal promised, as she worked the young, excited pussy over.
"Please, don't stop," Marnie moaned wildly just a couple of minutes into the most amazing sexual encounter of her young life.
"Not until this juicy pussy comes all over my face, my sexy pet," Crystal purred, knowing this young woman was close to coming.
"Oh God, yes," Marnie responded, her body burning with complete uncontrollable desire.
Crystal had ignored the clit entirely and now knowing the teen was about to erupt, she shifted all her attention to it, sucking it between her lips and rubbing it with her tongue.
"Oh my fucking, God!" Marnie screamed, as her orgasm immediately hit her when her clit was pleased as her hands went to the back of the woman's head and pulled the MILF's face tight against her coming pussy.
Crystal smiled inside at the teenager's instinctively aggressive act as she came and then gleefully lapped up the sweet young girl's cum.
The orgasm pulsated through her uncontrollably, and Marine was in awe as she realized she was just now learning what a real orgasm felt like. As the extreme intensity began to fade, Marnie let go of her seductress's head and said, "Sorry, I got a little overexcited."
"No need to be sorry," Crystal smiled, as she sat up and got off the bed. "A woman should always go with whatever primal desires they have."
"Then I want to eat your pussy right fucking now," Marnie said, with absolute lust in her eyes as she admired the amazing black body.
"Well, I was going to fuck the shit out of you," Crystal said, getting back on the bed, "but you can eat the other part of your dessert first."
"Yes, please, I'm dying to taste you," Marnie said excitedly. Yes, she was dying to get fucked, just knowing this woman would give her a much better fucking than the couple of boys she had been with, but she desperately wanted to taste pussy for the first time.
"Well, we can't have that," Crystal smiled as she got on her back, laid her head on two pillows so she could watch this long, fit girl at work, spread her legs and watched the teen scurry between them and eagerly begin licking.
Marnie just knew the taste would be amazing and she wasn't wrong. This was what heaven tasted like. She couldn't get enough. She was also in slight fascination with how wet the woman was. Had she made her that excited? She whispered without missing a lick, "You taste amazing."
"Pussy almost always tastes amazing," Crystal said, wanting this girl to know she'd find a tasty treat between every pair of soft, smooth thighs. Then, as if she could read the teen's mind, she added, "Although they always taste better when they're extra juicy, like I am now. You know that's because of you, don't you? You are so damned sexy." She smiled when she saw the pretty girl's ponytail bob up and down as the pizza girl licked more eagerly in her lustful hunger. She was inexperienced, of course. But her unbridled lust compensated for it.
"I want to make you come," Marnie said, about five minutes into exploring every part of this woman's pussy.
"Finger fuck me," Crystal suggested, her orgasm growing slowly as the girl's random tongue both stimulated and teased but was not focused enough to get her off. "Two fingers at least."
"Okay," Marnie obeyed, moving her right hand to the pussy and easily sliding two fingers inside.
"Oh yes, finger bang my black pussy," Crystal moaned, the instant insertion increasing the pleasure growing inside her.
Marnie licked the pussy while pumping two fingers inside the wet woman, completely enthralled with the task literally at hand.
"Faster, slut, finger fuck me faster," Crystal demanded, after about a minute of double pleasure.
Marnie, feeling a massive rush of adrenaline at being the one controlling the orgasm and a little naughty and devious, asked, "Want me to fist fuck you, my MILF slut?"
Crystal was surprised by the sudden wicked idea and aggressiveness of this sweet girl, not to mention the name-calling. Yet, loving it, the black MILF responded with a moan, "Yes, fist fuck my black pussy until I nut."
Marnie had never heard the word 'nut' before but she didn't care, she pulled her fingers out and made a fist as she asked, just like she saw in the hot movies where one woman dominated another, "Beg for me to fist fuck you."
"You nasty bitch," Crystal moaned, feeling empty without fingers in her with her orgasm burning inside her and begging for release. "Slide that fist in my pussy and fist fuck me until I nut all over your hand."
Marnie, in her own sudden dominating rapture of power, slid the fist inside the pretty pink pussy in awe of it disappearing so easily.
"Oh, fuck, you nasty white bitch," Crystal moaned, as she suddenly felt so full.
"Yeah, my black slut, take my fist," Marnie wickedly said, a rush of sexual adrenaline coursing through her as she followed along with Crystal's race play.
"Oh fuck, fist fuck me, fist fuck Momma," Crystal wildly moaned, the intensity of having an entire hand pumping in her pussy having her in complete rapture.
"Come now, Momma, come all over my white hand," Marine ordered, completely in a new state of mind. She ordered in a dominant tone she never knew existed outside her online gaming persona where she was quite the bitch, "Nut on me right fucking now." She hoped she was using 'nut' correctly as she pumped her entire arm in and out with fascinating glee.
"Oh yes, fuck, fuck, fuck, Jesus mother fucking Christ!" Crystal babbled before she exploded with an orgasm more intense than most.
"Oh yes, that's it, my sexy black slut," Marnie purred, as she pulled her hand out, which made a unique pop sound, and buried her face to catch all that cum gushing out of this black beauty.
"So good," Crystal moaned, in awe of the sudden turn in the turn itself. It was rare to see a girl seduced and then switch so smoothly, especially without direction or encouragement.
"You taste fucking delicious," Marnie said, intoxicated by the taste of this woman's pussy.
"Get every drop of my nut," Crystal ordered, as Marnie got confirmation her assumed definition of nut was correct.
"Mmmmmmmm," the young switch responded, as she indeed tried to retrieve every drop.
A couple of minutes later, Marnie asked, still feeling the rush of adrenaline in being dominant, and the sexual thrill that went with it, "Can I fuck you now?"
"You really are one nasty bitch," Crystal said, meaning it as a compliment.
"Thanks," the teen replied, taking it as a compliment.
"But I think I have the perfect thing for us to both get what we want," Crystal said, going into the closet to grab a rarely used item in her box of toys. In fact, she hadn't even used it on her daughter yet.
She returned a moment later with a foot and a half long dildo that, ironically, had fists at each end.
"Oh my," Marnie said looking at this huge dildo.
"Let's fist fuck each other," Crystal said, getting back on the bed.
"How do we even use this?"
"Here let me start," Crystal said, moving the fake fist at the young teen's pussy, she rubbed it up and down using the natural lube of this soaking wet pussy.
"I don't think it will fit," Marnie moaned as the big fist stimulated her nether regions.
"Oh pussies are made to stretch in ways you can't imagine," Crystal said before adding, "as does an asshole actually."
"Oh my," Marnie moaned at the idea of anal sex as the fat fist suddenly pushed inside her pussy stretching it wider than she had ever experienced.
"Look, your pussy just took the entire fist," Crystal said as it disappeared entirely inside the dazed young thing.
"So full," Marnie said, shocked by how deep it was in her.
Crystal moved the other fat fist and slid it inside her own pussy, already soaked and gaping from the actual fist fucking. She then wiggled her body so one leg was over Marnie's leg and then kept moving closer and closer and going deeper and deeper in each respective pussy.
"Oh my God," Marnie moaned, as the fat fist kept moving inside her like a pleasure snake and somehow kept filling her up more and more.
"Our pussies are going to press against each other and then we are going to hump each other like fuck bunnies," Crystal explained, as she kept moving her body closer and closer to the teen.
"Oooookay," Marnie responded, not sure how much more she could take, the toy seemed to already be absolutely filling her pussy.
Crystal's experience had her reading the girl perfectly and she took her time getting Marine's share of the last couple of inches inside the tight, teenaged pussy. But soon, horny nature did its job, and the entire dildo had disappeared in the most magnificent magic act.
"Now, grab my ankle and hump," Crystal ordered, as she grabbed the teen's ankle and did the same.
"Ooooh, fuck," Marnie moaned, as she obeyed and soon was having such intense pleasure as the fat fist inside her moved all over the place like a pleasure snake hitting every sexual touch point inside her. On top of that, their pussies kissing had her clit being teased and touched simultaneously.
"Yeah, fuck me," Crystal moaned.
"Fuck me," Marnie reciprocated.
Then for a good few minutes, where time didn't matter, both women writhed and moaned against each other as they had the most erotic and intense tribbing possible.
Marnie came first, screaming, "Mother fucker!"
"Yeah, you are," Crystal moaned, her orgasm imminent too.
Marnie was utterly spent as she held onto the ankle and quaked while Crystal continued humping her for her own pleasure.
About a minute later, Crystal erupted too and both women lay there with eighteen inches of fist and more, deep in them as they enjoyed the afterglow of their wicked, intense orgasms.
Finally, Crystal pulled the fist out of her pussy and said, "Sorry, I have to pee."
"Okay, I'm just going to lay here and never move again," Marnie said, utterly spent and completely satisfied for the first time in her life.
Crystal smiled as she got off the bed and said, "I hope you don't think we are done, I have an asshole to pound yet."
"Are you serious?" Marnie asked, although she didn't get a response as the black goddess had already left the bedroom.
Crystal went to the living room and grabbed her phone. She saw Jasmine had added a turn just a few minutes ago, but the two tied with her hadn't.
Score at 10:44 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 7
Portia: 7
Veronica: 7
Jasmine: 6
Carol: 5
Crystal smiled as she updated the score and again was alone in first, although she assumed she wouldn't be by night's end. It wasn't even midnight on a Saturday.
Score at 10:49 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 8
Portia: 7
Veronica: 7
Jasmine: 6
Carol: 5
Crystal went pee before she returned to the bedroom and saw Marnie had not moved from the position, she left her in. Laying there glistening in sweat she looked absolutely radiant. She went to her box of fuck toys, grabbed the anal lube and her special anal virgin breaker. She returned to the bed. She put the strap-on on and returned to the bed and asked. "Ready for that tight ass of yours to be fucked?"
"I've never been ass fucked," Marnie replied. Yet, she rolled onto her side and saw the small-ish cock.
"Then I'll go slow until you're begging to have that asshole pounded," Crystal said, taking control back. "Now get on all fours and scoot that white ass over here."
"Okay," Marnie agreed, both excited and a little nervous. While she watched a reasonable amount of porn that included anal sex and was indeed curious about it, she hadn't seriously imagined it. But in a wild night of firsts, she just got into the position ordered and felt lube poured down her ass crack.



Crystal smiled that this cute, complicated girl could go from submissive to dominant in a heartbeat, and now just as happily back. After generously lubing the puckered asshole and the six-inch, thin butt breaker, she positioned the dick at the inviting virgin hole.
"Just slide it in," Marnie said. "Take my anal virginity."
"Yeah, my turn to deliver you something," Crystal smiled, as she slid the thin cock in the teen's asshole.
"Ooooooooh," Marnie moaned, as the dick filled her ass causing a slight burn that somehow still made her pussy tingle.
"Yeah, it will hurt a little at first," Crystal said, as she slowly filled the ass. "But once your tight asshole loosens up you're going to be begging me to fuck it."
"Okay," Marnie said, this sexual feeling quite different from a dick in her pussy.
For a couple of minutes, Crystal slowly fucked the ass, allowing the teen's butt hole to get used to being penetrated.
Marnie remained on all fours coming to grips with the reality she was getting ass fucked. By a stranger. By a female stranger. Yet, as this black beauty promised, the pain did fade and the pleasure rose inside her. She moaned, "Faster."
Crystal obliged, picking up the pace but not yet slamming into the teen.
"Oooooh, fuck," Marnie moaned, as like the oral licking and the fist fucking, the pleasure was taking over.
"You like a cock in your asshole?"
"I love it," Marnie replied, wanting it faster... deeper... harder.
"You want it harder, my ass slut?"
"Yes, please, hammer my asshole, pound me, make me your ass slut," Marnie begged. She couldn't believe the words out of her mouth or the reality that a third orgasm seemed to be rising inside her.
"Yeah, take it all, my white fuck slave," Crystal ordered, as she slammed into her. She did love a white woman calling herself a slave and felt this wild girl would get to that point quickly.
"Fuuuuuuck, yes, ream my asshole," Marnie screamed with absolute rapture, as the hard, deep drilling cascaded new pulsating pleasure throughout her entire body.
The teen's moans got louder when Crystal absolutely destroyed the asshole as best she could with the small dick, so she asked, "You going to come just from getting your shit hole reamed?"
"Maybeeeeee," Marnie moaned, feeling another orgasm rising imminent but unsure if she could come without having her poor pussy touched.
"Touch yourself like the lesbian fuck toy you are and come, my white whore," Crystal ordered, really going to town on this teen ass, giving her hard, deep, body-slamming anal back shots.
"Yes, Mistress," Marnie replied, instantly moving her left hand to her pussy and allowing her face to rest on the bed, not even realizing she had used the word until it escaped her lips.
"Yes, slave, come for your Mistress, squirt your pussy juices all over my bed," Crystal ordered, feeling a rush of adrenaline at the wicked fucking.
"Oh yes, fuck my ass, use your slave, drill me," Marnie babbled as she frantically rubbed her pussy.
"Now, slut, now, fucking come for Momma, and nut like the anal submissive fuck toy you are," Crystal ordered, furiously fucking the white, moaning slut.
"Yes, fuck, yes. Yes, yes, yes, fuuuuuuuck!" Marnie screamed as a third orgasm somehow hit her and she collapsed forward, accidentally allowing the dick to slide out of her.
Crystal admired the small gaped asshole before getting out of the harness, rolling the quaking slut onto her back and straddling her face. "My turn to come," she said, as she lowered her pussy on the dazed still-coming teen.
"Yes, Mistress," Marnie obeyed, as she began licking like the good pet she was.
Crystal enjoyed a leisurely licking for a good twenty minutes before she rewarded her pet by nutting all over her face.
Finally, she got off her and lay on her back. "Come here," Crystal ordered, holding her arms open wide to invite the girl into her new fuck-mother's loving embrace.
Marnie obeyed, feeling safe and sated and happy as she cuddled with this black beauty. "Thank you," she breathed. "For showing me..."
"It was my pleasure, baby."
Marine gave a small giggle. "It was certainly the most pleasure I've ever felt in my life."
"You're welcome to stay over," Crystal offered, enjoying having someone sleep in her bed.
"I'd love to, but my mom is going to wonder where I am."
"All right," Crystal said, "but I expect you to leave me your number."
"Okay," Marnie said, excited this may not be just a one-time thing.
"By the way I liked when you switched and dominated me."
"You did?"
"Yeah, it was a hot surprise."
"You liked being my slut?"
"I did."
"Well, maybe you need one good fucking from your white Mistress before she leaves," Marnie said, surprised by this side of her coming out.
"You want to fuck your black slave?"
"I'm going to destroy that pussy," Marnie said.
"Well, go into my closet and pick any dick you want to fuck me with," Crystal offered, enjoying seeing this girl switch so smoothly.
"Get on all fours, slut," Marnie ordered, as she got off the bed and headed to the closet.
"Yes, Mistress," Crystal obeyed, liking the rare role reversal and the rare opportunity to be a submissive. Apparently, this wild fuck session wasn't over yet.
The end
Up next: Turning Contest: A Porn Shop where Victoria meets a recently divorced woman and besides turning her they end up getting fucked too.
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A Big Surprise
"Mom, can I borrow a pair of pantyhose?" Mike, my son, asked.
"Those are words I never thought I would hear," I joked, as I was reading on my kindle, my nylon-clad legs crossed on the coffee table.
"We've decided to all cross dress tonight for Halloween," he said.
"Who is we?" I asked.
"Daryl, Eddie and I," he answered.
"Pretty last minute," I pointed out, wondering if he had any clue his dad used to cross dress all the time when he was younger... even winning some drag queen competitions back in the wild days of San Francisco. Unlike the assumed stereotypes of drag queens, Barry was straight, never having been involved in any sort of gay action; actually, many of the drag queens were straight, he just loved the sensual feeling of dressing like a woman... something he did secretly to everyone but myself until his cancer took over his body.
"I know," he nodded. "This is why I'm asking you instead of going and buying some."
"What are you wearing for a dress?" I asked, wondering if I should let him into the back of the closet in my room where I still had all his father's drag queen costumes and important under the dress accessories.
"I was wondering if I could borrow a dress too," he said.
"I don't know whether to be amused or insulted that you think you would possibly fit into a dress I wear," I said, as he was a football linebacker and I was still, at fourty-eight years young, petite, woman... five four compared to his six two.
"Sorry, that was kind of dumb," he said, as I stood up and looked up at him.
"Buuuuuuuut, I do have something you can wear," I said.
"You do?" He asked, now surprised.
"Yes, but if you're going to dress up like a woman tonight, we are going to do it right," I said, thinking it would be fun to relive the days of helping Barry become Barbara again. I never had a daughter to do nails with and so forth, but maybe I could get my son into cross dressing and perhaps bond in a way most mothers never could with their son.
I mean I knew he loved nylons, I had found cum stains on my pantyhose on more than one occasion and I noticed him daily checking out my legs and feet in the always sheer and shiny hosiery I ordered from France... getting a big discount for being a loyal customer for years for myself and, of course, Barry.
"How so?" He asked, completely oblivious to the idea I had spinning in my head.
"Do you trust me?"
"I did until you asked me that," he said, raising an eyebrow.
It had only been in the past two years that we had come as close as a mother and son could be... since he turned eighteen. He told me about his first blow job, he asked advice on going down on a girl, we drank together and celebrated when he lost his virginity to a third-year college cheerleader when he was an eighteen-year-old senior. Maybe this sounds like I'm a bad mother, but I wanted to remain his mother but felt the need to also try to be the father after his untimely passing eight years ago.
"Come with me," I said, walking to my bedroom.
"Okay," he said, clearly intrigued and a bit confused by what was suddenly happening.
"I have a surprise for you," I said.
"You have me very, very curious," he said, as he followed me down the hallway.
"Very, very," I smiled, as I entered my bedroom. "Not very, very, very?"
"Well, now that you mention it," he laughed. "I am indeed very, very, very curious."
"You know your dad lived in San Francisco, right?" I asked, a dumb question because, of course, he knew that his grandparents still lived there in the same house for the past three generations.
"What? No, really?" he mocked me, as I went to the walk-in closet.
"No one likes a smart ass," I said, thinking just not only how much he looked like his father as he had matured the past year, now a freshman in college, and how sarcastic he was, also just like his father.
"You married one," he pointed out.
"Didn't say I liked him," I called out from the closet.
I grabbed the chest and realized it was really heavy. I called out, "Come help me with this."
"Okay," he said, entering the walk-in closet.
"What is that?" He asked.
"A chest," I replied, able to be just as sarcastic as my husband and son.
"What is on it, smart ass," he said, as he grabbed it on his own.
"Don't call your mother a smart ass," I playfully scolded, as I followed him out.
"I'm not going to call you a dumb ass," he smiled.
"You bet your ass you're not," I said, as he placed the chest down on the floor.
"So, what is in it?"
"Okay, so there is something about your father that you don't know," I said.
"You're scaring me," he said, suddenly looking concerned.
"It's not bad," I said, "although some judged him harshly for it, including your grandparents."
"You have me confused and concerned," he said.
"So," I paused, reconsidering if this was the right time to tell him.
"What, Mom?" He asked. "Just tell me. Nothing you say will make me think any less of him."
"Your father liked to cross dress and was even a drag queen throughout most of his college years," I revealed.
My son was shocked.
Speechless.
I added, wanting to clarify, "He wasn't gay or anything. He just liked to wear female undergarments and outfits and explore his feminine side."
"Oh," he said, his mind seeming to be spinning inside as he tried to digest and process this surprising news.
"Don't judge him poorly," I said, now worried I had tarnished his father's image for his only son.
"No, it's not that," he said, looking like he wanted to say something, but couldn't find the words.
"What is it?" I asked. "He was very comfortable with his feminine side and it made him a better man, a better husband and a better father."
"It's just," he began and stopped.
"What is it?" I asked again, as he suddenly looked insecure and vulnerable... the only time I had seen that in him was when he got dumped by his girlfriend of six months who cheated on him with one of his teammates.
"I, um."
"Just say it," I said and reminded him. "You know you can tell me anything. I mean you told me about the time you butt fucked that older woman last month."
"I was drunk when I told you that," he pointed out.
"Hey, no judging," I said, not adding that I liked a dick in my ass, although that hole had cobwebs on it after years of neglect. Other than a magic wand I bought at a sex party, my sex life died when Barry died.
"It was my idea to cross dress today," he said.
"Oooooh," I nodded, as I suddenly realized what he was thinking. I then smiled, "Like father, like son."
He laughed awkwardly. "So, Dad really used to be a drag queen?"
I opened the chest and said, "See for yourself. I kept his outfits and some of his accessories that enhanced his look."
"Crazy," he said, as he knelt down and looked in the chest with me.
"You're not judging your father?" I asked.
"No," he said. "If anything, my own curiosities and confusion is beginning to make sense."
"Do you want me to help you get all dolled up for tonight?"
"Will you?" He asked, looking both excited and nervous.
"I helped your dad get dressed up on many occasions," I said.
"I can't fathom:" he said.
"We had some of our hottest sex when he was all dolled up," I admitted, having not really shared that with my son before... but recalling how feeling his legs in sheer nylons as I sucked his cock, sometimes through the special man pantyhose we ordered where he slid his cock in a special pouch for his cock... he even fucked me many times wearing pantyhose... with some lube it felt pretty damn amazing.
"Mom!" He gasped, as he looked at the upper body piece that would give him tits.
"What? Your dad and I had sex," I said. "It's kind of why you are here now."
"Lol, fine," he said, as he looked at the special accessory that could give him a nice pair of tits.
"Your dad liked his big tits," I joked.
"Who wouldn't?" he said.
"Sometimes I think he liked his own tits more than mine," I said only half joking, as I stood up and added, "Get undressed."
"Here?"
"No, outside," I said sarcastically. "Of course, here."
"Really?"
"I've seen you naked many times and cleaned your stained underwear," I pointed out.
"That was years ago you saw me naked and those stains were after marathon sessions with hotties," he said.
"I know you jerk off," I said and then added, enjoying the frank conversation, "In fact, I hear you jerk off."
"Oh, God!" he said, sounding embarrassed, standing up himself.
"You often moan that," I teased wickedly.
"This is surreal," he said.
"No, it's real," I said, as I moved to him and pulled his t-shirt over his head. Fuck, he had a muscular chest. If he wasn't my son....
He laughed, "So it is."
"Take off your pants," I ordered.
"What?"
"You heard me," I said, actually dropping before him and pulling down his convenient sweats. "You will need my help to pull this off."
I then gasped at the following facts:

	He wasn't wearing any underwear.
	His penis was hard as a rock and pointing right at me.
	His cock was huge... easily eight inches.
	I was on my knees before him.
	I felt my pussy tingle and my mouth water.


"Oh my," I said, staring, unable to hide my surprise, just before he covered his cock with both hands.
"Mom, I, um," he said, completely embarrassed, his sweats at his ankles and his hands hiding his cock.
"Oh, honey, I've seen your penis before," I said, trying to calm him down. Acting casual, like I wasn't at all in awe at the discovery that my son was very well hung, "Get out of the sweats."
"This is weird, Mom," he said, clearly uncomfortable being naked in front of me.
"It's just a penis, honey," I said, as I grabbed a pair of man hose and added, I don't know why, "Although it's a lot bigger than I recall."
"Mom!" he said, still covering his penis.
"I'm sure the ladies love that thing," I said, before again adding, clearly my lengthy dry spell having me not thinking straight, "you're even bigger than your father."
"Mom!" he repeated, stunned by the conversation.
"Honey," I sighed, as I rolled up a leg on the stocking, "look, just pretend I'm your dad. These are conversations you should have already had."
"It's just weird," he said, as he finally got out of his sweats.
"Socks too," I added, as I dropped back down in front of him, unable to not take another look at his impressive cock... his thick cock head and his slight up curve cock. It was indeed a very impressive member and if he wasn't my son I would have it in my mouth already. In my younger days I was an avid cocksucker... something my husband greatly appreciated once we started dating and got married.
"Are you going to put the pantyhose on me?" he asked.
"Actually," I said, standing back up and putting the hosiery on the bed. "If we are going to do this, we are going to do this right."
"What does that mean," as he stood there completely naked, his cock still hard I noticed... clearly his discomfort and awkwardness with the situation wasn't deflating his inner excitement.
"Sit on the edge of my bed," I instructed, getting a little bit of rejuvenation as I got to do something I used to do all the time... feminize a man.
"Okay," he said, clearly shocked, yet I sensed also secretly intrigued as he was no longer protesting and his protests were weak in the first place... words without actions.
I grabbed my darkest, sluttiest, sexiest red fingernail polish and walked back to him. I knelt before him as he asked, even though it was obvious that was exactly what I was doing, "You're not painting my toenails?"
I smiled, as I said, shaking the bottle, "Cross your legs and actually I'm painting your fingernails too."
"Isn't that too much?" he asked, even as he obeyed and crossed his legs, having to adjust his still raging rod.
"If we're going to do this, we're going to do this right," I said, thinking how fun it would be to bring him to the club his father had been performing the last few years of his life. I then wondered if it was even still opening
I began painting his toes as he asked, "Dad really was a cross dresser?"
"Not a cross dresser, a drag queen," I corrected, the two definitions actually quite different.
"What's the difference?" He asked, as he allowed me to paint his toes.
"A cross dresser usually dresses in female clothing under his male clothing. They are often hiding that they do it and are very insecure with their sexuality," I explained. "On the other hand, a drag queen is proud of exploring their sexual identity, doesn't hide this at all and revels in the admiration of others as they push the boundaries of a boring, judgemental society."
"Wow, you really care about this," he said, as I finished the last toe of his first foot.
"I hated the stigma that your father had to overcome," I said. "Anyone can be anything they want to be. Gay. Straight. Bisexual. Transgendered. Drag queen. Or anything else."
"I'm definitely straight," he clarified, but added, "but I've always had a thing for female panties and nylons."
"I knew the nylons," I smiled, as I tapped his leg and he uncrossed and crossed his legs, allowing me to get a quick glimpse of his cock which had me undeniably horny. I quietly cursed myself for thinking of my son in such an inappropriate way.
"You did?" he asked, surprised.
"You don't hide looking at my legs and feet too well," I said, starting on his second foot and realizing what I was saying would embarrass him.
He surprised me as he said, "Oh."
"And the stains on my pantyhose were also a clue," I added, letting him know that I knew he masturbated wearing my pantyhose."
"I'm so sorry," he said, clearly embarrassed.
"Don't be sorry," I said. "It's natural to masturbate."
"Well, it is definitely your fault I have a nylon fetish," he added.
"My fault?" I asked, a little surprised this time.
"My whole life you have walked around the house or lounged about with sexy nylons," he said.
"Like father, like son," I said again. "Your dad insisted I wear them every day and night."
"I insisted Kimberly wear them too," he said. "But she was pretty reluctant to wear them and whined about how uncomfortable they were every time she did wear them... making it clear the sacrifice she was making."
"Young girls today put almost no effort on their appearance, they think their youthful beauty is all they need," I said, but added, "that eventually fades."
"It hasn't for you, Mom," he said, looking down at me.
"That's so sweet," I said, really wishing he wasn't my son because that big dick would already have been in my mouth and pussy. "Not true, but sweet."
"Mom, you're really hot," he said, as I was finishing the last toenail. "All my friends talk about you in ways that are super awkward."
"Really?" I asked, as it seemed it was my turn to be surprised.
"Trust me, you don't want to hear the things they say about you," he said.
"I definitely do now," I said, enjoying the frank conversation and slow burning sexually charged conversation. My long-neglected wand was going to be getting a real good workout tonight.
"It's pretty crude," he warned, as I stood up.
"Do they want to fuck me?" I bluntly asked, for some reason feeling the need to shock him right back.
"Mom!" he repeated, for I don't know how many times.
"I hope they are not talking about spit-roasting me or gang banging me," I wickedly added, enjoying making my son uncomfortable. I hadn't been spit-roasted or gangbanged since my college days when I was an insatiable cock hound. I also hadn't munched a pussy since then... something I also did a lot in my youth.
"I can't believe this," he said, shaking his head in disbelief.
"I haven't been fucked since before your dad past," I pointed out, before adding, "and a woman does have needs."
"Well," he said, shaking his head incredulously and yet getting slightly more comfortable with the strange conversation, "I know Mike, Hank and Wally would all help you with that."
"Good to know," I smiled, as I grabbed the pantyhose.
"I was kidding," he said.
"I am too," I shrugged, returning to the floor and beginning to put the nylon on the first foot I did his nails, before adding coyly, "Maybe."
"This is the most surreal conversation I've ever had," he said.
I agreed mockingly, "I imagine realizing your mother is a sexual being with needs would be crazy," as I couldn't help but glance at his still hard cock.
"I know you have sex, Mom," he said. "I just didn't know we would be talking about it."
"I can stop," I said, before adding, trying to guilt him, "it's just nice to have someone to talk about such things. Since your father past I've been pretty lonely in that regards."
"I'm sorry," he said, as I slid the nylon up his leg.
"It's not your fault," I said, but added, "your dad was a great man and a great lover. I miss that."
"You know you can date again," he said, as I moved to his other foot and blew on it to make sure it was dry.
"I don't know," I said. "I can't fathom going out and playing the field again."
"It's pretty easy in 2025," he said.
I laughed, "I'd rather just have a fuck buddy."
"Jesus," he said.
"What, you don't have a fuck buddy?" I asked. "I thought that was the new thing."
"I didn't say I didn't," he said, as I pulled him off the bed and his cock actually swung and hit me in the face. "Oh my God, I'm so sorry."
"That monster seems to have a mind of its own," I joked, having his hard cock hit my face making me dampen a little. God, I wanted my son's cock... this conversation making my entire body burn with forbidden desire.
"I'm so sorry," he repeated, as I pulled his pantyhose up.
"I imagine it's hard to control such a big cock," I very inappropriately said, as I looked at it admiringly, before I reached up and grabbed it.
"Mom!" he moaned, shocked, as I didn't stroke it like I wanted to, but felt his entire body tremble.
"Sorry, honey," I apologized, "I just need to put it in the cock pocket." I then positioned his dick in the special pouch made for a penis and once inside pulled the pantyhose all the way up.
"Huh?" he questioned, as he looked down and saw his dick in the convenient pantyhose sleeve.
"See," I said. "Pantyhose made for men."
"Oh," was all he said, looking down at his cock now encased in nylon. "I didn't know that was a thing."
"A man's legs look amazing in pantyhose, but so does a penis," I said, not so subtly admiring his cock... barely resisting the growing temptation to stroke it.
"It does look nice," he said, as he was suddenly admiring his penis in the mocha-coloured hosiery.
"Yeah, there isn't anything hotter than a big dick in nylon," I said, this often being in the past where I would suck a load right out of my husband before finishing dressing him.
"Do you really think so?" He asked.
"I do," I nodded, deciding to cross every motherly line as I asked, "Do you want me to help you deal with the hard-on issue that comes with being a drag queen?"
"Sure," he nodded. "How do you do that?"
"It's a little unorthodox," I warned, as I took his cock back in my hand and this time began to stroke it... barely believing myself what I was doing. It had been over eight years since I had a cock in any of my holes and suddenly that long dry spell was going to end... with my son.
"Oh, Mom," he moaned, not pulling away, sounding as shocked at what was suddenly happening as I was.
Deciding to ask the question, allowing this to at least be partly his idea, as I was about to cross the taboo line, "Have you ever fantasized about Mommy sucking your cock?"



I then licked his shaft through the nylon.
"Oh, God," he moaned and trembled slightly.
"Tell Mommy, son," I said, as my tongue swirled around his cock head. "Have you imagined Mommy on her knees with this big cock deep in her mouth?"
"Mom, I...." He said, clearly overwhelmed by what has suddenly happened.
"Say it, son, say you want Mommy to suck this big cock," I encouraged, my mouth watering, my pussy burning and no longer thinking like a mother, but a cock hungry slut.
"Mom, I...."
"Mommy, baby, it's Mommy," I corrected, as I continued to slowly stroke his hard throbbing cock while in an incestuous lust for my son's cock.
"Mommy, please," he moaned, clearly overwhelmed.
"Mommy, what?" I asked, dying for permission from him to suck his cock.
"Mommy, please suck my cock," he finally got out and I immediately wrapped my mouth around the silky sheer cock head.
"Oh, God!" he moaned. "I've fantasized about this forever."
I didn't respond with words... I didn't want to say anything that may stop this perverse act... instead I responded with actions and a moan, "Mmmmmmmmmm."
"Oh, God, Mommy," he groaned, after just a half dozen deep sucks... deep throating his slightly bigger than eight-inch dick with relative ease.
Listening to his moans, him calling me Mommy, which was so kinky for some reason, had my entire body on fire in a way I had never felt before. I wanted to make him come; I wanted to feel his cock pulsate; I wanted to feel his load erupt in my mouth. I bobbed faster, knowing I would be better than any of the young sluts who would have blown him.
It wasn't even another half dozen deep throat aggressive bobs when he warned, "I'm about to...."
He wasn't able to finish the sentence as I hadn't lost any of my expert cock sucking and cum extracting skills and he unloaded in my mouth.
I didn't slow down as I swallowed every drop of his salty mighty seed, getting a rush of adrenaline and an immediate gush of wetness in my panties at the thrilling perverse reality of having just sucked my son's cock.
I didn't stop sucking him until every drop of his cum was in my belly. Finally, I backed off, looked up and said, "I always did that for dad before a show."
"I-I-I can't believe that just happened," he stammered, his cheeks flushed red and his eyes both dazed and excited.
"I hope you don't regret it," I said, sounding vulnerable, as I didn't want this to change our relationship in a bad way... obviously it changed our relationship.
"I don't, do you?" he asked, looking down at me with a mixture of confusion and something else I couldn't quite place.
"No, son," I said, standing up. I looked in his eyes and continued, believing every word I said, "I know society says incest is wrong, and I had never really considered it before just now, but I love you unconditionally and I don't regret this at all."
"Me either," he said, standing up, leaning in and kissing me.
The moment our lips touched there were instant sparks and I kissed him back. It started soft... tender... intimate... cautious. But as the kiss continued, it became more passionate, urgent, and lustful as our tongues probed each other's mouths and his hands went to my ass. He pulled me close as the passionate kissing continued.
When he finally broke the kiss, after a few minutes of intimate urgency, he said, "Did dad fuck you when he was in pantyhose?"
"All the time," I said, looking into his eyes.
"With the cock sleeve or without?" he asked.
"Both," I answered, but as I moved to his still hard cock, I pushed the sleeve back so the majority of his big stiff dick was in the flesh, "But right now, Mommy needs this big dick in the flesh and in her pussy."
My son, having pushed out his nervousness and shock, his natural aggressive persona came to life as he pulled my dress up and off of me and ordered, "Take off your bra, Mom."
"You want to see Mommy's tits?" I purred, as I moved my hands behind my back.
"I do," he nodded, as my bra dropped to the floor.
"You used to love these old things," I smiled, my hard nipples right at him.
"Well time to reminisce," he smiled, before bending down, cupping my still pretty firm 36C tits and took one hard nipple into his mouth.
"Oh yes, son, suck on Mommy's nipples just like you used to," I encouraged, knowing this was so, so, so wrong which somehow made it feel even more exhilarating.
"Fuck, these tits are amazing," he said, as he moved from one nipple to another.
"You are getting Mommy all hot and bothered, baby," I moaned, my nipples super sensitive and always sending waves of pleasure through my body and lubricating my cobwebbed pussy.
"Mom, do you want your son to fuck you?" he asked, as he swirled his tongue around my nipple before he sucked it into his mouth.
"Yeeeeees!" I answered, another wave of intensity coursing through me as I agreed to allow my son to fuck me.
"Get on all fours on the bed, Mom," he ordered firmly.
"Yes, son," I obeyed, like the submissive slut I naturally was given the opportunity. I got on the bed and grabbed a pillow and placed it in front of me.
"Fuck, you are hot, Mom," he said, as I looked back and saw him admiring me.
"You are too, son," I replied, seeing so much of his father in him at this moment. My husband may have worn women's attire and competed in drag queen competitions but he was still a man and a man who knew how to fuck a woman.
"Fuck, what an ass," he complimented, as he got on the bed and caressed my pantyhose clad ass. I was still in pantyhose and panties. If I would have known I was going to get fucked by my son today I would have gone commando, or at least wore a thong. On that note, I would have worn thigh high stockings or a garter-belt and stockings for easier access to my fevered pussy.
As his hands moved over my ass, I could feel my body burn with desperate desire and need. Suddenly, he ripped my pantyhose in the crotch and I moaned. I love a man who takes charge and I said so. "Oh, son, take control."
"You want me to fuck you, Mommy?" he asked, as he moved his hand to my panty-clad pussy.
"Yes, son, I want you to slam that big dick in Mommy's pussy," I admitted, trying to sound as sexy as I could as I said it. I then added, letting him know just how bad I needed it. "Mommy hasn't been fucked in over eight years."
"No!" he gasped, at my revelation, as he rubbed my pussy.
"Not since before your father passed," I replied with a moan as his fingers were like magic wands.
"Well, we can't have that, "he said, as he slid his fingers inside my panties and into my wet pussy.
"Oh yes, son," I moaned. "Make Mommy come."
"Oh, I plan to," he assured, as he slowly fingered me.
"Just fuck me, son, fuck Mommy's pussy," I pleaded, the finger teasing me relentlessly, when what I really needed was to be fucked... hard.
"First things first," he said, surprising me by pulling his fingers out of me, flipping me onto my back as if I was a feather, spreading my legs and diving between them. In a heartbeat his tongue was parting my pussy lips.
"Oh yes, son, lick Mommy's pussy," I moaned, this a pleasant surprise. His father also knew how to use his tongue and instantly the fire inside was consuming me.
"You taste delicious," he said, as he hungrily licked me.
"Thank you," I replied, appreciating the compliment, although that had been told to me many times in my youth. In college while I loved to eat pussy, many girls loved to eat mine. In fact, at one college party I came over a dozen times from twelve straight girls eating me on my ninetieth birthday.
"I could eat this pussy every day," he said, sounding as excited to lick me as I was when I sucked him.
"Well, it is always fresh, warm and available," I moaned, even as I realized that sounded absolutely ridiculous.
"I am going to be eating you all the time, Mom," he assured, as he slid two fingers back in my pussy as he attacked my clit.
"Ooooooh, fuck, son," I moaned, as he was suddenly working my pussy over inside and out enhancing the fuel of the fire inside me.
"Come for me, Mommy, come on your son's face," he encouraged as he sucked my clit between his lips and then somehow, something only a couple of girls had ever found inside me, he tapped my g-spot.
That was it. The powder keg of desire was triggered and my orgasm exploded all over my son's face as he had just requested. "Oh fuck, Moooooommy's coming," I screamed, my body quaking and my legs tightening around his body.
He pulled his fingers out and caught as much of my nectar as he could as it gushed out of me... I was quite the squirter.
It was about a minute later, my orgasm just beginning to finally weaken its hold on me, he moved up, reached for another pillow, and not the one that I was now laying on, and put it under my ass. He then moved his hands up and down my nylon clad legs and said, "I have fantasized about this for a long time."
"What about?" I queried. "Mom sucking your cock, shooting a load in your Mommy's mouth, eating her wet pussy or fucking her needy cunt." I used the word 'cunt' to add to the wickedness of this moment. I had a very nasty tongue when horny.
"All the above," he smiled, as he moved his dick to my pussy, tugging my panties aside again.
"Fuck me, son, fuck Mommy like you do any of your sluts," I said, looking directly into his eyes with a mixture of lust and love.
"You are more than just my slut," he said, as his cock slid inside me. Unfortunately, he didn't finish his thought as I assume he was in as much awe as I was with the reality his dick was in me.
"Oh yes, baby, fuck Mommy, pound her pussy," I begged, enraptured by the reality all eight inches of his massive dick was inside me.
"This is my pussy now," he said, as he leaned down and kissed me as he slowly pumped his dick in and out of me.
I wrapped my legs around his pantyhose clad ass, as I kissed him back with lustful urgency.
For a couple of minutes, we just kissed and he fucked me.
Yet, I wanted it harder... deeper... faster. I broke the kiss and pleaded, "Harder, son, fuck Mommy harder. I want to be your slut. I want you to show me what it means for you to own this pussy."
"Yeah, you want to be my Mommy-slut?" he asked, his dick resting deep in me as he looked into my eyes.
"Yes, son, I want to be your Mommy-slut, your fuck toy, your cum dump, your incestuous play thing," I listed off wickedly, each nasty description making my body burn more with uncontrollable desire.
"Shit, Mom," he said, as he pulled my legs together, leaned forward and began pounding me in a new position that made his cock go so fucking deep.
"Ooooh, yes, hammer Mommy's hole," I moaned wildly.
"Yes, Mom, this is my hole," he repeated his ownership claim.
"Yes, baby, you own Mommy's cunt," I agreed, the idea of this being more than a one-night random encounter exhilarating.
"Shit, Mommy, you are so fucking hot," he said, as he continued hammering my hole with his big fat dick.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, "I'll always be dressed up for you."
"So hot," he said, as he pulled out, flipped me onto my side and moved behind me.
"I love a man that takes what he wants," I said, as he slid back inside me while reaching over to cup my tit.
"I want to fuck you all the time," he said, as he slammed into me from behind.
"I'm yours always," I moaned, a second orgasm rising rapidly inside me.
"This is our bed now," he said, as he pounded me hard.
"Yes, baby, will you sleep with me," I said, this idea so exciting. Sleeping in a king-sized bed alone the past eight years was a constant reminder of a life lost and I had hated it. Yes, I loved sex. I loved being fucked. I loved swallowing cum. But, I also loved the sweet intimacy of cuddling and falling asleep in my man's arms.
"Every night," he assured, as he kept up the aggressive assault on my pussy.
"Oh yes, baby, don't stop, Mommy is going to come again," I said, the mixture of raw lust with a strange romantic promise fueling a second inevitable orgasm.
"Come on my cock, Mommy, come for me," he said.
"Oh yes, baby, Mommy is going to come again," I whimpered and then got animated as my orgasm eventually hit me. "Fuck me, fuck Mommy, fuck Mommy, oh yes, fuck, fuck, fuck, you sexy Mother-fucker!"
"Oh fuck," he grunted, and within seconds of my second orgasm, he achieved his second orgasm as I felt his load spew inside me.
"Yes, fill Mommy up, you dirty Mother-fucker," I encouraged, loving that nasty term.
"Oh yeah, take it all," he groaned, as I did exactly that.
"You came in Mommy, you bad boy," I moaned teasingly, even as my orgasm continued to cascade through me.
"I'm going to be doing this a lot," he said, as he slowed down but continued to pump his dick in me.
"You better," I said, enjoying the afterglow of multiple orgasms.
"You know I always keep my word," he said, as he squeezed me tight against him.
"I love you, Son," I said, feeling such warmth and safety cocooned in his muscular arms.
"I love you too, Mom," he replied, kissing the back of my neck.
We lay like this, his dick still lodged in me, for a couple of silent, tender minutes before his phone rang. He sat up, saw the clock and said, "Shit."
"Oh, we still have to finish getting you ready," I said, as he pulled out of me and an excessive amount of mixed cum leaked out of me and soaked my bed.
"I have to pick them up in twenty minutes," he said, getting off the bed.
"That is enough time," I said, rolling off the bed and feeling the cum leak out of me.
"You sure?"
"Of course," I said, as we spent the next twenty minutes getting him dolled up, including make-up and a sexy outfit.
"You look good enough to fuck," I smiled, still just in ripped pantyhose and panties.
"As do you," he said.
"When you get back, I will be in a sexy costume and all lubed up for the one hole you have not yet pounded," I wickedly said.
"Mom," he gasped, my words having the exact effect I wanted them to.
"So don't be too late and don't be banging any bitches," I wickedly said.
"Hey," he smiled. "I only have one bitch to bang now."
"Did you just call your mother a bitch?" I questioned in a firm tone, putting my hands on my hips.
"Do you prefer Mommy-slut?" he asked, not falling for my tone.
"I do," I nodded. "Do you prefer Mother-fucker?"
"I do," he smiled, going to kiss me.
"No, no, no," I said, "you will ruin your lipstick."
"Mommy knows best," he said.
THE END
Do you want to read about my son fucking my ass later that night? If so, what costume should I be wearing? Of course, it will include stockings.
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K-pop Pet: Becoming a Star
Summary: She auditions for a big role in a movie
Note 1: This is dedicated to K Popper who requested the story.
Note 2: Thanks to Small_Island for editing this story and Shuj and OhDave1for a proofread.
Note 3: This is part two in a continuing story.
In Part 1: A Fall From Grace, a famous pop star is caught masturbating by her much older manager and blackmailed into becoming his cum slut... something she both loves and hates. -
And now Mi Cha's fall from grace continues in Part 2... Becoming a Star
.....
Mi Cha woke up to her alarm, confused for a moment when she saw the hotel bed across the room... had she fallen asleep on the couch? Then she remembered why she had spent the night here.
As she wiped the sleep from her eyes, a wave of guilt and disgust washed over her.
Had she not only allowed her manager to use her as a cum dump... and begged for it... but also allowed him to urinate on her?
She had completely lost control.
Tears began to stream down her face as she realized she had gotten herself into a very bad situation.
She had to find a way to control her libido. When not horny she found her manager ugly, creepy and disgusting; but somehow, when her pussy was burning, none of that mattered... she just wanted his cock, his cum and his dominant treatment.
She hated herself. Her weakness and the disturbing fact that as she replayed last night's vile debauchery, she could feel her pussy tingling.
Shaking her head, she stood up to have a shower. She had to wash off the sin of last night again, even though she'd showered immediately after her molester had left. The room smelt of urine and she looked at the bed and the large yellow stain... what would the maid think of this?
Mi Cha was flustered. She wiped the tears from her face and went into the bathroom.
The manager had picked up a replica Princess Aurora dress from a costume shop. He had also bought white thigh high stockings that he expected his new slut to wear underneath. The long dress would hide them completely from the public, but he, and she, would know.
He had gotten a key from the front desk and entered Mi Cha's room, figuring he would dump a load in her before the meeting with Disney. He heard the shower running and chuckled as he looked at the large yellow stain on the bed. In retrospect, he should have moved her to the shower to piss on her... this was going to be a costly fix. He shrugged... it was just money. Then after a moment, he realized this could be a problem. If it somehow got out that Mi Cha liked golden showers and had ruined a bed in a hotel, her perfect image would be tarnished forever and he likely would go down with her. He quickly called one of his fixers and was assured a new bed would be put in there before they got back. Well, that's why he maintained relationships with people who moved in questionable areas.
He placed the Aurora outfit on a chair and went to her suitcase to snoop. He found clean sexy panties, a couple thongs, a vibrator, and pairs of pantyhose. He also found a bag of dirty clothing and pulled out a pair of black panties and brought it to his nose. 'Fuck, she had an amazing, exotic scent'.
He fished out his dick and was stroking it when Mi Cha walked out in a towel.
"What the fuck are you doing?" she asked, startled to see him in her room and with his dick out and smelling her panties.
"Smelling my slut's wet panties and getting my dick ready for her," he said with a leer.
"We can't do this anymore," Mi Cha said, having heard herself say these words before and always falling on deaf ears... both for him and her libido.
"Oh?" he asked, stroking his thickness. "You don't want this cock?"
"No," she said, refusing to look down to see it... even as she felt a frustrating tingle down below.
"No?" he mocked as he walked over to her. "You don't want to have this fat sausage in your cock hungry mouth or pounding that needy pussy of yours?"
"We are going to get caught," she stressed, trying to reason with him and herself as she felt her mouth water as he now stood before her.
He grabbed her hand and moved it to his almost fully erect cock. "That is part of the fun," he said.
She could feel her resistance weakening as she felt the hard cock in her small hand. Yet, she tried to hide that weakness as she said, even as she stroked the thick shaft, "No, this could ruin my career."
"Or make it," he countered, as he pulled the towel off of her and threw it aside.
"Please...."
"You don't have to beg," he smirked, as he placed his hands on her shoulders and guided her to her natural submissive place on her knees.
She felt her knees give out and was suddenly on the floor... her face directly in front of his crotch. "No," she said, even as her hand was still stroking his dick... his nice, fat dick which was now so hard in her grip.
"We can continue this charade if you want," he sighed, "but we need to be across town in ninety minutes for our meeting with Disney."
"Do we really have a meeting with Disney?" she asked, looking up at him over his fat stomach.
"Yes," he nodded. "I told you if you continue to be a good cum dump, I will launch your career."
"Can't we do this another way?"
"Disney aside, do you really not want this cock in your mouth?" he asked, seeing her fragile weakness as he moved his dick to her slightly pursed mouth.
Instinctively, she opened up for him.
"Good girl," he purred, as he slid it in-between her lips.
Defeated morally, excited physically, she wrapped her lips around the fat dick and began to bob. If she had to suck a cock to get a Disney movie deal, so be it. She ignored the reality that her pussy was burning and she really wanted this morning load.
"Oh yeah, you suck like this, and you will be a huge star," he moaned, as he watched her shift from resistance to eager compliance in such a brief amount of time. Behind the façade of innocence and purity she was a nasty cum slut, and he would use that to his advantage. "Show me how big a slut you can be."
Mi Cha bobbed hungrily; she hated to admit it, she didn't want to admit it, but she loved being his submissive slut. She loved that he knew exactly how to treat her. Being called a slut when she was horny added fuel to the fire inside her.
"Oh yeah, you will rise to the top with those pretty cock sucking lips, those perky tits, that tight, wet pussy and that amazing ass," he said, already having plans to sodomize the sexy, petite thing... he really hoped she had never taken a dick up her ass, taking her anal virginity would be so sublime.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, his nasty words stimulating her loins.
"You ever take it in the ass, cum dump?" he asked, pulling out of her hungry lips.
"No, never," she admitted. She wasn't about to tell him that she had fingered herself in her butt a couple of times and would be lying if she said she wasn't a little bit curious about anal sex.
"I bet you would look hot with my fat cock up your ass," he said, as he slid his dick back in her mouth, not allowing her to answer... not caring what she had to say since her anal fate was already sealed.
Mi Cha resumed bobbing, craving that load in her mouth... she had to have it.
"Oh yeah, you want this load for breakfast, don't you?' he asked, as he felt his balls boiling quickly from her smooth sucking.
"Mmmmmmmm," she responded, not wanting to waste time talking... desperate to feel that creamy cum explode in her mouth.
"Oh fuck, yeah, just a few minutes ago you were saying never again," he chuckled softly as he watched her deep throat his cock with eagerness.
Part of her hated that he was right, that she couldn't stop herself... couldn't say no. Yet, part of her loved this rough treatment, this humiliation. If they could keep it secret, she could get the cum and cock she regularly craved. God, she was so fucking weak.
"Oh yeah, get ready, slut, get ready for your new daily breakfast," he groaned, about to nut in her mouth.
Hearing the words that she was about to get his load, she bobbed even faster and was rewarded just a few seconds later as he grunted and spewed his seed inside her. A chill went up her spine as the cum slid down her throat and warmed her belly.
"Shit, such a great cock sucking cum dump," he complimented, as she sucked his load right out of him and into her.
Pathetically, a little wetness leaked out of her pussy at the mixture of swallowing his load and being called a cum dump. She didn't stop sucking until every last drop was extracted and he pulled out.
"We are leaving in forty-five minutes," he said, as he put his dick away.
"Okay," she nodded, as she remained on her knees.
"Your outfit is on the chair there," he pointed.
"Okay," she repeated, in a bit of a daze after another humiliating act. She looked over and saw it was a pink Aurora dress... just like she had worn in the past with her bandmates.
"Make sure you wear the stockings I bought that go with the outfit," he added.
"You want me to leave the hotel dressed in that?" she asked, as she stood up.
"Yes," he nodded, before he walked out, just as room service arrived with her breakfast.
Mi Cha saw the cart coming into her room and quickly rushed to the bathroom... not wanting to get caught naked and let the maid's mind wander to the obvious assumption.
"Room service," the woman called out.
"Just leave the food on the table," Mi Cha called back.
"Yes, ma'am," the woman said, looking around the room and wrinkling her nose before walking out, a somewhat perplexed look on her face.
Mi Cha walked out, wrapped in a different towel, once she heard the door close. She had breakfast and got dressed. She always liked dressing up as a princess. In fact, she had been doing so since she was a little girl. Every Halloween she was a different princess. By the time she was a celebrity she had dressed as every Disney princess and as an adult had purchased an outfit for each.
Once dressed, she put the stockings on, which were sheer silk and quite sexy. Her manager knew she only wore real silk pantyhose and had done a good job with these. She felt sexy in them... she also liked the contradiction of looking so sweet and innocent in her Disney princess outfit while in sexy stockings underneath.
Feeling naughty, for some reason she decided to take her panties off... a kinky secret just for her... that behind the persona of a pretty princess was a dirty slut dying to break out.
In some of her perverted masturbation sessions, she fantasized being Jazmine being fucked not by Aladdin but Jafar, being mind controlled to be a cum slut; or being Sleeping Beauty and being woken up not by a kiss, but a facial; or having the prince slide the slipper on her nylon-clad foot and then his dick in her pussy; or being bent over and being hammered by the Beast... just to name a few.
No way would these Disney princesses be as pure in real life as they were created... she was certain that behind every sexy woman was a slut begging to be released.
She took her panties off and was just beginning to rub herself, suddenly quite horny from her wicked thoughts when she got a text.
She checked her phone.
It was from the manager: Five minutes.
Mi Cha slipped into her heels, put a trench coat over her dress, not wanting to draw unwanted attention by the fans she knew would be outside of the hotel, and headed out... excited about the possibility of becoming an actual Disney princess.
There was a large crowd of screaming fans as she walked out of the hotel with two security guards and her manager. She signed a few autographs and posed for a couple of pictures before getting into the car. Beom told the driver, "To Disneyland. The executive entrance."
"Yes, sir," the driver nodded, although he already knew that since it was on his phone.
In the car, just Mi Cha and the manager, the driver drove them across the city and to Lantau Island, home of Hong Kong Disneyland. As he always did, he kept the radio playing semi-loudly only from the front speakers to give his passengers privacy to speak in the back without him overhearing.
"The audition is at Disneyland?" Mi Cha asked in wonder. "They really want me to be a Princess?"
The manager explained the situation. "I heard some time ago that Disney wants to do a live remake of Sleeping Beauty. I've been working my contacts to get them thinking about you and now they agree you may be perfect for the lead role."
"I can't believe it," Mi Cha said, unable to hide her excitement. "I have always dreamed of being a Disney princess." Had she been underestimating their manager?
"Well, do exactly what I tell you to today and you will likely have that dream come true," he said, as he opened up her trench coat to expose the pink dress and gave her leg a sly squeeze.
"Okay," she nodded, a chill going up her spine at the tone in his voice. Before being blackmailed into becoming his cum dump, she wouldn't have noticed his tone... yet now she did, and she instantly worried what he meant by those words... yet she couldn't question it... she just had to go along with it. This was a chance of a lifetime, and she wasn't going to do anything to ruin the opportunity.
Beom Seok was thinking the same thing, only about himself. In his clearer moments he knew that the girl's shot at this level of stardom was more important to both of their futures than the incredible new sexual aspects of their relationship, but oh, my God, those aspects! He took a moment to check himself internally; it was time to really be a manager. He leaned forward and spoke between the seats. "Glass up, please."
"Yes, sir," the driver said, as a window between the front and back seats suddenly appeared.
Mi Cha looked at it perplexed.
"Listen, Mi Cha," he said quietly but firmly, locking on the girl's lovely eyes. "Disney already knows you have the talent and beauty and intelligence to play this part and give them a very successful movie. But there are other girls who have those things too, do you understand?"
Mi Cha nodded, entranced, suddenly seeing Manager in a new light.
"While today's meeting is about them seeing those qualities in you in person, it is also about being sure they'll be working with someone who is willing to commit herself completely to this project, someone who will take direction and not act like a prima donna on the set or off." While he'd been speaking, Beom had been subtly rubbing his hand up and down her thigh, quietly thrilled each time his fingers ran over the top of her stocking beneath the long pink skirt. He paused now at her crotch. "Are you that young woman?"
"Yes, yes I am," she whispered urgently.
"Good girl," he smiled, pressing three fingers against that sweet, young twat, barely able to restrain himself from lifting the bulky dress out of the way and finger fucking her. But he did. "Good girl," Beom repeated with a nod and a pat on the thigh before sitting back in his seat.
There wasn't any more chatting and they eventually arrived at a large building in a part of the Hong Kong Disneyland complex clearly closed to the public as Mi Cha pondered what her manager had planned.
In the elevator, the manager said, "Are you ready to have your life changed forever?"
For some reason, she had no idea why, she responded wickedly, "That happened the moment you turned me into your personal cum dump."
He roared with laughter. "That is the spunky spirit I like."
She couldn't believe she'd just said that; yet she kept going on the aggressive as she added, cupping his balls in his pants, "This is the spunk I like."
"Shit, I guess I should have fucked you this morning too," he said, as the elevator slowed down.
"I can't believe I am saying this," she said, as she rubbed his crotch, trying to throw him off by taking control of the situation, "but God I need this dick."
"Don't worry, you are going to get all the dick you could possibly want," he said, as the elevator came to a stop.
"Mmmmmmm," she purred, as she gave his dick one last squeeze and moved away just as the door began to open.
The manager was surprised but encouraged by Mi Cha's behaviour. It boded well for her upcoming audition.
"Let's do this," he said, and walked out of the elevator.
Mi Cha followed behind him, and after he talked to the secretary for a moment, they were led into a large room. She looked around and saw a long table with three chairs behind it, a couch in the corner and two more chairs before the table... presumably for her and the manager.
"Remember, do exactly what I say," he reminded her as he peeled off her trench coat and hung it on a wall hook near the door.
"Okay," she nodded.
"I mean everything," he stressed.
"I understand," she replied, beginning to sense an ominous situation.
"Good, be a good girl and I will make you an international star," he said.
The term 'good girl' sent a shiver up her spine just as it had done in the car when he'd rubbed her pussy through her dress as it had always been used to encourage her submissive obedience.
A couple of minutes later three white men walked into the room and the manager stood up to shake each of their hands. She learned their names were Barry, James and Frank.
Mi Cha stood up and also shook each of their hands before the men walked around the table and sat down.
Mi Cha and the manager sat back down and she was excited and nervous. She had done dozens of auditions in her young life, but this one was different. Both because of the possibility of being in a Disney movie and also because she sensed her manager had something up his sleeve. That said, she didn't think he would out her here. That would be possible social suicide for both of them.
Barry, a man in his sixties, opened. "So, has Beom explained why you are here?"
"Yes, to audition for a new live action version of Sleeping Beauty," Mi Cha answered.
"Correct," Barry nodded.
James, a good-looking man in his thirties, said, "Yes, and we think you could be perfect for the lead role."
"I am flattered," Mi Cha said, smiling warmly, knowing her smile was one of her most charming qualities.
"Yes, you are one of our three final choices," said the third man, Frank, who appeared to be right in between the other two in age and was balding.
"I'll do anything to prove I am worthy of your consideration," Mi Cha said, thinking one-in-three odds were pretty good.
"Frankly, our main concern is that we will take some heat for not going with a white Aurora," Barry said.
"I understand," Mi Cha nodded, "although I can't do anything about that."
"She will bring in millions in Asian markets," the manager spoke for the first time.
"That is our hope," Frank nodded.
"Yes, we really want to get a larger share of the Asian market," Barry said.
"Well, Mi Cha is the most famous singer in Asia right now," Beom said, as he put his hand on her leg.
Mi Cha was surprised he did it so boldly in front of these men but acted unfazed.
James asked, "Beom has told us that you are willing to do anything it takes to win the part. Was he right?"
"Yes, sir," she nodded, keeping her charm and smile on overdrive, "I am willing to do anything it takes to earn your faith and this part."
"The term 'anything' is a very broad one," Barry stressed.
"She will do anything," the manager replied for her, stressing the word anything. "Won't you, Mi Cha?"
Instantly, Mi Cha knew what was about to happen. She was going to have to fuck these men to get the part. And while before submitting to her manager, this would have disgusted her, now she found herself slightly curious... actually, more than slightly, as Korea's sweetheart had a growing list of naughty fantasies and this situation fit right in.



Mi Cha wondered if going without panties might not have been a mistake when she suddenly felt herself getting wet as some of those fantasies popped into her mind. First, surprisingly, she thought of a newer, developing one that had added lesbian sex to her list... namely, being a submissive to all her band members who were all so attractive and whose small hands would be perfect for another kinky fantasy... being fisted.
But the dampness really grew when her mind turned to where most of her fantasies focused... on cocks, lots of cocks. Everything from being spit-roasted by two big dicks, to being bent over a table and fucked by fan after fan at one of their autograph sessions, to doing a cum walk with multiple loads dripping off her face after a sperm barrage from men of different races: white, black, Arab and her personal biggest racial fantasy, a Filipino man.
It struck her that while her fantasy life was wickedly kinky and perverse, her real sex life was fairly vanilla. At least before her creepy old manager had caught her masturbating to her fantasies and coerced her into beginning to live them out. And now here she was, being asked to audition for a live-action version of a fairy tale with a live-action performance of one of her own fantasies.
"Yes, anything," Mi Cha said, looking directly at the old man.
"Stand up," Barry ordered, his dick hardening in his pants. Beom had assured him that this K-pop star was a sure thing, but he'd had his doubts since she had been presented in the public as this pure, sweet thing. In essence, a Korean princess.
Mi Cha looked at her manager who just nodded. She stood up.
"Sing for us," Barry instructed.
Mi Cha was pleasantly surprised. She had already accepted she would have to suck and or fuck these three men to get the part, as she was quickly learning how the game worked. As she began to sing, oddly, she felt a slight sense of disappointment that she had read the situation wrong and apparently wouldn't have to service them after all. She quickly shifted from cum slut mindset to performing and chose a Disney classic from Mulan: Reflection.
All three men watched her intently as she sang the song.
Once done, the three men nodded approvingly. James whispered to Barry, "Let's have her sing another one while I feel her up."
"Sure," Barry nodded. "Can you sing another?" he asked.
"Of course," Mi Cha said, feeling confident that she would woo these men with her voice. This time she chose a song from Aladdin: A Whole New World.
As she began singing, the good-looking man of the three stood up and walked around the table to her.
She tried to focus on the song as the man walked behind her but paused when she heard him apparently moving her chair.
"Don't stop singing," he ordered, as he stepped in close behind her and squeezed her tight ass.
"A whole new world," Mi Cha sang, as she realized her original assumption had been correct after all.
"You have a great voice," James complimented, as he hiked up the dress and moved his hand under to feel her pussy and was surprised to find she wasn't wearing panties.
"A dazzling place I never knew," she continued, despite being flustered as his fingers parted her wet pussy lips.
"She isn't wearing any panties," he announced.
"But when I'm waaaaay up here," Mi Cha continued to sing, her cheeks burning with sudden embarrassment at her whim to go commando (a word she'd learned from a Friends' episode), just as she felt a finger slide inside her. "It's crystal cleeeeear."
"And she is already wet," James said, as the other two men stood up from their chairs and it was indeed crystal clear what she was expected to do.
The manager smiled at his slut not wearing panties. Why hadn't he thought of that?
The older men reached the hot, young Korean and one groped her tits while the other dropped to his knees as Mi Cha finished the chorus while trembling from the sudden molesting. "That now I'm in a whole new world with you."
The kneeling man, Frank, gathered up the long Aurora skirt into a bundle at Mi Cha's waist. "Oh, sweet, the pretty princess has a completely shaved, glistening pussy," he drooled, watching his colleague's finger inside her.
"Keep singing," James whispered, as he pulled his finger out and began to take her dress off.
While this would have been unbelievably shocking before her whirlwind submission to her manager, now it hardly surprised her at all... rather, it all somehow blended perfectly with the many fantasies she had of being gangbanged or being in an orgy. Of course, in her head it was always with a bunch of hot, young guys, not three older men... but after her experience with the manager's fat body and fat cock, her body didn't care about their looks, only what they brought to the party in their pants, and she hoped they were all packing big ones.
Once they had her undressed, the balding man moved his chubby fingers to and into her pussy, and the old man kept squeezing her tits. She kept trying to sing, but it ended up being somewhat off key as she registered the crazy irony of the words that followed: "unbelievable sights, indescribable feeling...."
And for Mi Cha it was unbelievable and indescribable as she was suddenly only in stockings and a bra as she was fingered and felt up... the now constant mixture of shame and exhilaration stirring inside her.
The manager watched. While he enjoyed having his own celebrity fuck toy, he was discovering he also enjoyed watching others use her and also loved the power and respect he would gain by bringing her here already trained.
"Damn, Beom," James said, as he tossed the dress aside and went to unclasp the bra. "I thought you were full of shit, but... damn!"
"Yeah, this is one impressive number," Barry said, as the bra was taken off and the young, firm tits were out in the open.
"This is one fine piece of ass," James added, as he squeezed the firm, perfect bum.
"And this pussy is divine," Frank said, as he pumped two fingers in and out of the wet, ripe box... her scent already emanating from her.
"She is a great cock sucker and loves being called names when she is fucked," Beom added, which made Mi Cha again feel both shame and desire... as every word he said was true.
"Soaring, tumbling, freewheeling through an endless diamond sky," she sang, although it was not as smooth as it could have been as fingers pumped in her pussy, hands cupped her breasts, a tongue sucked and licked her hard nipple, and her ass cheeks were being squeezed. The multiple pleasure points being stimulated simultaneously was driving her nuts.
"Is that true, Mi Cha? Are you a good cock sucker?" James asked, as he kissed the back of her neck.
"I think I'm pretty good," she responded with a moan as the two fingers in her pussy were driving her wild and the lips sucking on her nipple was enhancing the burning inferno inside her.
"Let's find out," James said. "Get on your knees."
"Yes, sir," Mi Cha obeyed, happy to kneel, as her legs were getting weak and she wanted to see these three white cocks up close... she had never had one before. It wasn't as large a fantasy as a black man or a Filipino man, but it was on her 'fucket' list of fantasies.
"So obedient," James said, impressed, as he watched the gorgeous Korean girl drop to her knees.
"She will do anything you say," Beom reminded the three of them.
"You have her well trained," the balding Frank said, as he watched the pretty princess obey.
"Take out their cocks," the manager ordered.
"Yes, sir," Mi Cha obeyed, in full submission and lust mode.
While Mi Cha was most intrigued by the younger man's dick, it was the oldest man whose crotch was directly in front of her and she reached up and unbuckled his belt.
"Shit, she really does do what you tell her," Barry said, as he watched the beautiful Korean pop star unbuckle his belt.
"She is still being trained," Beom explained, "but she is a very obedient sexy cock slut, aren't you, my Korean Rose?"
Mi Cha could feel the shame consuming her at what she was doing, what she was willing to do to get a part and the undeniable reality that being surrounded by three cocks was a major turn-on... the earlier fingering and tit worship had her all revved up. She replied, trying to turn the men on while also just letting go as her submissive nature took over, "Yes, Master, I am a hungry cum slut for cock."
"Master? Shit," James said, super turned-on and impressed.
She fished out Barry's cock and was surprised by how small it was... the smallest she had ever seen in person. She was about to suck it to harden it, but remembered she was to take out all the dicks. She sure hoped the other ones were more impressive and moved to the second cock. If she was going to be gang banged, or spit-roasted, or whatever these creepy men had in mind for her, at least they could have big cocks so she could enjoy it. She turned to the balding man, who had already unbuckled his belt, and fished out his dick.
"Well, so far I think she has a great shot at getting the part," James said, as he unbuckled his belt, needing to get his hard cock out of his pants.
When she got Frank's underwear down, Mi Cha was again disappointed. He was larger than Barry, but still smaller than most of the men she'd been with. But having already come this far, she turned to James, sensing he was the leader of the three, even though he was clearly the youngest, and asked, "What else can I do to show you I am perfect for the part?" Her tone was coquettish and her smile almost demure, but since she was holding Frank's hard prick against her cheek while she spoke, the image was absolutely stroke worthy. Then she reached out to James's crotch.
"What are you willing to do?" James asked, as he looked down and watched the beautiful young woman fish out his dick. He had fucked many women, and many races, but this was his first Korean girl, and she had the ability to look innocent and sexy at the same time... it made his dick throb.
"Suck all your cocks, swallow all your loads, or take your cum all over my face," she listed off. Even though her pussy was burning for attention, she kept her list to oral acts, kind of hoping she could get this gig without selling her pussy... although she already knew she was more than willing to do so if it was required. Plus, like it or not, and she both liked and hated the reality, she was completely at the blackmail mercy of her manager.
"What about your pussy?" Barry asked, really looking forward to fucking this young thing. One of the amazing fringe benefits of this job was playing with the young, eager, naive talent. Although rarely did they have the opportunity to fuck an already established star. Usually, they were pretty unknowns desperate for their first big break. In fact, he got to fuck nineteen-year-old twins with Frank just last week and that was just for a commercial.
Beom spoke for his slut. "That is open too," he declared, leaving no doubt in Mi Cha's mind as to where she stood. Or knelt. Or laid.
"Yes, you can spit roast me like the cum slut I am," Mi Cha wickedly said, instantly going along with the decision that she would be fucked as soon as it was made. 'God, she was weak,' she sighed to herself as she pulled out the final of the three dicks before her. The youngest man had a decent-sized six-inch dick, and it was already hard and ready for service. "Mmmmmm, nice cock, sir," she purred, as she leaned forward and took it in her mouth.
"She didn't compliment my dick," Barry joked, knowing he had a less than average one.
"Mine either," Frank added.
Mi Cha backed off the hard cock in her mouth and said, although not rectifying their hurt feelings, she wasn't going to lie to them, "Move closer so I can stroke both of your dicks."
"This one is a keeper, Beom," James said, as the pretty princess resumed sucking his cock while also stroking the two semi-erect penises on each side of her.
"Yeah, and believe it or not, it has only been a few days," Beom said, as he watched his slut service three dicks at once. Someday soon she would be servicing three dicks in her three holes, but that wasn't until he got her ass first. As he imagined fucking this petite thing in the ass, he wondered again if she was still an anal virgin. A question for another time.
"Shit," Barry groaned, as the small fingers rolled over his cock head getting him hard quickly. At his age it could be a challenge to get it up, maintain it and come. He was hoping today he wouldn't have any misfires.
"Yeah, she is really showing us she can multitask," Frank said. "Which is really important in this role."
"Yeah, we are looking for an actress who can sing, dance and act," James said.
"She has been doing that her whole life," Beom said. "Trust me, there is no actress better suited for this role than Mi Cha."
"It would be a three-month shoot, maybe four," James pointed out. "Could she take that much time off touring and recording?"
"And she would also have to be available for recording the soundtrack and making at least a couple of music videos," Frank added.
Mi Cha moved to Frank's cock and took it in her mouth to get it completely hard as she listened to them discussing her potential role in this possibly huge film... as if she wasn't right there on her knees servicing all three studio heads... literally (she mentally giggled at her own perverted pun).
"When would you like to start filming?" Beom asked.
"Jesus," Frank moaned, as the young, pretty starlet swirled her tongue around his cock head while slowly bobbing, creating a surreal pleasure.
"When is your tour done?" James asked.
"Around two months," Beom answered.
"Is she free after that?" James questioned, enjoying her small fingers stroking his dick and also teasing his cock head. This pretty, sweet looking thing was an experienced, kinky little slut.
"I could make her be," Beom said.
As Mi Cha moved to the small cock, she was curious to listen to her manager try to make a deal for her. She was also curious about how he would make her available as Jjang's plan was to go right into the studio to record their next album.
"What other plans does the band have?" James asked.
"Well, we are supposed to go into the studio for the next album, but I can easily delay that a few months," Beom said.
"Will the rest of the band be mad or jealous?" James asked.
"Oh, God, what a mouth," Barry groaned, as the K-pop star worked his dick over and got it hard in just a minute... unheard of in his old age.
"Oh yeah, she will suck that cum right out of you," Beom assured. Turning his attention back to James, he said, "And yes, there will be drama, and I will have some explaining to do, but the trade-off will be that the band gets to sing the title track for the movie."
"Oh, they will, will they?" James asked, although instantly he thought it was a great idea.
Mi Cha had to admit it; her manager was doing a masterful job of negotiating here. Not only was he trying to get her the dream acting job of her young life, he was also trying to give the band the opportunity for global success with a song on the soundtrack.
"Yes. It would not only make perfect sense for the full film/soundtrack package, it would also free up the time needed for Mi Cha to be completely at your disposal for the full amount of time necessary," Beom said, his tone clearly implying he was offering the young pop star's special services to be available beyond just today's audition.
"That is a very interesting proposition," James said.
Mi Cha, meanwhile, showed amazing acting skills by theatrically 'deep throating' the tiny dick.
"Let's not pretend you don't want her," Beom said. "Let's make this official, sign the paperwork and then let's celebrate with a nice gangbang."
"Shit, you drive a hard bargain," James laughed as he walked over to Beom, letting his dick slide out of the young woman's tiny hand, and shook the fat one. "It's a deal."
"Let's get it in writing and then let this young starlet really show you what she can do," Beom said, having already made out the paperwork in case this went as he planned.
"All right," James agreed, as Beom and he went to the desk.
"What about the other two women coming to audition?" Frank asked.
"We can still do the auditions and perhaps offer them other roles in the film if we see they are a good fit," James called back, this deal too good to not take. Hell, Mi Cha was already his first choice for Aurora and the addition of Jjang as a band on the soundtrack would massively improve soundtrack sales and almost certainly get Disney the next big hit they desperately desired, all of which would get him the promotion he had been working for. To be able to also enjoy the amazing pleasures of this exotic Korean beauty went far beyond the icing on the cake.
"One of your dicks would be a good fit in my pussy," Mi Cha wickedly said, so horny from the triple dicks before her and the idea of being gangbanged. Yes, she was using her body to get a role, but she assumed many women did the same thing... plus, she could simultaneously also make a fantasy come true. Sure, she would rather they were all young, big-dick studs, and sure she would have liked to have more control over the situation, but when her pussy burned like this, all she wanted was cock. Cock, cock, cock. And once she detached the men from their dicks, like she did every time she serviced her manager, she could enjoy the sexual encounter. Plus, she was really impressed by her manager's negotiation tactics and how he'd even solved the future problem of her bandmates being annoyed that the recording of the album would be delayed. She wasn't completely sure it would be enough, but it would be a good start.
"You want this dick in that pretty pink pussy?" Frank asked.
"That's exactly what I want," she encouraged, as she moved onto all fours like a submissive fuck toy to offer her needy young pussy to these old lechers.
"Shit, this really is unbelievable," Frank said, as he moved around and knelt behind her.
"She is by far the biggest star I have gotten to play with," Barry said. "At least the biggest star before we made them a star."
"Yeah, we have made some women superstars," Frank agreed, as he positioned his dick in her inviting pussy and Mi Cha took the old man's tiny dick back in her mouth.
James said, "This contract will be a temporary one until the lawyers make the final one."
"Sure, sure," Beom nodded. "We still have to negotiate numbers too."
"Yes, we do," James agreed, as he looked at the pop star suddenly getting spit-roasted by his two partners. "Her ass?" he asked.
"Not yet," Beom replied. "But likely when we do the press release."
"I can wait," James nodded, really liking to fuck a woman in the ass. James was married and had a strange rule. He would let a starlet or a starlet-to-be blow him and he would fuck them in the ass, but he wouldn't fuck their pussy. For him, that was the line he wouldn't cross. Sure, it was silly; sure, it didn't stop the reality he was committing adultery; but for him it was how he rationalized his behaviour. His wife rarely blew him; his wife didn't take it in the ass... so it wasn't really cheating... in his mind.
"Go ahead, have fun," Beom offered.
Mi Cha was really enjoying having dicks in her mouth and pussy at the same time for the first time after watching so many spit-roast scenes in porn; she realized that those lucky women didn't have to fake their pleasure. Still, she wished she could hear what the other two were talking about, but they were out of earshot... all she could hear was faint voices. That said, the thrill of being spit-roasted by strange cocks was quite exciting... oh, God, the thrill of being a whore, because that's what she'd become, wasn't it? The balance between humiliation and exhilaration continued to stir inside her. She hated that she loved it... wanted it... craved it. So even though she told herself she was doing this to get her dream part, she was really enjoying the fact she was getting two cocks at once and there was a possibility of three at once.



"My turn to work over that mouth," James said, walking over to the on-all-fours pretty thing.
"My turn in her pussy," Barry said.
"All right," Frank groused as he pulled out, just as things were beginning to get good... the young thing's pussy so wet and tight.
The old dick left her mouth and James offered her a much bigger one. "Mmmmmmmm," she purred, as she opened her mouth.
"You really want to do this, don't you?" James asked, stroking it before her.
"I do," Mi Cha answered, as she felt the small dick in her pussy replaced by a smaller one. Still, she could feel it and it felt good.
"I think you are going to make a great Disney princess," James said as he slid his dick between her pretty, eager lips.
"Mmmmmm," Mi Cha moaned, excited to have the big dick in her mouth while the small dick fucked her pussy.
For a couple of minutes, both dicks pumped into her until Beom suggested, "Bounce back and forth, slut. Show these men how thankful you are for the opportunity to star in a Disney movie."
Mi Cha immediately obeyed, wishing the dick in her pussy was bigger, but bounced back to try and allow it to go deeper in her, while she devoured the dick in her mouth with each hungry bob.
"Oh yeah, fuck, I'm going to come," Barry groaned a couple of minutes later, in awe of the shocking truth he was about to come in just a few minutes of oral and vaginal sex... but her pussy was so tight, like a vacuum.
"Come on her ass," Beom said, suddenly not wanting a bunch of nobodies to dump a load in 'his' pussy.
"All right," the old man grunted, pulling out at the very last second and coming on the tight, young ass.
"Move," Frank said, as he wanted his turn to fuck her again... having been stroking his dick the entire time.
"Give me a second," Barry said as he finished, his last remnants of cum dripping onto the young pop star's ass.
"Fine," Frank sighed, as Mi Cha really worked on James's dick. "Actually," he said, "I can't be on my knees that long. Come straddle me, slut."
Frank lay himself on the floor and James pulled out of the really great mouth.
"Straddle him," James instructed.
"Yes, sir," Mi Cha nodded, wishing she could have the big dick in her pussy instead of this smaller one.
She straddled him and Beom suggested, "Do Asian cowgirl."
"What is that?" Mi Cha asked, as she hovered over the average looking balding man and his erect disappointing penis.
"You lower your pussy on his dick, plant your feet around his hips and place your hands behind you on his legs," Beom explained, as he walked over and offered his hand.
Mi Cha took it as she lowered herself on the dick that she did want back in her pussy, below average-sized or not.
The position was quite different from when she usually rode a dick, where she was on her knees and her hands were placed forward; as such, at first she struggled to balance herself.
Once she had both her hands behind her, she began to slowly ride his dick... instantly finding this position very stimulating for her. It was a rare position where she did all the work and controlled all the pleasure.
"Oh yeah, that's it," Frank groaned, admiring the lovely Korean girl in the sexy stockings. He said, "This may be weird, but let's put the dress back on her. I want to imagine her as the Korean Aurora."
"We can do that," Beom agreed, the reason he had chosen the outfit in the first place.
"Shit, you are one crazy perv," James laughed as he stroked his dick, planning to slide it back in the hot bitch's mouth.
Mi Cha remained sitting on the dick as the dress was put on her. Once her dress was back on, thinking this was the first time a man had ever wanted her to put on more clothes, she resumed riding the average dick as she asked James, "Are you going to face fuck me or what?"
"Shit, you really are a cock hound," James laughed, as he walked over and slid his dick in her great cock sucking mouth and began to slowly face fuck her.
It was awkward trying to ride the dick, keep her balance and get face fucked. Yet, it was equally stimulating as she gave and received pleasure. Her orgasm was rising inside her as she finally got into a groove.
"Oh yeah, ride me, princess," Frank groaned as he watched her take a dick in her mouth while simultaneously riding him. It was fucking hot. He had always had a thing for princesses and had a variety of costumes he made his younger trophy wife wear, but none of that quite reached the sexual euphoria he was experiencing right now... fucking a future Disney princess.
"Shit, she can really take dick," James said, impressed by how smoothly she was taking the face fucking. Many girls gagged, which was a major turn-off.
"Yeah, she is a natural gang bang cum dump," Beom said as he pulled his cock out.
"Mmm hmm," Mi Cha moaned in agreement and pleasure, both from the dicks in her mouth and pussy and the nasty verbal belittling.
"Shit, she likes the dirty talk," James said, his balls bubbling and ready to explode.
"Oh yeah, she loves it," Beom nodded, as he moved over to the threesome.
Barry watched from the table as he texted his wife that he thought they had found their Sleeping Beauty. Of course, not mentioning that he had just fucked a young K-pop star.
"You want my load?" James asked, pulling his cock out and furiously stroking his dick.
"Oh yes, give me that load," Mi Cha responded lustfully. "Come in my mouth or all over my face, make me your princess cum dump."
"Oh, fuuuck," James grunted. Just that simple naughty sentence coming from such a sweet looking girl had him erupting, and he painted her face with a massive load. He fired off five large cannonball blasts before sliding his dick back into her mouth.
Mi Cha bobbed greedily, trying to extract any late swimmers to satisfy her perverse hunger.
Thirty seconds later, James pulled out and staggered back, gasping, "Fuck, that was great."
"Next time I want that load in my mouth," Mi Cha said, before she shifted her attention to the dick in her pussy, which she could only feel and not see with the flowing skirt of the princess costume covering their crotches. Finally comfortable in this position, as cum oozed down her face, she began to really ride the balding man's dick, close to coming herself. "Oh yeah, I love this position, Master."
"I knew you would," Beom nodded as he stroked his dick, deciding he would add a second load to her already cum-coated face. He couldn't explain it, but there was something unbelievably hot about looking at a woman with her face dripping in cum.
"Oh fuck, fuck, fuuuuck!" Mi Cha screamed as she finally came from her marathon gangbang. Even as she climaxed, she continued riding the dick in her pussy.
It wasn't even a minute later, feeling the sensation of Mi Cha's flooding pussy warming his dick, that Frank warned, "I'm going to come."
Mi Cha quickly got off the dick, really craving a load in her mouth, and devoured his cock... tasting her own juices even as she continued trembling from the intense orgasm.
"Oh fuck," Frank grunted in not even fifteen seconds as he unloaded in her mouth.
Mi Cha sucked all that creamy cum out of the middle-aged man's balls, savouring the salty seed.
"Now come get my load, my Korean Rose," Beom said, stroking his hard dick.
"Yes, Master," Mi Cha replied, still in complete insatiable slut and cum addict mode. She sat up, crawled a few feet to her fat manager and took him in her mouth. Yes, his cock was slightly smelly and sweaty, but his impressive size was what she needed so bad.
As she bobbed like a porn star, the other men got dressed, they still had two actresses to meet with. Fortunately, neither were household names like Mi Cha and they had always planned to offer her the lead if all went well... and all had gone really well. That said, they would still test the other two Asian actresses to fill out possible supporting female roles.
Beom only lasted a couple of minutes before he was about to burst. He pulled out at the very last possible second and spewed his load all over her already cum-covered face.
Mi Cha wasn't expecting it but luckily closed her eyes just in time before four wads of cum coated her face.
Once done, Beom pulled out his phone and took a picture of his Korean Rose coated in cum. This would be a great memory for him and perhaps one day for her.
"I'd love to have a second round with her," James said, "but we do have two more actresses we have to audition still."
Mi Cha got to her feet, moving with the grace of a true Disney princess, regardless of her elegant face being coated with two loads of cum. She reached up with her left hand and wiped her eyes clear of spunk, then reached out to the young man with her right. "It was a pleasure to meet you," she smiled.
"It was definitely a pleasure to meet you too," James warmly said back as they shook.
"You too, gentlemen," Mi Cha said to the other two, cum glazing her face like a Krispy Kreme.
"I look forward to working with you," Barry said.
"Yes, congratulations," Frank said. "You definitely earned the role."
"Thank you," Mi Cha said.
"You can clean up in the washroom," James said, inclining his head toward a door to his right. "Rest assured that as... interesting... as things may get in our private interactions, we will all be completely discreet. A Princess's public image is everything." He gave her an ironic but still kind smile.
"Thank you," Mi Cha said with a small bow, and walked to the washroom.
She looked at her face; her makeup was a mess. She looked like a cheap porn slut or some five-dollar hooker. Her orgasm long dissipated, the distressing image caused her submissive nature to fade as quickly as it had arisen, and she began to cry.
What had she just done?
She had sold herself for a job.
Fuck.
Fuck.
Fuck.
She washed her face; going for the natural no makeup look like she often did and headed back out.
Horrified by her behaviour; disgusted by her weakness; mortified by her situation; she didn't look at her manager or the three men she'd just sucked and fucked. While she was thrilled to get the gig and become a Disney princess (her ultimate dream since she was a young girl), how she earned the job would haunt her her entire life.
The manager could see the sudden look of shame on Mi Cha's face. He knew she was processing what she had just done for the job. He also knew that as he drew her deeper and deeper into perverted submission, she would accept who she was: a cum dump and do way more wild, kinky and perverse things than what she just did.
"Let's go back to the hotel," Mi Cha said, just wanting to shower the sin off herself.
"We actually have a photo shoot now."
"Seriously?"
"Yeah, it's for movie posters and teasers," he explained.
"Okay," she sighed, taking her coat off the hook.
"You won't need to put that on," he said, "the photo shoot is also in this building."
They went down two floors and entered a large photo and video studio.
"Hi, William," Beom greeted a man mounting a camera on a tripod.
"Be-oooom," William sauntered over in his colourful attire and gave him a big hug. It had been a few years since Beom had seen the American photographer, while he'd been managing another band, but he was one of the best.
"And Mi Cha." William turned his attention to the pretty pop princess. He loved Jjang's music and specifically loved this sweet thing. "You are looking absolutely radiant."
"Um, thank you," Mi Cha responded warmly, as the flamboyant, apparently gay, man hugged her, flattered by the clearly sincere compliment.
"I love the way you twerk," William said, once he let go.
"Oh, well, thank you," Mi Cha said. It was something she would do during her performances as she knew it drove her fans wild. She knew she had a great body and she enjoyed using it to entertain her fans and perhaps excite them... and no one twerked like her.
"You really got the moves and a hot style," William said.
Beom had also always liked seeing Mi Cha twerk. In fact, the idea of making her twerk in private, in the nude, was suddenly being burned into his mind for a later fun event.
"Thanks, I'm not sure I actually have a style," Mi Cha said. "I just do it."
"Why don't we start the photo shoot with a few shots of her twerking?" Beom suggested.
"Um, before we do anything, can I put some makeup on?" Mi Cha requested. Even after washing her face, she imagined she could still feel remnants of cum; a reminder of the disgusting acts she'd performed to get a job.
"Sure," William nodded. "Go through there."
"Thank you," Mi Cha nodded and went into a surprisingly large room with a large selection of outfits, a makeup table and more. She sat down, pulled the makeup out of her purse and started to beautify herself... erasing the last remnants of the multiple facials that had ruined and then led her to wash off this morning's makeup.
As Mi Cha re-applied her makeup, or more correctly started all over, she replayed what she had just done. Her libido now cooled; her head now thinking straight; she was mortified by what she just willingly did to get a part. Sure, she knew this kind of thing happened; she wasn't naive. But she had risen to popularity through proper means. She had never sold herself to get ahead. Never used her body in the way she just had. Of course, her beauty and her body had helped her rise to fame, but it had also been her talent. She was the complete package.
William walked in and went to the plethora of outfits. He grabbed a white wedding dress and said, "The white pantyhose is a nice coincidence."
"Yeah, I guess so," Mi Cha said, a little uncomfortable as they were, of course, actually thigh high stockings, but he wouldn't know that.
"Put this on and call me if you need any assistance," he said.
"A wedding dress?" Mi Cha asked.
"Yes, we are doing a few scenes from the movie for promotional pieces if you are chosen as the lead," William said. "One is a wedding scene."
"Okay," Mi Cha nodded, as she finished her make up. Once done, she got out of her Disney roleplay outfit and got into the wedding dress. She looked into a mirror and her heart warmed. Like most girls, she had dreamed of being a bride since she was little. Yes, like all little Korean girls she thought of a colorful, traditional hanbok for her wedding day, but she'd seen enough Western media to make the connection to the white wedding dress. One perceived for its purity. So, seeing herself in a white wedding dress brought her back to reality: to who she really was... not at all pure. Regret at her actions just a little while earlier washed over her; regret for her disgusting actions with her manager sickened her. No more. She had to regain control of her life.
"Ready?" William walked in.
"Yes, let's do this," Mi Cha nodded.
William walked to a shelf full of shoes and grabbed some white heels. "Here, put these on."
"Okay," Mi Cha said, standing up and walking over and sliding her pretty petite feet into the five-inch heels. They fit perfectly; this William obviously knew his business.
"All right, let's go," William nodded.
For the next fifteen minutes, Mi Cha posed for pictures. Mi Cha had always loved photo shoots... although it was rare to have a photoshoot only for her. As such, she was trying to enjoy having the entire spotlight to herself... but... as she did, she noticed the way her manager watched. Every time she looked at him, a wave of repulsion hit her like the stench of his dick. This made her entire body quiver.
Beom's dick was slowly getting hard again. Seeing his little slut in a wedding dress was perversely hot... especially since he had tainted her purity so completely.
William instructed her to smile warmly and blow a kiss.
Mi Cha obeyed as she plastered on the fake smile she had perfected for all her live performances whether on stage, meeting fans or doing interviews with the media. While she loved being on stage and also loved meeting fans, she could do without the media. She hated the generic questions, she hated the dumb questions, and she hated the too personal questions.
"Perfect, perfect," the photographer said, as he snapped a few more pictures.
After a few more poses, William said, "Go change into the anime outfit."
"Um, okay," she nodded, really enjoying the photo shoot minus her manager watching like the creep he was.
"You can keep the nylons on," William added, thinking they would work for the outfit.
"Okay," the pop star said, loving anime... even anime porn on occasion.
Mi Cha left and looked at the cute outfit. The only problem, as she put it on, was that the thigh high stockings would be completely in view. The red shorts were so short the entire lace top of the stockings was visible. She couldn't decide if this look was cute or slutty. On the one hand, it was really cute. The white stockings did give it a little spice and yet with her demure, sweet face it could still be perceived as innocent and fashionable. On the other hand, if she gave even a slightly provocative look or posed a certain way this outfit would be seen as sexily stimulating. She couldn't deny it; she looked pretty damn sexy in the outfit and the stockings. She found some fun boots, slipped into them and sauntered out.
"Damn," Beom said out loud. He didn't mean to, but his sexy slut looked absolutely delicious. His dick, that had shrivelled the past few minutes while she changed and he responded to a few e-mails, instantly came back to life.
"You look adorable," William complimented, although he was surprised to discover the white nylons the pretty pop star was wearing were thigh high stockings and not pantyhose. It was an intriguing surprise. He did love discovering that the perception that was presented to the media and fans was not always the reality for many celebrities... in fact, in his experience, that was usually the case. The more squeaky clean their image was, the dirtier they were behind the scenes.
"Thanks," Mi Cha said, William's cute compliment making her feel a little better after becoming instantly uncomfortable when she heard her manager's response.
"Let's have some fun," William said, as he walked over to a prop rack and grabbed a bundle of six coloured balloons. "Now, smile while holding them," he said as he handed them over.
"Okay," the pretty girl agreed, as she smiled playfully.
"Now, act as if you are flying away," the photographer suggested.
After a few photos were taken, Beom suggested, as his dick ached in his pants, "What if she stood on the chair and jumps in the air?"
"Great idea," William agreed, as he walked to a chair that was actually a stool, and suggested, "First, let's have you stand on the stool. One hand high up in the air, as if you are about to be flying away and then one bent backwards."
Mi Cha agreed, thinking it would be a fun pose position, but wished her creepy manager, who likely was getting turned on by the photo shoot, wasn't here and watching like the pervert he was. What could have been a fun and slightly flirtatious shoot was tainted by the underlying reality that he had pretty much pimped her out for a movie role and was blackmailing her to use her as he wished. This was making her uncomfortable, alas she couldn't show it. So, she did as requested.
"Act surprised," William suggested, once the very cute pop singer was posed and doing exactly as he instructed. She had to put her foot down every few seconds to regain her balance.
Mi Cha focused on following the photographer's directions, pushing out the image of her manager staring at her, as William took a couple of dozen pictures.
"Now, on three, jump as high as you can," William said. Then added, "If you think you can land on your feet smoothly."
"I'm not sure I can in these boots," Mi Cha said, the boots having a couple inch heel. She was worried she might twist her ankle if she didn't land perfectly.



"Good point," William nodded.
Mi Cha got off the chair, handed William the balloons, sat down and took the boots off.
William grabbed a mat so she would land on something softer than the floor.
Mi Cha got back on the chair, William handed her the balloons, and she got ready to jump.
"When you jump, look at the camera as if you are floating," William instructed.
"What kind of facial expression would that be?" she asked.
"Surprised or excited," he suggested.
"Okay," the pop star agreed.
It took nearly two dozen takes, but William loved the results. In a couple of the photos she had a big, happy smile on her face, in a couple she looked genuinely surprised, some others had her looking excited and the rest were a mixture of all or didn't turn out.
Beom got a great view of her flying in the air, the red tight shorts giving him a great view of her camel-toe at the right angle.
Mi Cha was a little tired after the continuous jumps but like the pro she was, didn't complain as they carried on with three more costume changes.
In one, Mi Cha was in a gold royalty dress.
In another, she was in warrior gear.
Lastly, she was in basic jeans and t-shirt.
Mi Cha discovered the story was vaguely about her playing the same person in two different time frames. One was a long time ago when she was a princess about to become queen, while the other was modern day. In the movie she somehow is transported into the present. She was curious to read the script as movies like these were often corny or unbelievable. That said, it was a Disney movie which meant it was likely going to be a hit regardless. Plus, she realized she got to be potentially two princesses: one in the past and one in the present.
As they finished the final shots in her casual attire, Beom who hadn't said anything in close to thirty minutes, said, his next fantasy already playing in his head, "Mi Cha, go get back into that anime outfit."
"Why?" Mi Cha asked, seeing the perversion in his creepy dead eyes.
"I think it would be a great outfit for the comic con we are going to from here," he said, although there was no comic con next... just him fucking her face and pussy in the sexy as fuck outfit.
"Oh, I have a comic con appearance today?" she asked.
"Yes, and we need to be there in twenty minutes," Beom said.
"Okay, fine," Mi Cha said, having been to a couple of comic con conventions. One before she was famous where she went to explore her inner geek and one last year where she met fans and signed autographs with the band.
She headed back to the changing room, as she pondered the oddness of not knowing she was going to a comic con. Usually, he would tell her days or weeks in advance of a big appearance like this.
Once back in the cute outfit, Mi Cha walked back out and Beom said, as he was giving the photographer some cash, "The stockings too."
"Really?" Mi Cha asked, the stockings seemingly a little risqué for comic con. Although she had seen a lot more inappropriate outfits in the past.
"Yes, we've got to make sure you are the centre of attention," he smiled with his creepy ass smile.
"I don't know," Mi Cha hesitated.
"You will steal the show in that outfit with your stockings," William assured, having just been paid 500 bucks to allow the outfit to leave the photo studio. It was obvious to him, had been very early in the photo shoot after seeing the lecherous looks coming from the manager, that Beom was fucking the petite Korean. Well, he could hardly blame the old fart, because despite being a hundred percent gay himself, even William found something undeniably alluring about Mi Cha. On the other hand, the nervous and disgusted glances coming from the pop star were giving him a twinge of guilt for assisting the fat man. Oh well, that was show business.
"I guess," Mi Cha responded with hesitation.
"Do it," the manager ordered, his tone firm.
Mi Cha glared at him, officially confirming the obvious tension between the two for the photographer.
"Now," he said, his tone not changing at all.
Mi Cha went and grabbed the nylons that she had left in the dressing room having forgotten about them completely. They were not cheap, so she was happy she hadn't left them behind.
Beom had worked with William a number of times over the years, but he'd always been on the fringes of success, not a serious player. Now he had the chance to show the photographer that he had reached a new level of power. "Sorry, sometimes you have to be firm with the talent."
"I imagine you do," William said, already turning his mind to seeing the photos. He was pretty sure he had some real winners.
Mi Cha returned in the stockings, grabbed her coat that covered the majority of her slutty outfit and walked right to the door to leave.
"Please send me a copy of all the photos," Beom requested, as he stood up.
"Of course," William agreed, assuming the old man would be jerking off to them.
There was no talking until they were back in the limousine.
Once inside, and the limo had started driving, Beom said, "Put your feet on my lap."
Mi Cha looked at the glass that blocked the driver from them and wondered if he could hear anything... she had been assured for years they couldn't... but she always wondered.
"Why?" she asked.
"Because I told you to," he replied, snapping his fingers.
Mi Cha glared at him.
"Don't you go getting morally correct now," he said, "You just fucked three men to get a job."
"You made me," the pop star accused, anger bubbling inside her.
"Did I?" he questioned. "Was there a gun pointed at your head? Did I shove their dicks in your cock sucking mouth and your sloppy twat? No, you little slut, you made those choices. I just gave you the opportunity and you jumped on it... literally."
Mi Cha's anger was frustratingly diffused by the harsh reality that what he said was true. She could have turned around and left. She could have said no. She willingly, with just the slightest encouragement from her manager, chose to suck and fuck those dicks. There was no real resistance. There was no defiance. In fact, once the cocks were before her, she wanted them... regardless of their size. She sighed.
"What? Cat got your tongue?" he smirked, as he fished out his dick from his pants... already hard.
"What are you doing?" Mi Cha gasped, looking at the driver.
"He can't hear a thing and I have paid him extra for... discretion."
"If this got out," she said, as she reluctantly moved her feet still in the heels onto his lap... tempted to slam her heel down and crush that dick.
"Just do as you're fucking told, cum dump," he snapped, making it clear he was sick of this façade of dignity. The bitch was his and she needed to understand that without all these dramatic, meaningless protests.
Mi Cha shut up. Her cheeks burned with fury as he took off her heels. She hated his pretentious attitude and hated even more that two simple derogatory words made her pussy tingle. He repulsed her. He was disgusting. Yet, his words and his cock drew her in like a moth to the flame. And like a moth, the results were disastrous and somehow uncontrollable.
"Fuck. Such sexy feet," he said, as he lifted up her right foot and moved it to his face. He inhaled the slightly salty sweaty scent before licking her sole.
Mi Cha twitched as she watched this disgusting pervert drool over her foot... his tongue tickling her sole.
"Yeah, you really are the perfect package for a submissive, three-hole cum dump," he said, as he bathed the bottom of her foot like a mother cat licking its kittens.
Mi Cha said nothing. She couldn't deny it, the name calling and the weird foot attention was quite pleasurable and her pussy was indeed tingling. God, she hated her weakness. Even after the utter humiliation of the gangbang, and the internal declaration she would never allow this to happen again, here she was allowing it to happen again... and worse, with a complete stranger driving who could perhaps see everything.
"Open your coat," Beom ordered, wanting to admire his pop star pet in the sexy outfit.
Mi Cha glared at him as he rearranged her legs and replicated the perverted but increasingly exciting attention on her left foot. Yet, even as she tried to make it clear she was disgusted by him, she obeyed.
"Good girl," he generously complimented, as he worshiped the salty stocking.
"Whatever," Mi Cha said, acting as if she was doing him a favour.
"Don't pretend you don't want this cock in that hungry, cum craving mouth or in that young, ripe, needy pussy," he said, as he moved her silky, sexy feet to his cock and ordered, "Now give me a foot job."
She sighed as she obeyed... unable to just fucking say no. Surprisingly, the feeling of his throbbing cock on her soles started to excite her and she focused her attention on the one part of his body that didn't repulse her. Then she began to want it in her mouth or in her pussy... although this was a lot less perverse than sucking or fucking. Well, actually, it was way more perverse, with the humiliation of the driver in the front. She shifted her body slightly, bent her knees and began stroking his fat dick with her silk-clad soles. At first it was awkward, but after a few stops and starts, she was smoothly jerking him off with her feet.
"Rub that pussy while you please me," he ordered.
Mi Cha sighed dramatically, but truth be told, her pussy was desperate to be touched.
"Don't fucking pretend your pussy isn't on fire," he said, reading her facial expressions and able to see through the façade of propriety.
She sighed again but moved her hand to her fevered twat.
"Oh yeah, you look so hot being my nasty, obedient slut," he said, enjoying the smooth foot job, as he watched her rub herself.
Mi Cha didn't say anything. She just continued giving the foot job while slowly rubbing her pussy.
"Finger fuck that sloppy pussy," he ordered about thirty seconds later.
Mi Cha was horny and obeyed immediately, sliding two fingers inside herself.
"Oh yeah, such an obedient cum dump," he said.
"Ooooooh," she moaned, embarrassed by the truth of his words.
"Do you want me to come on your feet or in your mouth?" he asked.
"Just come," she said, not wanting to admit she wanted that cock in her mouth and was craving his creamy load.
"Fucking answer me," he snapped. "Or I'll fucking give you to the driver for the day."
"I want to swallow your load," she quickly said, admitting the truth while also terrified of the threat and the reality she was horny as fuck.
"Come and get it," he said.
Mi Cha moved her feet away, looked at the driver who seemed to be focusing on the road, spun around and devoured his cock.
"Oh yeah, extract my load," he groaned, watching her bob so eagerly... the disgusted glare and facial expressions gone as her submissive hunger took over.
Mi Cha wanted his cum. She bobbed eagerly. As she did, she moved her left hand back to her pussy and rubbed herself.
Beom caught her move. "You can come once I do," he generously offered.
"Mmmmmmm," Mi Cha moaned, as she worked the dick over like the blow job queen she could be.
"Yeah, you really want my load, don't you?" he asked, loving the reality of how much control he had over one of the hottest stars in the world.
"Mmmmmmmm," she replied, without slowing down from devouring the delicious dick.
About two minutes later, Beom grunted and shot his load into the smooth cock sucking mouth.
Mi Cha swallowed every drop, backed away, moved back into her spot and rubbed herself frantically.
"Come, slut, come for your Master," he ordered, as he watched her dazed with lust and desperation.
"Oh yes, fuck, yes," she moaned and closed her eyes as she slid two fingers back into her soaking wet pussy.
"Now, you dumb slut," he ordered, "come now."
"Yes, Ooooooooppa," she moaned much louder than she meant to as her orgasm hit her.
"Such a nasty bitch," he approved, as he pulled her arm, then grabbed her hand and sucked the pussy juices off her fingers even as she shook uncontrollably.
Mi Cha just allowed the orgasm to rip through her as the limousine came to a stop.
"We are back at the hotel," he said.
"We are not going to Comic Con?" she asked.
"No, that was just a reason to get you into this sexy costume," he said.
"Seriously?" she asked, as she closed her legs.
"Yes, and I will want you in it with more room to work at some point," he said as he handed her her shoes.
She sighed. As usual, the orgasm done, his load in her belly, shame instantly swarmed her. She put the heels on; tightened the coat back around her; then headed out and back to her hotel room. She had never wanted to shower the filth of her acts off her more than right now.
Once in her room, she stripped off the now humiliating costume, got in the shower and broke down in tears.
What was becoming of her?
.....
Up next:
Part 3: Blow Job Queen
With the manager gone for a few days, Mi Cha gets a brief reprieve from the creepy old man with a big dick, but somehow ends up at a gloryhole with one of her bandmates.
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Turning Contest: A Porn Shop
Summary: A divorcee, a glory hole, an orgy and a turn.
All characters in sexual situations are 18 years of age and older.
Thanks to hfernandez1983 for the story idea suggestion.
Thanks to OhDave1 and Shuj for proofreading and Small Island for continuity checks and a second read.
THE TURNING CONTEST is a week-long competition between five MILF best friends over who can turn more straight teens, college girls and women.
The prize: The winner gets a weekend with the other four women's 18-year-old daughters.
Although each story definitely stands on its own, this is the twenty-eighth seduction scene. Here is a quick refresher of what has happened so far.
1. Turning Contest: A Beautiful Blonde, in which seductress VERONICA STONE seduces a teen in her clothing store.
2. Turning Contest: A Cute Maid, in which reluctant seductress (she is more a submissive) and rich wife CAROL WHITE seduces and dominates her temporary maid.
3. Turning Contest: A Delicious Model, in which seductress and casting agent PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute 19-year-old model who is auditioning for a part in the new Matt Damon movie.
4. Turning Contest: A Desperate Asian, in which black professor CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a shy Japanese student in her office.
5. Turning Contest: A Dominated Thief, in which store owner VERONICA STONE molests an 18-year-old who tried to steal from her store.
6. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bday Girl, in which married seductress JASMINE JONES molests, seduces and fucks a 21-year-old birthday girl at a club.
7. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bride 2 Be, in which JASMINE JONES continues her night at the club by seducing a friend of the birthday girl as well as a bride-to-be at her bachelorette party.
8. Turning Contest: A Edible Waitress, in which CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a cute, big breasted, 18-year-old waitress at an open-all-night diner.
9. Turning Contest: A Fashionable Cutie, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute Victoria's Secret saleswoman in a change room.
10. Turning Contest: A Fateful Birthday, in which CAROL WHITE seduces a chubby girl at the beach and doubles down on a peeping Belle.
11. Turning Contest: A Former Student, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into a former student, goes back to her place and seduces her slyly.
12. Turning Contest: A Friend in Need, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces, somewhat by accident, her good friend who just caught her husband sucking cock in her kitchen.
13. Turning Contest: A Friend of Amy's, in which VERONICA STONE gets her third turn with a surprisingly quirky nerd with the assistance of her first seduction (turn 1: A Beautiful Blonde).
14. Turning Contest: A Girl Guide's Sis, in which JASMINE JONES seduces an 18-year-old selling cookies for her younger sister and who just happens to be her own daughter's cross-town rival.
15. Turning Contest: A Hit & Lick, in which CRYSTAL WATSON is hit from behind at a red light by a teen girl and uses the opportunity to get not one, but two turns seducing the nerdish driver and her Muslim friend.
16. Turning Contest: A Kinky Cuckquean, in which VERONICA STONE catches two teens having sex in one of her dressing rooms and uses it to blackmail them into submitting sexually to her.
17. Turning Contest: A Kismet Encounter, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into her daughter's grade three teacher in line at a coffee shop and brings her home for a sweet seduction.
18. Turning Contest: A Lick for a Raise, in which VERONICA STONE turns a good employee who may be trying to blackmail her, into a pussy licking and strap-on taking pet.
19. Turning Contest: A Lick Shop, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces and turns a mother and daughter individually at a fancy dress shop.
20. Turning Contest: A Lift, in which PORTIA JAMES picks up and turns an elderly woman stranded on the side of the road.
21. Turning Contest: A Maître D, in which PORTIA JAMES continues her hot streak seducing a young southern belle at a five-star restaurant.
22. Turning Contest: A Makeover, in which CRYSTAL WATSON with her daughter's help seduces a shy nerd using vegetables as an appetizer.
23. Turning Contest: A Mommy Fantasy, in which CAROL WHITE meets up with a young stranger to role-play a wicked Mommy lesbian fantasy.
24. Turning Contest: A Mormon Visit, in which VERONICA STONE gets a visit from a pair of Mormon girls who she challenges about their faith and seduces both of them.
25. Turning Contest: A Mother-In-Law, in which JASMINE JONES gets a call from her upset mother-in-law. One thing leads to another and she fucks her 65-year-old mother-in-law and invites her daughter over to join in a family threesome.
26. Turning Contest: A Movie Theatre, in which CAROL WHITE meets up with an earlier turn in the day, Tabitha, where she services the birthday girl again and seduces the teen's best friend for a wild threesome.
27. Turning Contest: A Muslim, in which JASMINE JONES slyly seduces a wealthy
Muslim woman.
28. Turning Contest: A Pizza Delivery, in which CRYSTAL WATSON gets a surprise
turn possibility from a cute pizza delivery girl that turns into a wild night of sex and the
taking of all three of her holes.
Turning Contest: A Porn Shop
On her way to her favourite dance club where she hoped to score some more turns, Veronica stopped in at a porn shop she occasionally frequented for new toy additions. She wanted to see what new toys they might have gotten since her last visit and she needed to replace the strap-on she had gifted to the Mormon sisters she had recently seduced.
Still dressed in the sexy attire from that seduction... a garter belt and stockings, and, of course, no panties or bra, with a sundress that would barely cover the garter belt clasps... she walked into the porn shop. As she stood at the toy display, deciding on any new toys, she couldn't help but glance over to an arched exit from the main room. It was a hallway that led to the shop's glory holes. None of her friends knew this, but sometimes when she craved some real cock, she loved to find it at glory holes. She would suck anywhere from a couple to a dozen dicks in a row when she got in the mood. That said, Veronica wasn't here for dick, but rather some toys. No seductress could ever have enough, and she thought she should have one or two in her purse for quick access during the rest of this already over-the-top contest.
Veronica was perusing toys, a ten-inch, black, authentic-looking strap-on currently in her hand, when someone hovering behind her said, "I have the real thing if you want it."
Veronica turned around and saw a muscled, drop-dead gorgeous, young black man standing right behind her. Towering over her, at least six-foot-six, way taller than her exactly five-foot frame. "Is that so?" Veronica asked, playing it cool but instantly wanting to discover if this was true and if it was, take it for a test ride.
"Yeah, hot stuff," he said, finding this red-headed MILF hot and learning over time redheads were as fiery in the bedroom as they were with their hair colour. "Come back and find out."
"I'll find out right now," Veronica brazenly said, moving her hand to his crotch area and discovering he was indeed telling the truth. "Oh my."
"Yeah," he said, admiring the very firm tits that were hidden by the sundress, "I told you."
"You like these?" Veronica asked, grabbing his hands and placing them on her tits as she saw he was staring at them.
"Shit, bitch, you're a crazy one," he said, as he felt them up.
"Oh, you wait," she said. "I'll be back there in a couple of minutes."
"Hurry," he said. "The chicks fight over this dick."
"I bet they do," she said. "But I promise no one will suck and fuck you like I will."
"Shiiit, girl," he said, slapping her ass. He was used to easily getting white bitches, BBC was a real fantasy of many white chicks, but there was something extra hot and spicy about this redhead. "Hurry that fine ass up."
"Just don't let anyone else have a go before me," Veronica said, taking the ten-inch strap-on dick, and a slender, six-inch starter cock to replace what she'd given the Mormon sisters and headed over to pay.
"Don't be long," he said, watching that fine ass walk away before sauntering to the glory hole area.
Veronica paid for the items, bought some video tokens, and headed back to get some black dick, and maybe even spend some time getting a few loads. It was still early in the night and the dance club never really got hopping until after midnight, so she had time. As she walked, she glanced at her phone. She saw there was a notification of another turn. Luckily, it was just last place Carol with her fifth. She wasn't a real threat.
Score at 10:44 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 7
Portia: 7
Veronica: 7
Jasmine: 6
Carol: 5
She was thinking about the dark chocolate treat ahead of her when she saw a clearly nervous woman standing just a couple of feet from the glory hole entrance. Veronica asked, "Are you going in there?"
"I don't know," the salt and pepper haired woman said, having been trying to enter the corridor for the past twenty minutes.
"What is stopping you?"
"I've never done anything like this before."
"Then why now?" Veronica asked, briefly delayed from the BBC she was craving by this woman who looked so utterly lost.
"The divorce papers were finalized today," she said, tears beginning to stream.
"Oh, my dear," Veronica said, pulling this stranger into a warm, caring embrace, "I'm so sorry to hear that."
The newly divorced woman was shocked to feel arms around her, especially of a complete stranger. "Thanks," she said, feeling a strange sense of warmth and security.
"I'm Veronica," the redhead offered, letting the cute woman go.
"I'm Diane."
"Do you want me to go in there with you?" Veronica asked. She had no idea if a turn was a possibility and that wasn't her purpose. Her purpose was to get that big black cock for herself and perhaps help this lost, lonely woman get the dick she also seemingly desperately needed. But if some pussy would also help the woman deal with her depression, she'd be glad to help with that too.
"I don't know," Diane hesitated. Yes, she came here to suck some cock and just feel wanted again. She'd thought it would be easy, since her pre-marriage past had involved a lot of wicked, cock-sucking, cum-swallowing behaviour, but now that it was only feet away, she wasn't sure she would actually be able to go through with it.
"I do," Veronica decided for her. She grabbed the woman's hand and led her past the point of no return.
"I don't know," Diane repeated, even as she followed along and down a door-lined hallway until the redhead led her into one of the rooms.
Veronica, knowing the centre room had extra space, having been fucked in it more than once including a wild foursome where she was fucked air tight, walked into that one. She didn't know which one the big, hung black man had entered but hoped it was on either side as this room had two separate glory hole options.
"Oh my," Diane said, her eyes going wide as a video played with a cheerleader on all fours getting fucked by two men.
"You can choose your video," Veronica explained, closing, but not locking, the door. She liked having strangers sometimes just saunter in and watch or join.
"Oh," Diane said, as Veronica pulled a token out of her purse, she'd bought ten when she purchased her new toys.
"What type of porn do you prefer?" Veronica asked as she put the token in the slot.
"I don't know," Diane answered, overwhelmed she was suddenly in a glory hole room which she had fantasized about for some time and doubly overwhelmed by the fact she was with a complete stranger.
"I prefer lesbian," Veronica said, as she flipped through channels quickly until she came upon one that had three girls in a daisy chain.
Diane was speechless. She looked around the room and saw the hole just like she imagined and just like all the holes in all the glory hole porn she had become addicted to. Then she looked back at the screen to see girls licking each other. She had been fantasizing about going to a glory hole and sucking some stranger's cock and maybe even, like in some of the gloryhole pornos, leaning her long-ignored pussy against the wall and getting fucked. None of that had ever made her consider lesbian porn as the background.
Veronica, seeing the woman's completely fish-out-of-water facial expression, said, "I like the contrast. Sometimes I imagine I'm taking on all their husbands or boyfriends while they're having their ladies' night fun." The woman tilted her slightly graying head to the side, apparently considering the scenario. Veronica pondered if a turn was possible. This woman was likely in her late forties, and she had no idea if she had ever been with a woman. Her hunch was no. She would play that by ear, but now it was time to get started with her own reason for being in this suspect establishment. "So, are you ready for some cock?"
"I don't know."
"When was the last time you got fucked?" Veronica bluntly asked.
"Over a year for sure," Diane answered, looking at the lesbian porn and hearing the moans and shocked to be answering that question to a stranger.
"Well, we can't have that," Veronica said, just as that glorious black cock she had been craving since she felt it in his pants popped through the hole. It was even bigger and more glorious out of the pants. "Oh my, look at that dick."
Diane's eyes went wide and her mouth actually dropped open when she saw the massive dick. It was easily twice the size of her useless ex. It was also exactly like so many of the mammoth cocks she watched and pleasured herself over when watching glory hole porn.
"I know," Veronica said, as she dropped to her knees and took it in her hand. "It's absolutely fucking perfect."
Diane watched in voyeuristic awe as this woman stroked that huge dick. A dick that size she had only ever seen in pornos. Sure, there was a time she sucked a lot of cock, but never one like this.
"Get down here and help me with this," Veronica said, an idea beginning to form in her head.
"I don't know," Diane hesitated. Yes, she wanted to feel that cock in her hands and mouth, but suddenly she was a bundle of nerves.
"Get over here right now," Veronica ordered.
"Okay," Diane whispered, for some reason being told what to do made it easier to do this. She moved to the wall, dropped to her knees, and stared at the huge black cock. "It's so big," she said, absolutely captivated.
"I'm guessing it's a lot bigger than your piece of shit ex-husband."
"Easily twice as big," Diane said, in a hypnotic daze. "At least."
"Stroke it."
"Okay," Diane said, moving her hand to the hard dick. "It's so big and hard."
"Yeah, it's a monster cock," Veronica agreed, as she moved her mouth to the cock head and began to suck the first couple of inches.
Diane stroked and watched and after just a few seconds she wanted it in her mouth. She couldn't believe her own words when she said, "Let me suck it."
"All yours," Veronica generously offered, a little disappointed not to have this big dick in her mouth and, quite frankly, in her pussy. She loved huge dicks, but this woman desperately needed it. Plus, she had a new plan.
Diane moved a little closer and took the cock in her mouth.
"Oh yeah, suck that cock," Veronica encouraged, always finding watching a woman suck a cock arousing... just like she enjoyed watching a woman eat a pussy.
"Mmmmmm," Diane moaned, as she shifted into hungry cock mode. While she liked sex, she had always loved sucking cock. In college, she was a blow job queen and was proud of it. She couldn't even begin to count how many dicks she had sucked... a hundred for sure.



"Yeah, show this black stud why white women love their cocks," Veronica encouraged.
Diane began taking more in her mouth. The colour of the cock didn't matter to her. Truth be told she liked all races and all sizes. They all gave her the cock sucking rush she loved and all rewarded her with the treat she craved: salty, gooey cum.
Veronica got up, went to her bag and grabbed the new strap-on she had purchased. She may as well test it out right now. She had no idea if Diane had ever been with a woman so that this would qualify as a turn, but she was going to fuck her regardless.
Diane was in cock sucking slut mode now. She was taking five inches of this monster ten-inch cock in her mouth smoothly now with each bob and getting into an easy rhythm.
"Yeah, that's it, slut, suck my black dick," the man on the other side of the wall groaned.
"Mmmmmm," Diane moaned on the cock, always loving being called names in the heat of the moment, something her husband had never understood.
Veronica took her dress off, fastened the harness around her hips, and moved behind the middle-aged hottie on her knees. She put her hands on her hips and ordered, as she helped move her simultaneously, "Get on all fours."
Diane was surprised to feel hands on her hips and to be pulled back. She took the delicious cock out of her mouth and looked back to see a strange woman utterly naked except thigh high stockings, with a giant strap-on poking out from her crotch. "W-w-what are you doing?" she stammered, even as she maneuvered herself to get into the position instructed.
"Fucking this pussy with my new dick," Veronica answered, lifting up the woman's dress to discover she was surprisingly wearing a garter belt and stockings.
"What?" Diane asked although she had heard the answer.
"Nice attire," Veronica admired.
"I don't even know--"
"Get back to sucking, slut, or I'll find another bitch to blow me," the owner of the huge cock ordered, inadvertently helping Veronica.
"I don't know about this," Diane said, even as she returned her attention to the big, black cock.
"You're dressed to get fucked," Veronica said, as Diane took the big dick back in her mouth. "I'm going to fuck you."
Diane felt her panties getting tugged down as she resumed sucking the huge cock. She couldn't believe she was about to get fucked by a woman and yet she could already feel the burn in her loins.
"But first, let's taste this pussy," Veronica said, bending down to lick the pussy from behind. She still wasn't sure this was a turn, but regardless she was covering the bases.
"Ooooooh," Diane moaned around the cock as she felt a tongue on her pussy. She hadn't been eaten out in over twenty years. Her husband said it was gross and wouldn't do it, although he, of course, expected to be sucked all the time.
"Mmmmmmm, your pussy is soaked," Veronica purred, between hungry licks.
Diane couldn't say anything as she had a mouth full of cock. Thus, she allowed another woman to lick her pussy and it felt good.
Veronica considered eating her right to orgasm but really wanted to spit-roast this woman. So after only two or three minutes of probing and teasing, she knelt up and positioned her new big dick at the inviting wet pussy.
"Take more of my dick, slut," the man ordered.
Diane continued sucking as she processed the fact another woman was about to fuck her. She didn't have much time to ponder this though as she felt the dick slide inside her pussy, making her moan even louder on the cock she was slobbering over.
"Your pussy just swallowed up my dick," Veronica said, as the entire long, fat shaft slid inside her. "You absolutely needed this."
Diane moaned as she couldn't believe how big the dick was that filled her pussy, so much bigger than her ex-husband's.
"Oh yeah, suck my black cock, cum dump," the man ordered.
"Take my dick, fuck toy," Veronica instructed, so the woman would be spit-roasted by words as well as cocks, even though Diane was already doing just that.
Diane sucked and got fucked, her head spinning at how she went from being too scared to walk into this area to taking dick in both ends. While she should have been ashamed, she was loving this cock in her mouth and while she was stunned to be getting fucked by a woman, this woman knew how to fuck as she was giving it to her the way she liked it: hard and deep.
Veronica decided she wanted some black dick too and said, "Stud, why don't you come over here and fuck us."
Diane's eyes went wide as the dick almost immediately withdrew from her mouth.
"The door's unlocked," Veronica added.
"We shouldn't do that," Diane said, even as she allowed this red-headed woman to continue pounding her pussy.
"Oh, yes we should," Veronica assured. "I need that big black cock in my pussy."
"I needed it in my mouth," Diane said, as the door opened and the same black stud walked in.
"Shit, I was trying to figure out what was happening over here," he said, as he went to close the door.
"Leave it open," Veronica said, as she kept fucking Diane.
"Close it," Diane pleaded. The stud ignored her and walked behind Veronica.
"I don't think I've ever fucked a woman while she fucked a woman before," the guy said, as he watched the hot act. He was also in awe of this redhead's amazing body.
"I'm Veronica and this is Diane," Veronica said, talking as if they were good friends, "She just got divorced today and we are celebrating."
Diane couldn't believe she gave him their real names even as the pleasure inside her continued to rise from the rapid fucking.
"Bruce," the stud said, as he moved behind the kneeling redhead.
"Fuck me as I fuck her," Veronica said, as she stopped deep inside Diane.
Diane still was in absolute bewilderment of what had transpired and what still was, yet she also was instantly annoyed when the fucking stopped and the huge dick just rested deep in her.
"Don't worry, sexy, I'm not done fucking you," Veronica assured. "I just need some dick too."
"Okay," Diane heard herself say.
"Ooooooh, yes, fuck," Veronica moaned, as the big black dick slid inside her wet pussy. Fucking women always turned her on and like Bruce, she had never done this exact position with a man. With the girls on more than one occasion, sure. The fuck train was one of their favourite activities when they had five girl or more lesbian orgies.
"Yeah, I'm going to destroy this pussy," Bruce said, as he filled the redhead up.
"He's so fucking big, Diane," Veronica moaned, feeling so good and full as all ten inches of the massive monster filled her up.
"I know," Diane said, as she moved her hands to the wall for better balance.
"Ready, bitch?" Bruce asked, now balls deep in her.
"Yes, fuck me like a cheap whore," Veronica begged, wanting to feel his man meat pound her hard.
Bruce obliged, always loving how any woman became a complete slut for his dick.
"Oh yes, fuck," Veronica moaned, as the stud began slamming into her.
Diane moaned too, even though Veronica wasn't actually fucking her anymore, each hard stroke from this black stud somehow made the cock in her own pussy stimulate her.
It wasn't even a minute of this wildness before another dick popped through the hole. It was a much smaller, but already hard white dick, and Diane took it in her mouth without hesitation.
"Yeah, suck that dick," Veronica encouraged, as she got good, hard back shots.
"The wildest spit roast ever," Bruce chuckled as he hammered away.
"I guess so," Veronica laughed too.
Diane bobbed and deep throated this tiny dick with reckless enthusiasm as the fucking behind her teased her relentlessly.
It wasn't even two minutes before the man on the other side of the wall grunted and spewed his load in Diane's expert cock sucking mouth.
"Thanks," the guy said, as he pulled out.
"Any time," Diane heard herself say as she enjoyed the delicious cum she had been craving the most these last few lonely months and why she came to this adult shop.
"That was quick," Veronica said, her orgasm rapidly rising.
"I'm that good," Diane said, always confident she could get a guy to come, though now she was disappointed she wouldn't get the chance to prove it with Bruce. She had no doubt his load, like his cock, would be larger and stronger than the appetizer she'd just had.
"Can I come in your pussy, bitch?" The stud asked, the strain in his voice making it clear his climax was imminent.
Veronica actually would have liked that very much, but she'd heard Diane's words and tone. "No, come in her mouth," Veronica suggested, "or all over her face."
"All right," he said, pulling out. Diane, hearing the words, instinctively turned around as soon as Veronica pulled her dick out of her needy pussy, really wanting that second load.
Veronica quickly moved away and sat on the chair as Bruce slid his pussy-coated dick into the other woman's mouth.
Diane realized as Bruce placed his hands on her head and began face fucking her that she was sucking off Veronica's pussy juices. This was something she had never done before and was pleasantly surprised by the sweet, unique taste.
"Yeah, face fuck her. Give her your load," Veronica encouraged, enjoying watching the live-action face fucking as she got out of the strap-on harness.
Diane took almost all ten inches as he thrust in and out of her before he grunted and deposited his load down her throat. "Take all my nut."
Diane had no choice as he didn't stop his relentless pumping until his entire ball sac was emptied. Of course, she would have done it anyways, being a submissive cum-addicted slut back in her wild youth.
"Shit, Diane, you're quite the cock sucker," Veronica said, impressed.
"Yeah, she is," Bruce agreed, as he slowed down but didn't withdraw from the MILF's mouth.
"I hope you can reload quickly, stud, I'm sure Diane here would love to feel that black dick in her pussy."
"Yeah, sure," Bruce said. "I could nut again."
"You can fuck her from behind as she eats my pussy," Veronica suggested.
"Yeah, that would be hot," Bruce agreed, always loving watching girls go at it.
"You have eaten pussy before haven't you?" Veronica asked, finding out if she was getting her eighth turn or not.
Bruce pulled out and Diane answered, still in a daze from the rough face fucking and an intense burning in her long-neglected loins, "No."
"Well, get eating while I give you the fucking of your life," Bruce said, as he pulled the MILF up and roughly pulled the dress over her head.
"That is some sexy lingerie," Veronica approved, surprised to see she was in a teddy and a garter belt and stockings.
"Yeah, hot as fuck," Bruce agreed, tossing the dress aside and yanking the panties that had dropped to her ankles off before he semi-gently tugged Diane between the now parted legs of the redhead.
Diane didn't protest. She just moved between the legs of the hot redhead in a complete daze even though she couldn't wait to feel that huge dick in her. The fake dick had revved up her pussy as had the cock sucking. So, suddenly she was on her knees, a pussy in front of her face, and a young black man moving behind her.
"Get licking," Veronica ordered, gently guiding the stunned woman's head to her wet pussy.
"Start licking and I'll give you all ten inches of this big cock," Bruce said, rubbing his fat cock head between the woman's wet pussy lips.
Wanting that dick in her pussy, and a little curious if the pussy tasted as good directly from the source as when it was slathered on a dick, Diane said, before she began licking, "I can't believe I am doing this."
"That's it, lick my pussy," Veronica moaned, letting Bruce know she had begun licking.
Bruce slid his dick in the MILF and began fucking her.
"Ooooooh, fuck," Diane moaned, as she was suddenly filled with ten inches of black, throbbing dick.
Multi-tasking was suddenly difficult as she tried to keep licking, but the instant pleasure consuming her pussy was absolutely intense and making her head spin with desire.
Veronica smiled as the woman randomly licked her as she got deep, hard back shots. It was obvious she was consumed with pleasure from the rough back shots.
Veronica was about to pull out her phone to update the score when another guy was suddenly there, offering her his dick. It was a decent six-plus inch cock with a slight curve she always liked, so she simply took it in her mouth.
For the next few minutes, there were just the sounds of sex, Veronica slobbering on a cock as she smoothly deep-throated it; Diane licking aggressively the best she could as she continued to get hammered from behind; lastly, Bruce's groans as he fucked this amazing white MILF pussy.
The new dude shot his load down Veronica's mouth first. As soon as he pulled out an elderly man easily in his seventies was there with a small, but fat dick. Veronica shrugged and just took that one in her mouth too.
Diane screamed, about a minute later, as her orgasm hit her like a ton of bricks.
Veronica, who was close, grabbed Diane's head and held it firmly in place. Diane took the wordless instruction to keep licking and even as her body trembled uncomfortably she sucked the swollen clit in her lips.
Bruce kept pounding away, this time he was going to come in this pussy.
Veronica bobbed furiously for another minute before she backed off and ordered, "Finger fuck me, slut."
Diane obeyed, moving a finger to the pussy and sliding it in.
"Yes, now suck on my clit and finger bang me," Veronica demanded, looking up to see two more men watching and stroking; the open door had done its work. She took the elderly dick back in her mouth and went back to bobbing to extract its load before her own orgasm hit. But she lost that race, because in just another minute or two she was again backing off Grandpa's cock and directing, "That's it. Right there. Right there. Don't stop. Yes. Fuck. Fuck. Fuuuuuuuck!" Veronica screamed as she came, her body was quaking when she felt cum spray all over her face and tits. She opened her eyes to see one of the younger strokers pulled in close and quaking himself. She smirked, "Couldn't wait to fuck us?"
"Sorry, ma'am," he sheepishly said.
"Oh fuck," Bruce grunted and spewed his load in Diane's pussy.
"Oh my God," Diane gasped in shock as she felt cum spew inside of her.
"Mmmmmmmm," Veronica purred, "a cream pie." She stood up and said as Bruce pulled out, "Sit down on the chair, Diane."
"Okay," Diane said, getting some assistance from the various voyeurs and wankers standing around, a little happy to get off of her knees and feel a little bit of cum leak out of her.
Veronica dropped to her knees and buried herself in the cream pie, always enjoying the delicious mixture of feminine and masculine cum. Plus, she felt the need to get the newly-minted cougar off with her tongue to make this a true turn.
"Ooooh, fuck," Diane moaned, realizing the anonymity of a glory hole had been blown away as the old man who Veronica had just been sucking was now presenting his aged but hard cock to her. She did what a slut does at a glory hole and took it in her mouth.
"Thanks, sluts," Bruce said, very content with his two-load performance.
"Thank you," Veronica said, from between licks.
"Yes, thank you," Diane took a brief breather from sucking to give her compliments to the king dick.
Veronica felt hands on her hips a minute later and then a dick slid into her pussy. It was decent-sized but nowhere near the size of Bruce's pussy destroyer.
A couple minutes later, the old man grunted and oozed his load in Diane's mouth.
Veronica lapped up all the mixed cum and was now working this pussy over for another orgasm.
"God, that feels so good," Diane moaned, this woman's tongue magical, the taste of cum lingering in her mouth.
"My turn," a guy said, and Diane turned to see a big eight-inch cock aimed at her.
"Nice cock," she said, before taking it in her mouth.
As the guy pumping Veronica was getting close, she ordered, "From now on, all loads go on Diane, the brunette."
"They do?" She asked.
"They do," Veronica repeated, as she slid two fingers inside the wet, horny slut and finger fucked her good as she worked that pussy and clit over.
"Oh fuuuuuck," Diane moaned, as she stroked the big cock and a moment later saw the other guy pull out of Veronica and move to her. "Yes. Give me all that cum."
The eight-inch stud moved to Veronica and started fucking her.
Veronica enjoyed the bigger cock as she focused on getting Diane off.
"Oh fuck, yes, eat me, finger fuck me, come on me," Diane babbled in a daze at everything going on. The man grunted, splattering her face and tits with cum. That somehow triggered her orgasm as she screamed, "Fuuuuuuuck!" and Veronica eagerly lapped up all the creamy cum.
"Shit," a new guy said.
"Paaaartty," cheered another.
Soon Diane had two more stroking their cocks in front of her.
"Yes, give me those loads, I want all your cum," Diane said, in rapture from the orgasm and the constant cocks arriving.
The dude in Veronica pulled out and quickly moved to Diane spraying her with his load immediately.
"Mmmmmmmmmm," Diane moaned.
"Yeah boys," Veronica encouraged. She stood up, to stretch, although she still wanted one more orgasm.
One guy said, "Let's spit-roast this hot bitch."
"Yeah."
Before she knew it, a cum-coated Diane was pulled up from the chair, guided to the floor, and in seconds had cock in both ends.
Veronica grabbed her phone while she watched the show. An older large woman, in her fifties, peeked inside. Veronica snapped her fingers and pointed to her pussy.
The woman didn't say a word, just moved to Veronica, dropped to her knees and began licking.
Veronica was 99 percent sure this woman was not a lesbian virgin and after only a few seconds of her wicked experienced tongue, she confirmed that.
So, while she watched Diane get spit-roasted, she checked the scoreboard.
She sighed seeing that Crystal had added another one since the glory hole orgy began.
Score at 10:49 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 8
Portia: 7
Veronica: 7
Jasmine: 6
Carol: 5
That said, there hadn't been any others from Portia or Jasmine which were her two worries. One at a wedding and the other at one of her many movie functions were amazing opportunities for multiple scores.
It had now come up on 11:30 and she was pretty sure she wasn't up for the dance club after all this activity, but she still had several days to make up any ground the others might cover tonight.
She updated the score:
Score at 11:30 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 8
Veronica: 8
Portia: 7
Jasmine: 6
Carol: 5
She then figured she would stick around here for a while. She hadn't been part of a gangbang orgy in some time and wouldn't mind taking another dick or two.
Epilogue:
This sex marathon went another hour and a half. Diane took over a dozen dicks and loads.
Veronica took three more herself and even got double penetrated... although she generously gifted all three loads to a completely cum-coated Diane.
Once it was just the two of them, Veronica offered the sweet woman, exhausted and drunk from cock and cum, to come back to her place for the night since she was so exhausted and lived over forty minutes away. Diane surprised herself one last time when she agreed.
In the shower back home, Veronica got her off again, and they were later in a leisurely 69 in her bed when Veronica's younger replica of her (also red hair, green eyes, short and with huge tits) walked in. "Who's this slut?" Faith asked.



"This is my new friend, Diane," Veronica said, not at all embarrassed. It wasn't the first time her daughter had caught her with another woman. Although a simple 69 was tamer than most other times.
Diane was mortified, but Faith walked to the bed, a pretty dominant woman herself, like her mother, and said, "Let me give her a try."
Before Diane knew it, she was on her back with a teenage pussy on her face and Veronica between her legs.
Thus began a rather lengthy pleasurable night cap including toys, Diane getting her first ever double penetration and ending with a lengthy, leisurely daisy chain where they went back and forth: clockwise and then counter-clockwise until all three had one more blissful orgasm.
Diane was at first shocked to discover these two ridiculously hot women were committing incest, but then, although she never said it out loud, it made her wonder about sex with her college student daughter.
The end
Up next: Jasmine seduces a pregnant woman with a promise to get her water to break.
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Suck Buddy Surprise
Summary: A pantyhose cock sucker gets outed in nylons and....
Note 1: This is a 2025 Holiday Season Story.
Note 2: Thanks to OhDave1 for proof reading this story.
Suck Buddy Surprise
God, I crave dick. I mean, I hate that I did, I really fucking hate it.
Yes, all I can think about is sucking a big juicy hard cock.
I love it throbbing in my mouth.
I love it pulsating as it erupts, shooting a warm blow down my throat.
I love being on my knees.
I love being called a cocksucker.
I love being called a faggot.
I love the thrill of walking into a stranger's room, dropping to my knees, fishing out his dick and finding out what I was about to suck. I was always excited to find out if he would just be a quiet guy who let me blow him or a verbal one who humiliated me.
I hated that the more verbal the guy was, the nastier the talk; the more the name-calling occurred, the harder my dick throbbed and my mind became a mindless submissive sissy.
Now I should note while I love sucking cock, enjoy being verbally debased by strangers and constantly crave creamy loads of cum, I am also happily married.
My wife is still very beautiful. My wife still blows me although nowhere near as much as she did in our younger days and I can't remember the last time she swallowed. We still fuck once a week, give or take, and we still really love each other. Of course, that should be enough... love. Love... sadly, it isn't. Why? Well, she doesn't have a dick and while I enjoy the taste of her pussy (I love making her come with my tongue), there's just something that draws me in and shifts me for a manly man to submissive cum dump, willing to do anything for cock.
To make things more complicated, I also like to wear panties and pantyhose. Now, I am not gay... like I said I have a wife and still love her and love having sex with her. I don't want some boyfriend, I don't want to divorce my wife, I just want to be able to suck a cock way more often than I do now. I also want to be able to wear panties and pantyhose freely. Yet, although my wife wears them for me and knows my fetish for nylons, she doesn't know I like to wear them nor does she know I have sucked over 20 different dicks, swallowed come, taken a couple of facials and twice even taken it up the ass... I mean how do you even have that conversation anyway,
What I really needed and wanted was a suck buddy. A guy I knew would let me come over to his home, drop to my knees, suck his cock, swallow his load, and still be buddies. Of course, in erotica that's easy. Any guy will let anybody suck his dick, but in the real world how do you have that conversation that wouldn't in some way impact the friendship?
As such, I only got to suck dick when I wasn't in my home community, which was every month or two, but nowhere near often enough to satisfy my constant hunger for a big, juicy, hard, loaded cock.
I also only wear panties and pantyhose under my suits or back at the hotel room when I am on the road.
Yet, it had been over five weeks since I had dick, and I was really going fucking crazy.
It had been five weeks since I had worn panties and pantyhose and really wanted to feel the silky sensation of nylons on my legs.
So, I said fuck it and decided to take a risk. It wasn't a big one since I made sure to cover myself well, but I decided to wear a pair of pink panties and beige silky, sheer pantyhose under my jeans as I went to my good friend Mike's house for the Thanksgiving football game. I wore my Eagles football jersey that was long enough to hide my woman's clothing if by some chance they showed over my jeans.
I kind of like the secret idea that beneath this muscular man was a secret sissy. I should also highlight I hated the words, sissy or faggots, unless I was horny and wanted a dick... in those cases, I loved the idea of being a sissy, a faggot, a cocksucker, a cum dump... I know, pretty pathetic. I told myself that all the fucking time, especially when l was back in the hotel room with a load in my stomach or the very rare time I had allowed a man to bend me over and hammer my asshole.
Usually, it was four of us watching football every Thursday and often on Sundays, but due to Thanksgiving it ended up being just me and Mike watching in his man cave basement.
Usually, I would be spending Thanksgiving with my wife and family, but they were all in Detroit visiting my wife's ill mother, and I had to stay for work. Mike's wife, which ended up being serendipitous, was working a double shift at the hospital as a nurse... as such we had the house to ourselves.
As we watched the game, our Eagles were up fourteen to three at the half. I was feeling a secret sexual exuberance. Knowing I was wearing panties and pantyhose with my best friend beside me was kind of fun. Now, of course, I had no intention of his ever finding out about my girly sissy tendencies, or him ever becoming a suck buddy, but he was a good-looking guy and had a nice big dick. I wasn't some pervert, we played sports together, and as such, I had seen it many times... way before I ever discovered my lust for dick.
At halftime we went and grabbed a couple more beers, some chips and other snacks. We were returning to the mancave in the basement when I stumbled on the bottom stair and fell to ground with chips going everywhere...luckily he was carrying the beer.
So, I was on my knees picking up the chips from the carpet when Mike said in a bewildered voice, "Are you wearing pantyhose?"
My eyes went wide as I sat there on all fours bent over just like I was last time I got railed from behind. Shit, I thought to myself. I quickly got onto just my knees to hide the pantyhose and stammered, "Y-y-yeah."
Mike looked at me with an indescribable facial expression. It wasn't disgust per se, if I had to remotely try to describe it I guess it was confused curiosity. After a few seconds, which felt like an eternity, he asked using just one word, "Why?"
I stood up and let the chips sit on the floor and try to come up with an answer that would make sense. Finally, I replied rather generically, "I don't know. I just do it sometimes."
"So, you often wear pantyhose?"
"I wouldn't say often," I replied, thinking it had been weeks since I last did.
"Well, how often do you wear pantyhose?" he asked, seemingly genuinely interested in my perverse clothing choices.
"Not that often," I answered, and after a pause, "usually only when I'm on the road."
"So, why are you wearing them today?"
I sighed slightly... the conversation was going much better than expected, but still every answer felt like a potential trap. "I just haven't been on the road for a while and I was really feeling in the mood to wear them."
"You were in the mood to wear pantyhose?" he asked with a confused look on his face. It really sounded like he was trying to process all this information.
"Yeah, I know it sounds weird or gay or whatever, but I've always liked pantyhose," I explained.
"Well, Sheila does wear them a lot," he said, mentioning my wife.
"Yeah, she does that for me," I responded, slightly surprised that he noticed that my wife wore pantyhose a lot. I mean, she did pretty much every day for me, especially when we were out in public or in the bedroom, but still, I didn't think my buddy noticed.
"That's cool," he said. I wondered if he meant cool that I was wearing them or that my wife always wore them was cool... of course, it seemed likely it was my wife and not me wearing them that he thought was cool.
"Yeah," I said as I got back on my knees, making sure to keep the jersey down enough to hide the embarrassment and continue picking up the chips I dropped.
Mike walked around, making sure not to step on any of the chips and returned to the couch just as the game was starting back up.
Once all the chips were back in the bowl, I returned to the couch, trying to act like nothing was weird at all. Also, being a guy, I started to eat chips from the container and that were just on the floor. It was way longer than the five-second rule but whatever. My wife would've been mortified, of course, she would probably be more mortified to learn I was wearing panties and pantyhose.
For a couple of minutes, while we ran offensive plays, going three and out, there was no talking... just two of us watching the game like we always have.
I was surprised when he said out of the blue, "Take your socks off."
"What?" I asked him, even though I had clearly heard him.
"Take your socks off, I wanna see those pantyhose feet," he said, surprising me completely.
"You do?" I questioned, rather confused.
"Yeah, stop making it weird, just do it," he said, looking a little annoyed at my responses.
"Okay," I said a little sheepishly and yet also a little excitedly. The truth was I loved feet in nylons. I loved my wife's feet in nylons or, truth be told, any woman in the world's feet in nylons. I also admired my feet in silky sheer nylons. I know it sounds pathetic, but I found it sexy.
I bent down and took my socks off and placed them on the side of the couch.
"Put your feet on the coffee table," he instructed.
I couldn't explain it, but he seemed intrigued that I was wearing pantyhose. Quite surprised by his reaction, I eagerly obeyed, happy he was not kicking me out of his house... I placed my stocking clad feet on the coffee table.
I expected him to say something next, but he didn't and returned his attention back to the game where our defence had the Cowboys on third down at their 37.
The Cowboys got the first down on a 22-yard pass and Mike cursed, "Motherfucker."
Mike reached for the chips and seemed to take a good look at my feet, but didn't say anything. I was paralyzed with disbelief at what was happening while also unsure of what was happening. It felt like I was in high school again, trying to figure out if a girl liked me or if she was just being nice.
After a couple incompletions and a stopped running play, the Cowboys were about to kick the ball away when Mike said, "For some reason, I kind of expected your toenails to be painted red."
I wasn't sure what to say to that. In truth, I loved toenails painted red; in fact that was the colour I had been very tempted to get my nails painted when I got a pedicure with my wife just a couple weeks ago. I even joked with my wife and she said, 'I dare you', of course, I didn't have the balls to go through with it.
I was looking at him trying to figure out what to say. He said, "Yes, yes, yes."
I turned to see that for once we hadn't used the lame-ass fair catch rule and our returner was running the ball back getting all the way to the Cowboy 35 before he was pushed out the bounds.
"Nice return," I said, like I would have before the revelation.
"Yeah, we needed that. We can't let the Cowboys get back in this game," he said.
"Agreed," I nodded, as I moved my toes a bit, although I wasn't sure why. My wife knew that when she wiggled her toes in her stockings, I always got excited... was I trying to be a girl for him? Was I trying to turn him on?
The game went to commercial and he asked, "So, are you gay?"
"No, no, no," I quickly responded defensively. "I just wear pantyhose sometimes." After a pause, I added, "And panties. Shit, why did I tell you that?"
Mike laughed and then questioned, "Are they pink?"
I didn't say anything for a moment before I finally responded sheepishly and almost in a whisper, "Yes."
"Nice," he said, which confused me even more. After a moment, he said, "You know I never really had a nylon thing until I saw Shelia in them all the time."
"Oh?" I asked, a little surprised that he was talking about my wife again. I mean, his wife was a knockout.
"Yeah," he said, "I mean Karen almost never wears them although I have got her to buy a couple pairs for the bedroom."
"Nice," I replied, and added. I wanted to make it clear I wasn't gay. "My wife has a ton of lingerie and garter-belts, nylons and so forth."
"That's cool."
"I can't complain."
The game came back on, and the conversation ended, which was a little disappointing since it was getting pretty interesting, even if it was equally awkward.
The Eagles moved the ball to the Cowboys nine yard line, but unfortunately, couldn't get into the end zone and had to settle for three.
"So," he said, looking at me with the look of curiosity, and a little tentative as well, "if you're not gay, but you like to wear girls' clothing, I have to ask, have you ever sucked dick?"
My eyes went wide... this I had not expected. Yet, my reaction and the fact my face probably went deep red answered the question without speaking the answer.
"Huh?" he said, looking at me with an unreadable facial expression. He wasn't disgusted, that is for sure, but there is something else in his eyes. I just could not figure out what it was.
"Mike, I can explain," I said, even though I hadn't yet admitted I suck dick.
"So, do you only suck dick when you are on the road?" he asked.
Knowing it was too late, knowing it was obvious I sucked dick, there was no point beating around the bush per se, so I answered, "Yeah, just when I'm on the road."
"So, you have no buddy here to suck?" Mike asked.
"A suck buddy?" I asked incredulously... the exact thing I was g fantacising having.
"Yeah," he said.
"No, I have never had a suck buddy," I answered.
"But you would like to have one?"
"Are you asking what I think you are asking?"
"Do you want to blow me?" Mike bluntly asked.
There it was... the question.
I was ninety percent sure this was sincere and not a trap... but what if it was a trap? What if he was trying to humiliate me?
"Um, I...."
"Stand up and take off your pants," he ordered.
Loving to obey, my mind shifted into my submissive state and I stood up and unbuckled my belt. I could feel my hand shaking as I then unbuttoned my jeans and pulled them down.
"I see you are hard thinking of sucking my dick," Mike said, as he stood up and moved his hand to my crotch and gave it a squeeze.
In the moment, and now sure he was into this, I replied, "There is nothing that gets me harder than sucking dick."
"Even more than fucking a pussy?" he asked, as he moved his hand up and down my throbbing dick.
"Yeah, sadly," I admitted.
"Well, wifey almost never blows me and I could use a sure thing cock sucker," he said, giving my dick one more firm squeeze before he moved his hands to my shoulders.
I didn't need any push as I allowed myself to be guided to my knees before him.
My eyes were now directly at his crotch area.
"Go ahead, and fish it out, Adam," he ordered.
This was the most nervous I had been since that very first time My hand trembled as I moved to his sweats... his bulge very noticeable.
As I pulled them down and saw he was in boxers, he cursed, "Fuck!"
I looked to see Dallas had just got a touchdown. "Damn it," I cursed too, having no idea what had transpired since the field goal... as the opportunity of cock took over.
He pulled his boxers down and said, "Show me what you can do."
"I can't believe we are doing this," I said, as I reached for his dick and stroked his seven-inch dick.
"Have you fantasized about this before?" he asked, as he moved his dick to my lips.
"Yes," I admitted.
"Then show me," he said. "I haven't had a guy blow me in years."
Before I could respond to that, he slid his dick between my lips... as he did, I moaned. Just the reality I had a dick in my mouth made me instantly horny.
"Shit, Adam," he laughed slightly as I began bobbing. "You really love cock."
For some reason, I needed to tell him I did, as I backed off his hard delicious dick and admitted, "Yeah, I love cock and yours is fucking so big and juicy."
"Juicy," he repeated, as I resumed sucking his cock.
"Mmmmmmm," I responded, not wanting to stop sucking his cock anymore.
"Oh yeah, suck my dick," he groaned, clearly enjoying my mouth wrapped around his dick.
Then for a couple of minutes, I just sucked his dick. I remained on my knees as he seemed to be watching the game as his only words were "How the fuck did you drop that?"
Deciding I wanted this to last as long as possible, yet also wanting his load, I backed off his dick and moved to his shaved balls and took one in my mouth.
"Shit, Adam, you really are a good cock sucker," Adam said.
"Thanks," I weirdly said, just as weirdly appreciating the compliment. While this could and should have been weird, yet somehow it wasn't and felt quite natural.
After another dozen hungry bobs, he pulled out of my mouth, sat down and ordered, "Come suck me as I watch the game."
"Okay," I said, crawling the couple of feet like the submissive cock sucker I was.
"No, come onto the couch, bend over so I can squeeze that pantyhose ass," he said.
"Okay," I repeated, feeling such a fascinated sense of awe that I was sucking Mike's cock and he was not just enjoying it but fascinated by my pantyhose.
"Yeah, you look sexy in those," he said, as I crawled onto the couch.
"Thanks," I said again, flattered by his words as I bent over sideways on the couch and took his cock back in my mouth.
"Oh yeah, suck it, Adam," he groaned, as I devoured his big hard cock
And I felt his hand reach over and caress my ass.
I couldn't believe this was happening... not just that I was sucking my buddies' cock, but he was turned on by what I was wearing... it oddly made me feel like a sexy sissy... and I like it.
"Next time you come to suck my dick I don't want any panties on my little cock slut," he said, with a soft moan as his hands moved around my silky ass.
I rush of adrenaline coursed through me at sucking his cock, being called a slut, having his hands rub my ass and the promise that there would be a second time. Yet, I didn't want to take his hard cock out of my mouth as I really wanted his load, so I moaned, "Mmmmmmmmmmm."
"Yeah, you want to be my pantyhose-wearing sissy cock sucker?" he asked, as I was now bobbing aggressively on his cock.
I had to answer, I wanted him to know I liked the name-calling, and that in the heat of the moment I was a cock hungry submissive slut. I backed off his cock but moved my hand to stroke it as I responded, looking up at him with lust in my eyes, "I want to be your sissy suck buddy, your friend faggot cum dump, and your pantyhose pussy fuck tooooy." It was then that I realized what I had said.
"You take it in the ass?" he asked, this somehow surprising him more than all the other revelations so far today.
"Just a couple of times," I admitted, as I slowly jerked his hard, wet from my saliva cock.
"Shit," he said, looking at me. "So, I can fuck you too?"
"I'll be your suck buddy or you your fuck buddy," I said. "I really love being called names and doing as I am told."
"So you like being called cock sucker, and sissy and faggot?" he asked.
"And fuck toy, cum dump or whatever other name you want to call me," I answered, sounding pathetic, but also feeling rather freeing to just say so submissive truths.
"Well, suck buddy, show me how much you want my cum in that cock sucking mouth," he moaned, as I really bobbed on his cock as he resumed rubbing my pantyhose-clad ass.
I moaned again on his dick as I devoured his cock as best I could and sensed he was getting close to coming in my mouth.
"Oh yes, faster, fuck toy, I want to come in that hungry cock sucking mouth," Mike groaned.
I sucked his cock like this was the last cock I was ever going to suck and within another dozen or so bobs he grunted, "Here it comes."
I didn't slow down as I extracted every drop of his cum as his dick twitched and he spewed a massive load sliding down my throat.


"Fuck," he groaned as I suck all his nut out of him.
I didn't stop sucking him for another minute when he slapped my ass and said, "Fuck, that was amazing."
"Thanks for the load," I said, as I sat up.
"Shit, I missed a touchdown," he said, looking at the television.
"Sorry," I apologized.
"Stay in just the pantyhose," he said, as he moved his hand to my crotch and started slowly rubbing my hard dick.
"Okay," I moaned softly, surprised by his touch.
"So, sucking dick gets you hard?" he asked.
"Yeah, I know it is weird, but it does," I admitted.
"Do you let guys suck you?"
"A few times we have done 69's and I have had a couple rub my dick through the pantyhose with their hands or feet," I answered, giving more information than he had requested.
"You want to come?' he asked, surprising me yet again.
"Yeah," I answered, my dick throbbing in my panties and pantyhose.
"I'm not a cock sucker, but I can do this," he said, as he began rubbing my cock faster.
"Oh yeah," I groaned, as it felt really good... weird how someone else rubbing or stroking your dick always felt better than when you did it yourself.
"Yeah, come for me, sissy, come in your panties," he encouraged.
"Shit, I can't believe this is happening," I moaned.
"Well, not only are you my cock sucking cum dump from now on, but I plan to fuck that ass of yours regularly," he assured.
"I'll always be available," I promised, and then added, "I always wanted to have a suck buddy."
"And a fuck buddy," he added, as he really rubbed my dick.
"Yes, and a fuck buddy," I moaned, as I was about to come.
"Now come for me, sissy, come like the cock sucking faggot you are," he ordered.
"Ooooooh, fuck," I grunted and soaked my panties with my load... the name calling bringing me over the edge.
He rubbed for just a couple more seconds before he moved his hand away.
As I sat there in my own cum, I wasn't sure what to do next. Yet, his last order was to stay in my pantyhose, so I did.
"Nice," he said, his attention back to the game as we made a deep pass for a completion.
"Fuck, yeah," I said, it sounding more forced after all that had just occurred.
"You know, nothing else changes," he said.
"I hope so."
"I mean it," he said. "You're one of my best friends. I don't want to change that."
"Me either," I said.
"But I also want to be able to call you up to dump a load in you and I always expect you in pantyhose when you come over," he said.
"What about the other guys?" I asked.
He shrugged, "Either you will come over so I can come in your mouth or in your ass or you can stay after they leave."
"How about both?" I suggested.
"Even better," he laughed. "By the way, the name calling, I don't usually do that."
"I love it," I said.
"But only when you're horny?" he asked.
"Yeah, only then," I nodded.
"Well, except when my cock is in your mouth or in that ass I can't wait to fuck, you are Adam, but when I'm fucking one of your holes, you are now Amanda," he said.
"Amanda," I replied. "I like that."
"I bet you do, bitch," he said, then turned his attention to the television as we were first and goal.
Well, as I sat there in my cum-coated panties I couldn't help but think I had a lot to be thankful for.
The end
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K-pop Pet: Blow Job Queen
Summary: Mi Cha goes toy shopping and visits her first gloryhole.
Note 1: This is dedicated to K Popper who requested the story.
Note 2: Thanks to Small_Island for editing.
Note 3: This is part three in a continuing story.
In Part 1: A Fall From Grace, a famous Korean pop star is caught masturbating by her much older manager and blackmailed into becoming his cum slut... something she both loves and hates.
In Part 2: Becoming a Star, Mi Cha goes for an audition for a new Disney movie and discovers the best way to get the part is to suck and fuck her way to it.
And Now, our heroine falls deeper into her sexual depravity in Part 3: Blow Job Queen
.....
It had been two days since the Disney audition and K-pop star Mi Cha was on edge.
Not only from wondering if her xxx-rated audition had won her the part, but because it had also been two days since she had touched herself, been forced to service her manager or had had an orgasm.
Mi Cha had been struggling with her actions... and guilt had been consuming her. Thankfully, her manager had flown out for some meetings, she assumed it was to broker the final Disney deal, so at least she hadn't had to deal with him forcing himself on her again.
As part of her penance, of trying to regain control of herself, she'd even decided to break her long-standing routine and not jill herself to orgasm just before taking the stage for the last concert in Hong Kong. Unfortunately, that had ended up being a pretty big mistake as she'd been so anxious and tense that she'd fucked up a few times and her band mates had definitely noticed.
Well, that was yesterday... now she was in a new city.
She had had a long day of media.
She had another concert tomorrow.
Mi Cha knew she would have to masturbate before that show after the semi-disaster that was the last concert. All the band members had noticed, although no one had said anything... but the perplexed look from Aera when Mi Cha screwed up a basic dance move and the actual glare from her songwriting partner Duri when Mi Cha missed the moment she was to sing lead had her nervous. She knew that the stress of the blackmail from her manager was really wearing her down... even when he wasn't with them.
As such, the past two days had been riddled with guilt... doubled by shame... and multiplied by infinity by the fact she couldn't see a way out.
A harsh reality continued to consume her. This was all her own fault. Yes, he had caught her masturbating and blackmailed her; yes, he had incriminating evidence against her, but she still could have said no and let the chips fall where they may. In retrospect, he had violated her privacy and coerced her into sex. At the least, she could easily get him fired for what he had done, but there was a risk the video would be released and it would undoubtably go viral, destroying her reputation as the nation's lovely, innocent Korean Rose. That said, would he do that if she stood up for herself? It not only would end his career but risk jail time. But the public damage to her would be devastating. Alas, she couldn't go back and redo that night or everything that had followed. So, she had to find a plan to prevent a future that was going down a road of no return.
She googled, 'How to resist temptation.' The AI bot response gave what seemed a pretty good answer. To resist temptation: identify your triggers, create a plan, distract yourself with healthier activities, and seek support from others. It's also helpful to avoid tempting situations, visualize yourself resisting, and pray for strength.
She struggled for a moment with the idea of an algorithm calling on the help of God, but otherwise, it all seemed like very logical advice.
What were her triggers?
- being called derogatory names: 'cum dump' being her special weakness
- being treated like a slut: a recurrent theme in the porn she watched
- being unable to resist a big, fat cock: even when attached to a fat, old man like her manager
- her natural submissive nature: somehow all the 'power' that came with being a celebrity just made her want to surrender herself even more to the control of others... especially their sexual control
- all of which connected to her insatiable libido... hell, even drawing up this list was making her wet
- and once that libido got going she was unable to control it... or herself (which was how she had ended up sucking and fucking the dicks of three Disney execs and almost immediately after, sucking and swallowing her manager (again) in the back of a limo with the driver eagerly watching)
She sighed at the list and also knew that she had already tried to control these triggers to no avail.
So, she had to create a plan.
Step 1: Don't masturbate. That had worked on the one hand, as she had somehow resisted the temptation to touch herself, hadn't jilled off even once since the Disney gangbang and backseat submission. On the other hand, she did not give her best performance last night on stage because she was so jittery from not having come.
Step 2: Avoid her manager at all costs. This, fortunately, had been easy since he'd flown out just a couple of hours after their foot job plus blow job encounter. She knew it would be a lot more difficult when he returned since he was her manager and since he thought he now was her master. She thought to herself: 'Shit, why did I scream Oppa when I came last time?' Such slips of the tongue only empowered him.
Step 3: Find another outlet to distract herself. That had led to her working out even more... but she really needed a new hobby... something to keep her distracted more than an hour here or there in the gym.
Step 4: Talk to someone... but she had no one to talk to. Who could she possibly tell about something so outrageous and scandalous? She thought of each of her bandmates and that only added to her growing anxiety. The Disney part wasn't official yet (she thought that was where her manager was), but once it was official how was she going to tell her friends? She sure couldn't tell them she fucked her way to the part, or that their manager used her as a fuck toy. She would look not only like a slut, but also a backstabbing bitch who used her body to get a role and betray the band. How were they going to react when they found out she'd gotten the part and would be becoming a solo international star? That the release of the next Jjang album would be delayed, dropping them even further behind her in fame and success? Sure, they may get to sing the lead single from the movie, but would that be enough?
Just then, as if on cue, there was a knock at the door.
Mi Cha got up and peeked through the peep hole. It was Aera, who Mi Cha considered to be the sexiest and perhaps the coolest of the five bandmates. She sighed. She knew that even though she had told herself she would stand up to her manager the next time he tried to make her do something sexual, she had these lingering doubts she would not be able to... and her track record of simple submission proved it. As she thought that, she felt her mouth water.
"Fuck," she quietly cursed to herself before opening the door.
Aera walked in and asked, seeing Mi Cha in her workout clothes, "Are you going to work out again?"
"Can you ever work out too much?" Mi Cha asked.
"Um, yes," Aera nodded.
"I'm just in a zone," Mi Cha explained.
"Well, don't push it," Aera said. "We need you."
"I know, I know," Mi Cha said, "but there isn't a lot to do once we are back at our hotels."
"I suppose," Aera agreed, then paused. She hated that she was the one who always had to have the difficult or awkward chats with her bandmates. "So, what was going on last night?"
"I just couldn't get in the groove," Mi Cha answered, which was the truth. When she didn't come before a show, she was always a little tight and struggled to get into the mindset as she was stressed without the sexual release.
"We can't have that," Aera said, trying to be gentle, but her tone didn't match her words... coming off a little annoyed.
"I know," Mi Cha said. "It has just been a crazy week," she added, that being the understatement of understatements.
"Anything you want to talk about?" Aera said.
There it was... the opening for Mi Cha. She could tell her about the manager's blackmail. She could also tell her about her Disney audition or at least the fact that she was up for the part. Yet, she didn't know where to start or what to say. She answered, "No, it's just the routine, I think. I tried something different last night and it didn't work."
"What was that?"
"Do you ever get anxiety before you go on stage?"
"Sometimes."
"What do you do?"
"Nothing," Aera said. "As soon as the music starts the anxiety washes away and I get in the zone."
"I wish it was that easy for me."
"What do you usually do to get in the zone?" Aera asked. "You almost never show even a hint of nervousness."
"You wouldn't believe me if I told you," Mi Cha said.
"Why not?"
"It's embarrassing."
"I know you and Duri are besties," offered Aera, "but I think we've become pretty close too. Now, for her it's all about the music, which is why she is still so pissed with you today. But it's obvious to me that you're struggling with something and I'm ready to listen. You can tell me anything."
Could she? Could she tell Aera about the past week and her submissive humiliation? Could she tell her how she'd gotten the Disney role she was pretty sure she had? No. "Well," Mi Cha said, pondering what to say next.
"Tell me," Aera encouraged.
"I usually masturbate right before the show but last night I didn't," Mi Cha blurted out before she lost her courage to speak.
"That's it?" Aera asked.
"Yeah, it's not something we are supposed to talk about," Mi Cha said.
"Shit, I frig myself all the time," Aera laughed.
"You do?"
"Yeah, being single sucks," Aera said, "but our lifestyle doesn't leave room for relationships. But I do love my toys," she added with a wink.
Mi Cha was suddenly hit with the realization that of course the other girls had the same problems as her in satisfying their sexual needs when always in the public eye; though she doubted their desires were quite as extreme as her own.
"Yeah, who needs men?" she joked, although she loved a real cock way more than a toy... a toy couldn't talk dirty or treat her like a whore... a toy couldn't slap her face or face fuck her... a toy couldn't unload a delicious load on her face or in her hungry mouth. Suddenly their manager's big, dirty dick popped into her head. She shook her head, disgusted by the reality that her blackmailer's dick was the one that she couldn't erase from her subconscious.
"What?"
"Nothing," Mi Cha said. "Just thinking that maybe a new toy is just what I need."
"Yeah, my new one I call the 'fuck monster'," Aera said. "It is ten inches long, vibrates, the cock head rotates, and I can suction it to anything."
"Oh my God!" Mi Cha gasped.
"Yeah, I usually scream that at least once when I fuck it," Aera laughed.
"I can't believe we are having this conversation."
"Months on the road and having no man will do that."
"I guess so."
"Put on one of your disguises," Aera suddenly declared, her voice changing from confessional to commanding.
"Why?"
"We are going toy shopping."
"We are?"
"Yes, I'll be back in a few to pick you up," Aera said. "If you need to come before a show, it may as well be a great fucking orgasm."
"I can't believe I told you that," Mi Cha said.
"I'm happy you did," she said. "Now we can have more frank talks about sex."
"We can?"
"Yeah, I need a girlfriend I can chat with about sex."
"I could use one too," Mi Cha agreed, not ready to tell Aera her real predicament but thinking maybe if they opened up to each other more she eventually could.
"Ten minutes," Aera said. "Be ready."
"Give me twenty," Mi Cha said, "I need a quick shower."
"Okay, but not a minute more," Aera replied.
Twenty minutes later, the two were dressed in wigs and casual clothing that concealed how hot and tight their young bodies were (Mi Cha in jeans and a baggy t-shirt; Aera in a t-shirt and a long, loose skirt). Topping things off with big sunglasses, they ducked out through the hotel's rear entrance and walked the eight blocks to an adult store that Aera had googled.
Once inside, Aera said, "So, let's get you a nice big dick."
"God, I wish I could get a real one," Mi Cha said, and then covered her mouth; how far gone was she to say such a thing out loud?
"That could be arranged too," Aera smiled.
"What are you saying?"
"Well, when I researched this location, I learned there is also a gloryhole section in the back."
"No way," Mi Cha gasped. She had watched gloryhole porn, quite a bit of it actually, and found the idea of anonymous cock very exciting... perhaps it could relieve the itch that was suddenly tingling. Ever since the toy talk and the frustrating pop-up image in her head of her manager's dick, her brief no-orgasm policy seemed to be weakening.
"It's Bangkok," Aera shrugged. "There are likely a dozen glory holes in walking distance from here."
"I never even thought about that," Mi Cha said, which was true.
"Ever been?"
"No. Have you?"
"Maaaaaybe," Aera smiled, having enjoyed a few gloryholes in her days. She loved cock. She didn't have time to date. As such, this was a great way to get what she craved.
"Aera!"
"Mi Cha!" Aera mocked.
"I could never," Mi Cha said, even though the temptation was instantly inside her.
"Oh, yeah, you could," Aera smiled, taking her friend's hand. She had always done this on her own, but to have a partner in crime would be great. Being a pop star was lonely a lot of the time and no one understood that better than other pop stars.
"You are serious?" Mi Cha asked, as Aera tugged her hand and led her to the back of the store.
"Very," Aera said, the idea of a nice juicy cock to suck and fuck instantly exciting. She had condoms in her purse for just such occasions. While she didn't mind sucking dick, she preferred a good hard fucking.
As they reached a hallway with a curtain mostly covering it, Mi Cha stopped. "We can't do this."
"Why not?"
"Because it's wrong," Mi Cha said, even though her curiosity was brimming. She may have lost her good girl image with her manager, but she didn't want to lose it with her friend.
"Nothing is wrong if it makes you feel good," Aera said confidently. Then, thinking about what she'd observed in her longtime bandmate during their years together in the pressure cooker of showbiz, she offered an opinion she felt strongly was true. "Or maybe, based on your submissive personality, nothing's wrong for you if it makes someone else feel good?"
"Excuse me?" Mi Cha asked, instantly mortified by her friend's accurate words.
"I'm right," Aera beamed, Mi Cha's reaction making it obvious she was indeed correct about their band's biggest star being a submissive. Now she just needed to find out if she was also a nasty little slut in the bedroom too.
"You are not," Mi Cha said.
"Then why are you instantly blushing?" Aera asked.
"Because we are about to go into a gloryhole," Mi Cha deflected.
"Because you're submissive and will do whatever others tell you when your pretty pussy is doing all your thinking," Aera wickedly said, and pulled Mi Cha through the curtain.
"I am not," Mi Cha repeated her denial, although like every other time she denied the truth, she couldn't back it with action. Couldn't with her last boyfriend; couldn't with her ugly, fat, blackmailing manager; couldn't now with Aera. On the other hand, she was actually thankful that her friend had 'forced' her into this place. Visiting a gloryhole was absolutely on her lengthy sexual bucket list but she would likely never go into one on her own... but she sure as fuck was not going to tell Aera that.
"Sure, sure, keep telling yourself that," Aera teased, as she led her past two chubby, middle-aged men and to an open door in the middle of one hallway.
"I can't believe you are serious," Mi Cha said, her pussy tingling even as she processed the reality that Aera was as big a slut as she was... well, perhaps not as big, sluttiness being such a subjective term, but still....
"I'm serious that we are going to get ourselves some much needed dick," Aera said, as she closed the door and locked it.
"There are two holes," Mi Cha said, looking at the room that had a hole on both the left and right side. It also had a television in the middle with a bunch of options to choose from: Lesbian, straight, gay, gangbang, interracial, orgy, BBW, teacher, anime. Each with a gif replaying.
"Shoot, we need tokens."
"Tokens?"
"Yes, to play the videos," Aera said. "I like the background imagery while acting like a porn slut myself. I'll be right back."
"You are not leaving me alone here?" Mi Cha asked, her eyes showing her fear.
"Lock the door," Aera said. "I'll be back in a minute, and I'll knock three times to let you know it's me."
"Please hurry," Mi Cha said, as she looked at the two holes.
"I will," Aera said. As she opened the door, she added, "If a stiffie pops in, just do what comes natural."
Mi Cha watched the door close and hurried to lock it. She couldn't believe she was in an actual gloryhole. She couldn't believe she was in a gloryhole with Aera... well, she would be soon. She looked at the room. It was larger than she had imagined. The holes a little bigger than she had envisioned. The television a lot bigger than the device screens where she usually watched her porn scenes. It must have been 50 inches. Less surprising were the walls, painted a tedious pale blue with white streaks and some peeling right off. The floor was cement and she instantly wondered how uncomfortable kneeling on such a floor would be. There was a small stool. Was it to sit on? Kneel on? There were also two wooden chairs that couldn't be remotely comfortable. As she looked at the television, she saw the slot for tokens and a light above the tv.
Mi Cha put her purse on one of the chairs and just then a flaccid penis flopped through the hole on the left. It was small, but thick. She didn't know what to do.
"Come suck it, sexy," a deep voice said.
Mi Cha, whose mouth had begun watering almost instantly at the sight of a dick needing sucking (didn't every dick need sucking?), hesitated only briefly before walking to it and lowering herself to the cold, hard floor. She reached out and began to stroke it.
"Oh yeah," the man on the other side of the wall moaned softly.
Instinct... lust... hunger... natural submissiveness... whatever it was, she felt her mouth open and she leaned forward and took the soft pecker in her mouth.
"Oh fuck," the guy groaned, as Mi Cha swirled her tongue around the cock head and awakened the dick from its slumber. Mi Cha loved hearing men moan; loved knowing it was her mouth, her lips, her tongue that were making them feel good.
Mi Cha also loved feeling a penis harden in her mouth and her tongue swirl, excessive saliva, and slow bobbing had this dick hard as a rock in about a minute... just as there were three knocks at the door.
Mi Cha said, "Be right back."
"Hurry," the guy pleaded.
Mi Cha opened the door and didn't even wait to talk to Aera before she returned to the cock she wanted back in her mouth.
"Shit, you started without me," Aera laughed, as she closed and locked the door.


"I had no choice," Mi Cha defended before she inhaled the strange dick again.
Aera could have pointed out that she did have a choice, but what was the point? She watched her friend bob on the anonymous prick before going to the machine, dropping in several tokens to be sure the video didn't suddenly stop at an inopportune moment, and choosing the gangbang channel. She loved gangbang porn. Instantly, a Japanese woman in ripped pantyhose was getting triple teamed by three men.
Mi Cha heard the moans of a woman as she worked the hard dick over... craving its load.
"Let me have a suck," Aera said, as she knelt beside Mi Cha.
Mi Cha didn't really want to share... this load was hers... but she backed off.
"Not a bad dick," Aera said, as she leaned forward and took it in her mouth.
"There are two of you?" the guy asked in obviously heightened excitement.
"Double the pleasure, double the fun," Aera said, as she backed off the thrumming shaft after just a few bobs.
Aera offered the dick back to Mi Cha who eagerly took it back in her mouth. Somehow, the act of having another woman inserting a penis into her mouth, having another woman witness so clearly what an insatiable slut she was, sent a wash of pussy juice down Mi Cha's fuck tube to drench her panties.
"Just want a blow job or do you want to fuck a young, horny slut?" Aera asked, as she stood up and pulled a condom out of her purse.
"Oh yeah, I'll fuck you two," he said, in awe of his luck.
Mi Cha was surprised by her friend's words, but kept sucking. Truth be told, she didn't really want to fuck this stranger, she just wanted to extract his cum.
"Good, I want that dick deep in my pussy," Aera said, as she ripped open the package to get the condom.
"Yeah, I'll give it to you good," he assured.
"Let me put this on him," Aera said, tapping Mi Cha's shoulder.
Mi Cha backed off and saw Aera lower herself down and expertly slip the condom on, clearly her bandmate had plenty of experience dressing strangers.
"Good idea," Mi Cha said, even though she always fantasized about bareback cocks since the hot cum was her ultimate reward.
"Always come prepared for cum," Aera smiled, as she stood up, pulled her panties down from under her skirt, tossed them on the chair, grabbed the stool to put one foot on, hiked up her skirt, and backed up on the cock. Once it was in her, she ordered, "Now fuck me, boy."
"Oh yeah," he growled, as Mi Cha sat there, still on her knees, and watched, although she couldn't really see much since Aera's ass was resting on the wall.
"Oh yeah, faster, fuck boy, give it to me," Aera said, wanting to be fucked hard and deep... the one flaw of the gloryhole... the wall.
"Yeah, you like it hard, slut?" the guy asked.
"Yeah, show me you can really fuck a woman," Aera moaned.
After another dozen strokes, Aera saw a cock in the other hole.
"There is another one over there for you, M..." Aera stopped, not wanting to say her friend's name.
Mi Cha looked and saw an already hard, dark-skinned dick poking through the hole. She stood up, walked over to it, and knelt down.
"Nice dick," she complimented. The six-inch phallus had a unique curve to the right... not something she had ever seen before.
"Thanks," the dick's owner said quietly.
"Suck that cock, bitch," Aera said, as she got pounded hard.
"I was getting to it," Mi Cha said, shaking her head as she looked back at her friend who was moaning pretty good now. She returned her attention to the dick before her, stroking the hard shaft as she took it in her mouth.
"Drill me, fucker," Aera said.
"Shit, bitch," the guy groaned, clearly doing the best he could.
Mi Cha listened intently while she worked over cock two. She wanted this load to herself and bobbed on the dick hungrily since it was already hard.
"How big is that cock?" Aera asked about a minute later.
"Over six inches," Mi Cha said, backing off long enough to answer the question while simultaneously stroking it.
"Do you want to fuck it?"
"No, I just want to suck it," Mi Cha said, before returning to her hungry devouring of dick.
"You really should get fucked," Aera said, "no one needs dick more than you."
Mi Cha kept sucking as she thought to herself, 'If only she knew how much cock I'd actually gotten back in Hong Kong. That would shock the shit out of her'.
"Oh yeah, don't stop, fuck boy, don't you dare fucking stop," Aera moaned, as her orgasm was rising.
"I'm about to come," he warned.
"Don't you fucking dare," Aera demanded, needing a good minute or two before she climaxed.
"Sooooooorry," the guy groaned, as he unloaded in the condom.
"Fuck," Aera cursed, as she backed off, bent down and jerked him off.
"Too good," the guy groaned.
Once he was done, Aera pulled the rubber off and walked over to Mi Cha and asked, "Want his load?"
Mi Cha backed off her mouthful of cock and saw the filled sheath. This was not something she had ever done... eaten cum from a condom.
"Obviously, you do," Aera said, and before Mi Cha could say anything she turned it upside down.
Mi Cha instinctively opened up and allowed the creamy cum to fill her mouth as it was poured out of the condom. It was very perverse and that, of course, turned her on even more.
"Fuck, you are one hungry cum slut," Aera laughed, a little surprised her sweet friend was seemingly as perverted and kinky as she was.
"You dumped it in my mouth," Mi Cha protested, after Aera squeezed the last of the cum out of the condom and into her mouth.
"And you eagerly opened wide and swallowed it all."
"If I didn't it would have hit me in the face."
"You don't like facials?"
"I didn't say that," Mi Cha smiled coyly, before she returned happily to sucking.
"I need to fuck that cock," Aera said, as she went to grab another rubber.
Mi Cha silently sighed. Even though she had just swallowed a load out of a condom, she was still craving a fresh, warm load shot directly from a dick.
A minute later, Aera said, "My turn."
"Fine," Mi Cha sighed, as she backed off the juicy dick.
"You really want his load, don't you?" Aera smiled, as she put the condom on the guy, this time not even bothering to ask if he wanted to. She was horny and needed to come.
"Maybe," Mi Cha answered, not willing to bluntly say she was desperately craving that load in the stranger's ball sac.
"You can have it after I take my ride," Aera said. "Can you get me the stool?"
"Fine," Mi Cha said, grabbing the stool as another dick popped up in the left hole.
"There, you can get your load from that one," Aera said, as Mi Cha handed her the stool.
A moment later, Aera had the curved dick deep inside her and ordered, "Fuck me, boy," desperate to recatch the climax wave she'd been riding before the first cock had shot off too soon.
Unlike the first guy, this one didn't say a word, but obliged her request, as he began pumping his curved willy in her needy twat.
Mi Cha went to the third dick, a tiny thing, already hard and not even four inches. She sighed at its size, but figured a load is a load. It even had a little dry skin on the head, but she shrugged and devoured the tiny treat.
"Oh fuck, this guy can fuck," Aera moaned, as her second anonymous lover ruthlessly hammered her hole.
"Oh yes, suck me," a man groaned behind the wall on Mi Cha's side... sounding old... very old.
Mi Cha instantly wanted to make this elderly man come and finally get the load Aera kept preventing her getting right from the source.
"Oh yeah, fuck me, boy, give me all that dick," Aera moaned, as she enjoyed the deep thrusts and the way his curve stimulated her.
Mi Cha deep throated all four inches with ease and bobbed like a porn star who only got paid after the guy came.
"Fuck, yes, boy, fuck me, I'm going to come soon," Aera declared loudly.
"Ohhhh," the old man groaned, and in under two minutes Mi Cha was receiving the load she lusted for. She easily swallowed every drop of the salty seed.
"Fuuuuuuck!" Aera bellowed, about a minute later as she watched sweet Mi Cha nurse every drop of cum from her stranger's cock.
Mi Cha let the dick slip out of her mouth.
"Thank you," the man said.
"You are welcome," Mi Cha replied, happy to have helped. "You have a delicious load."
"Thanks," the man said.
"Come here, cum slut," Aera ordered, as her body trembled from the intense orgasm.
Mi Cha walked over. "You know that isn't the most flattering name," she lied, even as her friend's words made her pussy drip even more than it already was from sucking three strange men.
"Shut up and suck his dick," Aera said, as she pulled off the throbbing prick with a wet, squelching noise and went to collapse on a chair.
Mi Cha saw the condom and hesitated, but Aera ordered, "Suck it now, he needs to come."
Mi Cha obeyed. She'd gotten to that stage where she really couldn't say no to anyone, so she opened her mouth and sucked the wet condom-covered cock... tasting her new best friend's juices. This, of course, was another secret fantasy... to eat pussy... and if she could choose any pussy it would be the outgoing Aera who she idolized so much for her confidence and bravado... in fact, she had more than once fantasized about Aera ordering her to crawl into her bed and eat her out back when they were roommates (before they hit it big and each got her own hotel room).
Although the rubbery latex dampened the flavour, she could clearly taste Aera's pussy on the dick and she had to admit it was heavenly... just as she'd imagined. While she had only ever tasted herself, this was exciting and it made her wish she could crawl between Aera's legs and sample her first ever pussy.
"Oh yeah," the guy groaned, the first words from him. His high, cracked pitch gave both sluts the instant impression they were actually dealing with a guy even younger than them. It sparked new channels of lust in both K-pop stars.
"I want his load," Mi Cha said, pulling the condom off, and then devouring the dick and bobbing like a porn slut.
"Oh yeah, you fucking whore, suck that cock, get that load," Aera encouraged as her fingers dug into her sloppy cunt, so turned on by watching sweet and innocent Mi Cha be corrupted so sinfully. It made her wonder what other secrets her cum-loving friend had.
"Mmmmmmmm," Mi Cha moaned, as she bobbed on the cock with reckless abandon.
"I'm going to come," the young dick warned. Mi Cha responded by continuing to suck.
"Yeah, come in her mouth, stud, she wants it," Aera spoke for Mi Cha... since her mouth was full and preoccupied.
"Mmmmmmmm," Mi Cha moaned on the dick as she worked it over, looking forward to her third straight load.
"Suck it, slut, suck it good," Aera encouraged. She was so enjoying watching her fellow pop star sucking dick so aggressively that she realized she was on the verge of coming again herself.
"Oooooooh," the man groaned as he came in the girl's mouth... the blow job, a fuck and another blow job was a surreal dream come true for what had been an eighteen-year-old virgin before this moment.
Mi Cha swallowed the load eagerly, enjoying the pulsating of the cock and the massive load that glided smoothly down her throat.
"Oh, fuck!" blurted out Aera as her fingers strummed over her clit in a blur as she tacked another, smaller orgasm onto the tail end of her big one.
"Shit, you really are one sexy cum dump," Aera finally gasped, impressed by her friend's cock sucking ability.
Mi Cha couldn't believe Aera had just called her a cum dump. Nor, could she believe she'd easily earned the title by swallowing three loads, including one from a condom, in fifteen minutes while Aera watched.
"Want to get fucked?" Aera asked, thinking her friend must be dying to come herself by now.
"No," Mi Cha said, standing up... more relieved than disappointed that no new cocks had appeared in either hole after the cock she'd just drained disappeared.
"You sure?"
"Yeah," Mi Cha said.
"Well, then let's go and get you a toy so you can fuck yourself," Aera said, as she grabbed her panties and slid them through the hole where the young cock had been. "You want these, big boy?"
"Y-y-yeah, sure," the deflowered boy stammered, as he took them.
"You slut," Mi Cha teased.
"Cum dump."
"Glory hole cock whore."
"Cock sucking cum slave," Aera added, going tit for tat on the nasty name calling as they left the room.
Mi Cha didn't have another witty comeback as they exited her first ever gloryhole and returned to the sex shop. They walked past an anal toy section. Part of her wanted to stop since the manager had bluntly said she was going to be a three-hole cum dump one day. It had re-ignited a curiosity to take a dick in her asshole... although she sure didn't want her first anal experience to be her filthy, fat, fucking manager. She kind of wanted to stop and take a look, but she sure wasn't ready to tell Aera she was anal curious... even after the wild gloryhole experience they'd just shared.
"What do you think of this?" Aera asked, grabbing a twelve-inch, huge, black dildo from the main toy section.
"Um, yeah, no thanks," Mi Cha said, laughing at it.
"Or this?" Aera asked, as she grabbed a large dildo that had a fist at the end.
"Jesus," Mi Cha said, shaking her head.
"What? Never been fisted?" Aera asked.
"Goodness, no," Mi Cha said, even though that was actually another item on her bucket list of kinky things to try.
"And I thought you were a slut," Aera teased.
"Maybe a slut in training," Mi Cha joked.
"Okay, let's actually find a good one for you," Aera said.
Ten minutes later, with some help from a very interested, very knowledgeable saleswoman, Mi Cha had an eight-inch vibrator that was supposedly the best toy a woman could buy and at the price it better be. It was called a Soraya Wave from Lelo and promised extreme pleasure by stimulating both the clitoris and G-spot simultaneously. It looked amazing. Aera bought one too.
Back at the hotel, Aera instructed, "I expect a review tomorrow."
"I sense it will be five stars," Mi Cha smiled.
"Then I expect five orgasms," Aera said, before heading to her room.
Mi Cha put the bag in her room and then slipped back out and returned to the adult store. She wanted to look at the anal toys.
"Back already?" the sensuous Thai saleswoman warmly greeted.
"Yeah, I wanted to look at something, but didn't want my friend to know."
"I understand," she nodded. "Do you need any help?"
Mi Cha looked around as if there were lurking spies listening to her perverse secret. "Um, I am curious about anal."
"So, no experience?"
"No."
"Okay," she smiled warmly. "Come with me."
The saleswoman explained, "It's important to start small and get used to having something up there."
"Makes sense."
"It is also super important to have good lube," she added.
"Also makes sense."
"So, most would suggest a multi-piece starter kit, but am I right in thinking the toy is not only to get your tight, virgin ass ready for the real thing but perhaps also for its own pleasure?"
The way her eyes squinted, and her voice growled, Mi Cha suddenly wondered if the saleswoman wanted to be the one to take her anal virginity. If she had asked to right then, the undercover pop star probably would have said yes. Instead, she got away with simply nodding in embarrassed admission that she was interested both in getting ready to be reamed and finding out if the women she'd seen masturbating in some videos really were experiencing anal orgasms from their toys.
"Then I think you'll do better staying with Lelo's Soraya line," the other woman said, using an electro-magnetic key to release a clearly high-end, bumpy wand-looking thing from the display rack. "Soraya Anal Beads," she said, "the companion piece to one of the other toys you bought. You can start small and simply open your anal cavity first but then use more of it if you realize you really get off on anal abuse." Her voice again took on that lioness huskiness that told Mi Cha she was herself a big fan of anal abuse, probably both giving and receiving.
"I trust you," Mi Cha said, looking at the four anal beads on the wand... each one bigger. The first one looking like it would easily fit, the last one looking like no way in hell.
"It has real intense vibrations and eight patterns," the clerk continued to explain.
"I'll take it," Mi Cha said, excited to experiment... her brief celibacy coming to an end. Taking three loads in the gloryhole having her so fucking horny. So horny, the idea of going back to the gloryhole was lingering in the back of her dirty mind.
"Great."
"Thanks for your help."
"Sure," the woman said. "Now, there is regular lube for anal which I recommend, but there is also a pot lube that will really assist in relaxing your anal entrance and even your vagina."
"Pot lube?" Mi Cha asked, a perplexed look on her face.
"Yeah, pot as in marijuana, it's all the rage now."
"I don't do drugs."
"That's the best part," the saleswoman explained. "It will get your vagina and anal cavity high, but not impact any other part of your body or your mind."
"I don't know," Mi Cha said hesitantly.
"Tell you what," the woman said. "Buy this anal lube, it is the best of the best, and I'll give you a little pot lube to try and if you like it come back for more."
"Sure, okay," Mi Cha agreed, unsure she would actually use it.
"And because you bought two Soraya toys, I'm also throwing in this." She held out what looked like some kind of weird turkey baster, with a very large bulb and a long, thin silicone tube. Seeing that her sexy little Korean client didn't have a clue, the saleswoman said, "This is also for your anal preparation."
"What is it?" Mi Cha asked perplexed... it looked rather unorthodox for a sex toy.
"Well, if you don't want your dirty back door play to get actually dirty, which can ruin the moment, then you need to make sure you are more clean than you've had to be before."
"Aaaaah," Mi Cha nodded, finally understanding what the thing in the woman's hand was for.
"It is an anal douche," the Thai confirmed.
"Oh," Mi Cha responded, her mind now cringing over thoughts of insertion.
The thrill-seeking Korean tourist, for that is how the saleswoman saw her, just as she saw many such women letting go of themselves a bit while here in Bangkok, looked overwhelmed. She explained, "There are very clear instructions on how to prep yourself for anal."
"Okay," Mi Cha said, this all a little daunting. While it was suddenly obvious that this must be done, she hadn't thought about this at all.
"There is also a QR Code that you can take a picture of and watch a video," the saleswoman added.
"Watch it..." Mi Cha mumbled in doubt as she watched the clerk put the toy, or was it a tool? into a plain white shopping bag.
A couple of customers walked in and immediately began eyeing Mi Cha with interest and hunger. She realized that would likely happen to any woman alone in a place like this, but it also reminded her she was a celebrity at risk of exposure and her disguise wasn't all that extensive. She quickly paid for her second set of purchases and headed for the exit. Yes, the temptation to go back through the curtain and experience more anonymous cock was calling to her, but this time she resisted and headed back to the hotel.
As she ordered and received room service for supper, she did some research on pot lube and it did indeed seem safe. She also watched the anal douching and while it looked awkward, she figured it was definitely necessary. As such, before she decided to play with herself and explore what both these new toys could do, she went to the bath tub and cleaned her asshole. It was indeed awkward, but once she got the hang of it, it wasn't too bad.


Excited and curious she returned to the bed naked, put some of the balm on her pussy and asshole and then got her gear ready. She planned to use both Soraya toys. She'd read it took fifteen minutes or longer for the pot lube to begin to work so she laid out the other lube and her new toys ready on the bed and brought up a porn scene on her iPad where a Japanese girl got double penetrated by two older men.
The scene was long and hot and at first, she restricted herself to caressing her breasts and nipples. When she finally moved her fingers to her pussy, she felt an instant burning of pleasure. "Oooooh my," she moaned, her pussy extra sensitive; the pot lube was apparently the real deal. She reached for the toy for her front hole and turned it on. She moved it to her pussy which was as sensitive as if she'd been fucked hard, but not sore to the touch - instead, it wanted more. "Oh my God," she whimpered, her entire body trembling on contact.
"Yes, fuck me," the Japanese slut moaned, as two dicks pumped in and out of her holes... Mi Cha always finding the high-pitched, sensual moans from Japanese girls sexy... being less reserved than Korean girls.
"Fuck," Mi Cha moaned, as she slid the toy inside her. She wasn't sure if it was the pot lube, the toy, or both but this fancy gadget was somehow perfectly stimulating her excessively sensitive clitoris while simultaneously hitting her g-spot unlike anything she had ever experienced before. In a heartbeat, she was consumed with pleasure. She didn't even fuck herself with the toy, like she did with any other vibrator. Instead, she just allowed the toy to work its magic, creating powerful, pleasurable pulsations inside and outside of her. The pleasure was so intense, her clit so sensitive... that her first orgasm quickly ripped through her with a force unlike any other toy she had ever used.
"Oooooooh fuck," she moaned, biting her lip to not scream and alert the entire hotel of her orgasm that was setting off fireworks inside her body.
On the screen, the Japanese girl was moaning wildly too as the two dicks pumped in and out in perfect unison, making Mi Cha wonder what double dicks in her holes would feel like. Well, while she didn't have two real dicks to replicate the video she was watching, she did have two toys. While keeping the larger toy in her pussy, she reached for the anal beads and leaned onto her side, which made the toy inside her move and made her moan. She turned the anal beads on, moved it to her asshole.
Mi Cha could feel the vibrations inside her pussy, on her clit and on her asshole. She then pushed the toy inside and gasped as the first bead slipped inside. "Oh! Oh, God."
She expected pain, but there wasn't any... only crazy pleasure as vibrations pulsated inside both her holes. She didn't push the anal bead toy any further in. Instead, she just leaned on her side, watched the video and enjoyed the two toys working both her holes.
The Japanese woman was now on her back, knees pulled back so that the cock that had been fucking her cunt could now plunge into her gaping asshole. And the cock that had created that gape just moments before? She was sucking that dirty prick with an eagerness that made Mi Cha curious and envious. Could she take a cock straight from her ass to her mouth? Well, she'd just worry about the first part of that equation for now.
"Oh yeah, fuck that ass," Mi Cha moaned, watching the second big dick pump in and out of that tight little butt. Watching a woman take it in the ass made her want to take it in the ass. A second orgasm rising rapidly from the triple pleasure, she moved her hand to the anal toy and pushed. She felt some resistance at first as the toy didn't immediately move, but a little extra pressure and suddenly it went deeper inside her, spreading her ass cheeks wider and this time creating a slight burn.
"Oooooooooh," she moaned, this time longer and lower than before. And this time there was a subtle pain, but it was a good pain. She then resumed watching the movie as the ATM man pulled out and coated the woman's face.
"Fuck, I could use another load," Mi Cha told the Japanese slut, wishing she could go back to the gloryhole and get more cock. While these two toys were wickedly pleasurable, what she was missing were the firm hands of a man and the dirty talk.
She closed her eyes as her second orgasm rose rapidly inside her. In such a lustful state, she just allowed her mind to wander, and it did... disgustingly yet arousingly, it went to her manager.
"Yeah, slut, you want my dick in your asshole?"
"Yes, Master, fuck your slut's asshole and make me a three-hole cum dump."
"Oh, yes, such a nasty fucking whore you are," he said before driving his fat cock into her rectum. "It pleases me very much."
"Yes, Oppa, I'm your three-hole fuck tooooooy!" Mi Cha declared out loud in real life, as orgasm two ripped through her.
Mi Cha's body rocked, and the bed shook like it was part of a sexual earthquake as Mi Cha pulled the toy out of her pussy, the pleasure just too intense... although she left the other toy in her asshole.
Looking again at the video, she mewled weakly as the man pulled out and shot his load on the woman's smooth belly... she could see the hugely gaped asshole and wondered what hers would look like after being fucked... or if she could get these next two larger beads in her butt hole.
The orgasm continued pulsing through her with never ending wave after wave and she moved her hand to push the next bead into her asshole when there was a knock at the door.
"Jesus Christ," Mi Cha gasped, pulling the toy out of her ass, drawing a loud popping sound from her butt and a low moan from her throat. She quickly grabbed her toys and shut them off, having to press each one more than once to get them to stop buzzing. There was another knock at the door.
Mi Cha grabbed the lube and the toys, hurried to the bathroom, tossed them in the sink, and grabbed a hotel robe. Frazzled and still horny as fuck, she walked to the door and prayed it wasn't the manager... if it was, she was fucked... literally. She would instantly want to suck his cock and take it in her pussy that was still high and on fire.
Luckily, it was Seo-yun. Mi Cha opened the door and Seo-yun squirted in, her face rosy. "Sorry to bother you, but do you have any pads?" she whimpered, clearly embarrassed.
Mi Cha nodded, "Of course," as she went to her purse and grabbed a couple. "Here you go."
"You are a life saver."
"No problem."
"What you up to?"
"Just watching a movie," Mi Cha said, just as moans came from her bed. Shit, she had left the video playing... it had been quiet in her frantic clean-up because the scene had ended, but she had it on loop.
"Ooooh," Seo-yun replied, hearing the moans.
"Suck it, slut," a male voice said.
"This is so embarrassing," Mi Cha said, shaking her head.
"You are watching porn?" Seo-yun asked.
"Yeah, I am," Mi Cha admitted. "Life on the road is lonely sometimes."
"It can be," Seo-yun nodded.
"Yeah," Mi Cha said, wishing she could bury her head in the sand to hide the shame.
"You like big cocks, slut?" a male voice asked.
"I love big cocks, Master," the Japanese woman replied in slightly broken English, as she stroked one and sucked the other, Mi Cha having this scene forever memorized in her head.
"Jesus, I'm so sorry," Mi Cha said.
"I should go," Seo-yun said and turned to leave, clearly flustered. "Thanks for these."
"Any time," Mi Cha nodded.
Once the door was closed, Mi Cha went and locked it, then went to the bed and paused the movie. 'Nothing like public humiliation to put out a fire,' she thought to herself.
Mi Cha went into the washroom, cleaned the toys with the solution she'd bought with her first purchase even as her pussy tingled a little bit from handling them... the fire was dying out, but it hadn't been entirely extinguished.
Regardless, she finished cleaning the toys, went pee and then still sitting on the toilet reached for the toy on the edge of the sink, turned it on and slid it back into her still needy pussy.
Two more orgasms later, she got off the toilet, her legs like jelly from sitting down too long and cleaned the toy again.
Aera texted her just as she got back in bed: Use it yet?
Mi Cha responded: You use yours yet?
Aera: I asked you first.
Mi Cha: Fine. Yes.
Aera: Me too. How many orgasms?
Mi Cha: Four.
Aera: Me too.
Mi Cha: It's quite the contraption.
Mi Cha didn't mention the anal toy, of course. Nor the pot lube.
Aera: Yeah, it's almost better than a man.
Mi Cha: Yes... almost.
Aera: Let's see who gets to five first. The loser pays for our next dinner.
Mi Cha: Game on.
Mi Cha grabbed the toy, got on her bed, turned it onto a higher speed and slid it back inside. Instantly, waves of pleasure cascaded through her as she closed her eyes and replayed her gloryhole rendezvous.
Cock after cock.
Load after load.
As she did, suddenly, her manager's unmistakeable cock appeared through a hole and she eagerly sucked it.
"That ass is next, geolle gateun nyeon," he said.
The Korean word for slut was all it took for Mi Cha to come a fifth time. Even as the euphoria of the orgasm hit her, she texted on her phone: I win.
Aera responded: You bitch.
Mi Cha replied: geolle gateun nyeon.
The pop star then lay there exhausted from the sexual abuse she'd committed on her pussy as she pulled the toy out again and a gush of wetness leaked out of her. No way she could use the pot lube regularly... she would turn into a masturbation addict. Although, she would need to find time to sneak back over to the adult store to get more than the sample size she'd mostly used up already.
She was so spent, she didn't even get dressed, just put the toy on the nightstand, pulled the blanket over her and tried to sleep... although the after-tremors of her orgasms would keep her awake for a good fifteen more minutes.
As Mi Cha finally drifted off to sleep, she wondered if she would ever be able to take those last two beads... well, that was a question for another day.
The End of Part 3
.....
Up next:
Part 4: Butt Prep, where Beom begins to prep Mi Cha's asshole to take her anal cherry... plus another shocking secret comes out from a fellow band member.
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Turning Contest: A Pregnant Woman
Summary: Jasmine uses unorthodox ways to induce a woman into labour.
All characters in sexual situations are 18 years of age and older.
Thanks to hfernandez1983 for the story idea suggestion.
Thanks to Small_Island for editing and OhDave1 and Shuj for proofreading.
THE TURNING CONTEST is a week-long competition between five MILF best friends over who can turn more straight teens, college girls and women.
The prize: The winner gets a weekend with the other four women's 18-year-old daughters.
Although each story definitely stands on its own, this is the thirtieth seduction scene. Here is a quick refresher of what has happened so far.
1. Turning Contest: A Beautiful Blonde, in which seductress VERONICA STONE seduces a teen in her clothing store.
2. Turning Contest: A Cute Maid, in which reluctant seductress (she is more a submissive) and rich wife CAROL WHITE seduces and dominates her temporary maid.
3. Turning Contest: A Delicious Model, in which seductress and casting agent PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute 19-year-old model who is auditioning for a part in the new Matt Damon movie.
4. Turning Contest: A Desperate Asian, in which black professor CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a shy Japanese student in her office.
5. Turning Contest: A Dominated Thief, in which store owner VERONICA STONE molests an 18-year-old who tried to steal from her store.
6. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bday Girl, in which married seductress JASMINE JONES molests, seduces and fucks a 21-year-old birthday girl at a club.
7. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bride 2 Be, in which JASMINE JONES continues her night at the club by seducing a friend of the birthday girl as well as a bride-to-be at her bachelorette party.
8. Turning Contest: A Edible Waitress, in which CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a cute, big breasted, 18-year-old waitress at an open-all-night diner.
9. Turning Contest: A Fashionable Cutie, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute Victoria's Secret saleswoman in a change room.
10. Turning Contest: A Fateful Birthday, in which CAROL WHITE seduces a chubby girl at the beach and doubles down on a peeping Belle.
11. Turning Contest: A Former Student, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into a former student, goes back to her place and seduces her slyly.
12. Turning Contest: A Friend in Need, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces, somewhat by accident, her good friend who just caught her husband sucking cock in her kitchen.
13. Turning Contest: A Friend of Amy's, in which VERONICA STONE gets her third turn with a surprisingly quirky nerd with the assistance of her first seduction (turn 1: A Beautiful Blonde).
14. Turning Contest: A Girl Guide's Sis, in which JASMINE JONES seduces an 18-year-old selling cookies for her younger sister and who just happens to be her own daughter's cross-town rival.
15. Turning Contest: A Hit & Lick, in which CRYSTAL WATSON is hit from behind at a red light by a teen girl and uses the opportunity to get not one, but two turns seducing the nerdish driver and her Muslim friend.
16. Turning Contest: A Kinky Cuckquean, in which VERONICA STONE catches two teens having sex in one of her dressing rooms and uses it to blackmail them into submitting sexually to her.
17. Turning Contest: A Kismet Encounter, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into her daughter's grade three teacher in line at a coffee shop and brings her home for a sweet seduction.
18. Turning Contest: A Lick for a Raise, in which VERONICA STONE turns a good employee who may be trying to blackmail her, into a pussy licking and strap-on taking pet.
19. Turning Contest: A Lick Shop, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces and turns a mother and daughter individually at a fancy dress shop.
20. Turning Contest: A Lift, in which PORTIA JAMES picks up and turns an elderly woman stranded on the side of the road.
21. Turning Contest: A Maître D, in which PORTIA JAMES continues her hot streak seducing a young southern belle at a five-star restaurant.
22. Turning Contest: A Makeover, in which CRYSTAL WATSON with her daughter's help seduces a shy nerd using vegetables as an appetizer.
23. Turning Contest: A Mommy Fantasy, in which CAROL WHITE meets up with a young stranger to role-play a wicked Mommy lesbian fantasy.
24. Turning Contest: A Mormon Visit, in which VERONICA STONE gets a visit from a pair of Mormon girls who she challenges about their faith and seduces both of them.
25. Turning Contest: A Mother-In-Law, in which JASMINE JONES gets a call from her upset mother-in-law. One thing leads to another and she fucks her 65-year-old mother-in-law and invites her daughter over to join in a family threesome.
26. Turning Contest: A Movie Theatre, in which CAROL WHITE meets up with an earlier turn in the day, Tabitha, where she services the birthday girl again and seduces the teen's best friend for a wild threesome.
27. Turning Contest: A Muslim, in which JASMINE JONES slyly seduces a wealthy
Muslim woman.
28. Turning Contest: A Pizza Delivery, in which CRYSTAL WATSON gets a surprise
turn possibility from a cute pizza delivery girl that turns into a wild night of sex and the
taking of all three of her holes.
29. Turning Contest: A Porn Shop, in which VERONICA STONE ends up at a porn
shop where she meets a woman who became divorced that day and helps her enjoy an abundance of cock at a glory hole.
30. TURNING CONTEST: A PREGNANT WOMAN
Jasmine and Yanika talked for some time after finishing their sexual rendezvous before heading back down to the wedding.
Yanika said, as they were in the elevator, "I'd like to see you again."
Jasmine was surprised by this, yet, she didn't show it, keeping her tone calm as she replied, "I'd like that too." She then realized and laughed, "You will. My firm has a presentation to give on Wednesday."
Yanika laughed back, "Right, I forgot. In that case, I want you dressed in the sluttiest thing you own underneath your professional business attire."
"I can do that," Jasmine said, although choosing the sluttiest of all her lingerie would be a challenge. Although let's not be silly, she already knew that was an excuse to go shopping for new lingerie.
"I want you to be my sex slave for the night," Yanika added, this lesbian encounter stirring so many feelings inside her. While she was surprised by the natural feeling of being rather submissive to this woman, she wanted to explore her dominating side.
"You want to be my Mistress for a night?" Jasmine asked coyly.
"Yes, I want you to obey me without hesitation," she stressed.
"As long as there is no pain or piss play, I will be your white sex slave for the night," Jasmine agreed, completely turned on by the idea.
"Good, I'm going to go shopping and have a bunch of sex toys to use on you," Yanika said, leaning in and kissing the white woman.
"Mmmmmmm," Jammine moaned at the wicked idea.
They were still kissing when the elevator slowed down. "I'm going to fuck you so good," Yanika said, wanting to pound this woman like she had been pounded by all those asshole Muslim men... but also eat her pussy over and over. She was completely confused by her feelings for this white woman. They were feelings she'd only had once before and that was for a man she thought she would marry before he fucked one of her friends back home.
"I'll bring all my toys too," Jasmine said, excited for such a wild night, although it would take away a night late in the turn competition.
"So, are you going back on the prowl?" Yanika asked as they exited the elevator.
"I need to," the white huntress said, as she pulled out her phone having briefly forgotten about the turning contest during the intense, sensual, sexual and all consuming encounter. While it had started like any other turn, it had somehow become different. She couldn't explain it, but she was already looking forward to Wednesday and not just to shift into a rare submissive side she seldom got to explore. The anticipation was mostly because this woman intrigued her.
She stopped and saw that there had been two more updates since she added hers; suddenly she needed two more just to have a chance to be tied for first before the night was over. "Shit."
Score at 10:44 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 7
Portia: 7
Veronica: 7
Jasmine: 6
Carol: 5
Score at 10:49 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 8
Portia: 7
Veronica: 7
Jasmine: 6
Carol: 5
"What?" Yanika asked, looking at the phone.
"I'm two behind again," she sighed.
"Well, let's get you back out there and change lives," Yanika smiled and yet it was the truth. One encounter with Jasmine had changed her life... forever. She now thought she might be a lesbian and was even pondering the concept of having a relationship with a woman. That woman was standing right beside her. That said, she couldn't just tell her that. No, she needed time to think. She needed time to pray. Yet, she couldn't believe or explain the warm heartfelt feelings she was having for this woman. Feelings she had pushed away for any person for the past twenty years.
"All right," Jasmine said, as they walked back into the hall to see the party was actually rocking now. Almost everyone was dancing. Ironically, the bride wasn't. She was talking to Zelda, one of her possible turns.
"Are you coming with me?" Jasmine asked.
"Sure, why not?" Yanika said, wanting to see this woman in action. She couldn't deny it, the idea of seducing straight women was a wickedly hot hobby. She already knew she planned to turn her assistant into her pussy muncher. Although, she realized, she had no idea about her sexual preferences other than she had been married for two years.
The two walked over and Jasmine opened, "I hate to interrupt, but I just have to say you look absolutely stunning in that wedding dress."
Carrie's eyes went wide at seeing the woman who had seduced her at the bar last night. Tiffany had said she was here, but she hadn't seen her at all and she had looked more than once. Worse yet, she was with her boss. Trying to act normal, even as last night's wild pleasure and surreal lesbian acts came washing back through her, she said, "Thank you and thanks for coming."
"How was the rest of last night?" Jasmine asked.
"It was..." Carrie wasn't sure how to answer it. Truth was it was humiliating... yet exhilarating; both shame and excitement coursed through her right now at the memories of all the pussy she'd eaten and the incredible orgasm this stunning woman standing beside her boss had given her.
Jasmine enjoyed the sudden red cheeks and the struggle to answer as she turned her attention to Zelda and asked, "Are you all right?" seeing she clearly wasn't. She had been crying.
"I'm fine," Zelda said.
"No woman has ever said they are 'fine" and meant it," Jasmine joked, trying to lighten the mood.
"It's just her idiot husband is drunk after he promised he wouldn't drink tonight," Carrie explained.
"Sorry to hear that," Jasmine said, although she hoped that may work to her advantage.
"Babe, come here and dance with me," a good-looking but clearly drunk man called out.
"Jesus," Zelda muttered, clearly embarrassed.
"I'd love to chat more," Jasmine whispered urgently to the young lady as Zelda went to deal with her husband.
Then, quickly changing her attention from Zelda to Carrie, Jasmine asked, "Did you miss me?"
"Um, I...."
"Don't worry, Carrie, I know all about you being seduced by this lovely woman," Yanika said. "I have been too."
"No way," Carrie literally let out a gasp.
"Yes, she just fucked me in her hotel room with a strap-on," Yanika wickedly revealed, enjoying seeing the shock in her employee's face.
"I expect you to come up to my hotel room later tonight for a now-you're-married pussy licking and maybe fucking," Jasmine said.
"I, um, it's my wedding," Carrie said, although she would be lying if she didn't crave more pussy and she had never come like she had from this woman's tongue.
"That's the only reason I'm not taking you away from the party right now," replied Jasmine. "But I'll be back later and maybe we can work together to help Zelda forget about her husband. But right now, I need to check on another situation." Then she walked away to chat with a pregnant woman who was sitting all alone at a table away from the dance floor.
"Let's see this master seductress at work," Yanika said.
"You really had sex with her?" Carrie asked, finding that her tightly-wound, supposedly ultra-conservative and controlling boss had also given in to Jasmine's wiles nearly as shocking as her own transgressions. Although, trying not to screw up her wedding vows because she kept thinking about Jasmine's tongue on her pussy would be a shocker that would floor everyone at this reception.
"Yeah, she gave me the fucking of my life," Yanika admitted, admiring the white woman as Jasmine sauntered to another prey... feeling a little jealous. That woman had no idea what was about to happen to her.
"I can't believe it."
"Oh, you and I are going to have a lot of fun together now that I discovered I am bisexual and you are too."
"But I'm not... And I'm married now... It was a one time thing," she ended lamely.
"I understand what you're trying to say," Yanika nodded, "but you can't deny you are already thinking about that pussy, can you?"
The bride sighed heavily, admitting the truth. "No, I'd eat that pussy in a heartbeat."
"Me too," Yanika repeated, as they both watched from afar the master at work.
"May I take a seat?" Jasmine asked.
"Yeah, sure," the bored pregnant woman said. She was considering going home, but just the thought of getting off of this chair was exhausting. She was due three days ago and seriously had no idea why she'd even come here.
"Thanks," Jasmine said, sitting right next to the pregnant young woman.
"No problem."
"Are you here alone?" Jasmine asked, having not seen anyone sitting with her the few times she'd shown up on her radar.
"Yes."
"Bride or groom?"
"Groom, I am his secretary."
"I hope not right now," Jasmine said.
"She isn't trying to seduce a nine-month pregnant woman, is she?" Carrie asked.
Yanika who was watching intently and with more attention than any rare American movie she watched, answered, "I think she is."
"No," the pregnant woman laughed. "I started maternity a week ago."
"Just a week ago? You must be a real trooper."
"Or real stupid."
"I'm Jasmine by the way," she introduced herself, extending her hand.
"I'm Krista."
"It's a pleasure to meet you."
"You too."
"If you don't mind me asking, when are you due?"
"Three days ago," Krista answered, not even trying to hide her annoyance.
"I was a week late, so, been there, hated that," Jasmine said, trying to set up her seduction with a wicked idea she had.
"If I go four more days I may rip the baby out of my own stomach," Krista said, only kind of kidding. She had never been so miserable in her life.
"Have you tried to induce it yourself?"
"Induce it myself?"
"Yeah," Jasmine continued planting seeds. "Where is your husband or boyfriend?"
"He is in the military and trying to get his way back from Asia," Krista said. "He was supposed to be back four days ago."
"That is terrible."
"The life of a military wife."
"No friends to help you out?"
"Help me out how?"
"Well, I'm sure you have read that the best way to induce labour is sex, haven't you?" Jasmine asked.


"I'd heard that was something, but never put any thought into it as Gary wasn't here anyways."
"No big toys at home?"
Krista laughed, this getting awfully personal, but a week of almost no one to talk to and a wedding where many had avoided her like the plague... as if they could get pregnant just by being near her... "I can barely reach down there to put my panties on. Putting on pantyhose today nearly killed me."
"I had a similar problem when I was overdue," Jasmine said, this being actually true.
"You did?"
"Yeah, my man wasn't around to give me the fucking I needed to induce labour, so my best friend helped," she said, recalling Veronica eating her out and then fucking her for a good thirty minutes before her water broke.
"How?" Krista asked. Then added hesitantly, "How did he help?" While 'best friend' made her think of a woman, Jasmine's must have been a man if he was able to 'give me the fucking I needed.'
"She, actually, but how about I show you instead of telling you?" Jasmine said, happy the woman was sitting in the semi-dark in a rather secluded spot at the back. Most of the other guests were dancing, at the bar or at the midnight buffet that had been announced almost an hour before midnight.
"How would you do that?"
"It is a little unorthodox."
Curious, willing to do almost anything to get this baby out of her, hoping the hell it was putting her through before it was even born wasn't a mean case of foreshadowing, Krista nearly pleaded, "I'd do almost anything."
"Remember those words," Jasmine smiled, about to take a rather large risk, but down by two, she had no choice.
"What did your friend do?"
Jasmine looked around, and saw no one was remotely looking this way, except Carrie and Yanika who were both watching. "This."
Jasmine then quickly crawled under the table, the white tablecloths going right to the floor and able to cover her secret mission completely.
"W-w-what are you doing?" Krista stammered.
"What my best friend did to me to induce labour," Jasmine said, getting an instant rush from doing it in a public place, as this was not really her style. Yet, knowing she was being watched enhanced her seduction.
"What did she do?" Krista asked, trying to process what was happening.
"She ate my pussy and then fucked me until my water broke," Jasmine answered, as she moved her hands under the dress and ordered, "Lift up so I can get your panties and pantyhose down."
"I don't know about this," Krista said as she looked around and didn't see anyone paying attention to what was suddenly transpiring under the table. Luckily, she didn't see both Carrie and Yanika who were staring in absolute shock.
"She went under the table," Carrie said, stunned.
"She went under the table," Yanika repeated, equally shocked but impressed by this woman's willingness to do whatever it took to get the job done. That was someone she wanted to represent her.
"Just lift up your ass," Jasmine repeated, before suddenly realizing she had not yet verified if the woman was straight and that this risky maneuver would qualify as a turn. She'd gotten a little ahead of herself, perhaps rushing to show off to her two voyeuristic viewers.
Krista looked around again and seeing no one looking, she moved her hands to the table for balance and unbelievably lifted up her body enough to allow this stranger to pull her panties and pantyhose down. She knew this was wrong, but she obeyed her submissive persona coming through.
"Shit," Carrie said.
"Shit what?" her mother-in-law asked, suddenly walking up behind them.
Carrie and Yanika jumped in their seats and tore their gazes away from the wicked happenings a few tables away. "Shit, I'm starving," Carrie said, meaning but not saying it was for pussy. She popped to her feet before her new mother-in-law could take a seat, and covering up her real hunger, Carrie said, "Let's go hit the buffet."
"Okay," the mother-in-law said, leaving just one woman wickedly watching the public seduction and servicing of a pregnant woman.
Yanika was so turned on and impressed. Jasmine's brazenness was to be commended.
Jasmine pulled the pantyhose and underwear to the woman's ankles, parted her legs wide enough to get in-between them, and started licking the pretty, hairy pussy before the woman had any time to think.
"Oh my God," Krista gasped with a moan, as she felt a tongue licking her pussy. She had gone along with this plan in a this-is-not-actually-really-happening sort of way, but as her body burned with immediate pleasure from the tongue parting her lips it was suddenly very real. She loved oral orgasms and Gary ate pussy like a champ, but this immediately was a whole other version of oral pleasure. Tender yet focused and happening in a room with over a hundred people in it.
"You taste absolutely delicious," Jasmine whispered from under the table.
"That feels so good," Krista sighed. The way the stranger methodically stimulated all her pussy pleasure points had her burning with desire in seconds. Gary got her off, but it was always a random, aggressive approach where enthusiasm and luck eventually stimulated the right spots. This was different. This woman knew how to eat pussy.
"So, none of your friends do this to you?" Jasmine asked, as she systematically worked her way up and down and around the quickly moistening pussy while avoiding the clit.
"No," Krista moaned, looking around to make sure no one was walking this way.
"Has any woman been between these legs to eat this delicious peach?" Jasmine enquired, finding out if turn seven had been achieved or if this was just a charitable donation to a woman in desperate need of an orgasm.
"Never," Krista answered, although her lesbian friend Sahara had been offering it for a couple of years.
"Well, you need better friends," Jasmine replied, as she probed the fuck hole she planned to still fuck.
Krista chuckled awkwardly as the pleasure began to consume her.
Jasmine knew this woman would not last long from her experienced tongue as she slid two fingers inside the wanton woman and shifted all her attention to the swollen clit.
"Oh my, fuuuck," Krista moaned and then bit her lip so she didn't alert a room of people that she was about to come. The fingers suddenly inside her, the lips on her clit were too much. She kept her lips closed with all her might, held onto the table with equal might and allowed this woman to make her come.
"Come, sexy," Jasmine encouraged, while she pumped her fingers in and out of the wet pussy while simultaneously attacking the clit like a lion going for a kill.
"Mmmmmmmmmmmmm," Krista moaned seconds later as the orgasm hit her in just two or three minutes... by far the quickest she had ever come from oral sex.
Yanika whispered to herself, "Shit, she got her off."
Jasmine slowly pulled her fingers out and lapped up the excessive juices flooding out of the pussy. A minute later with part one of the two-part plan done, she grabbed the panties and pantyhose and pulled them back up. For the record, it was a lot harder to pull back up than down and she only got them to the woman's thighs.
Krista tried to help but didn't want to draw any unwanted attention to herself.
Jasmine crawled out from under the table and asked, "So, ready for part two?"
"Part two?" The woman asked, her body still feeling the after-effects of part one and seeing the wicked evidence on the woman's rather wet face.
"I need to fuck you."
"How are you going to do that?" Krista asked, so horny she wasn't even focusing on the real question which was, "Why would I possibly want you to do that?" Of course, her burning pussy and two kicks in her stomach answered that question for her. She needed this baby out.
"With this," Jasmine answered, opening the purse she had put on the table when she arrived and showing her the inside.
"Oh my," Krista said, seeing a dick in there.
"The oral orgasm was to stimulate you, the fucking is to induce you," Jasmine said. "At least it worked for me."
Horny and desperate, Krista found herself seriously considering allowing this woman to fuck her but couldn't imagine where it could take place. Her pussy was still leaking, and her entire body was still thrumming from the energy of the oral orgasm but there was no way she could let this obscene enchantress fuck her right here in the ballroom. But...if it could actually induce labor? She really was ready to do almost anything to get this baby out.
"Where?" she heard herself say, imagining an orgasm so powerful that it squeezed the baby right out.
"Follow me," Jasmine said, getting up and then helping Krista struggle to her feet. In a remarkable example of the synchronicity among this coven of perverse MILFs, just as Portia had remarked to Abby at the dress shop, Jasmine thought this turn would qualify as much as a kind service as a turn; this poor woman was in desperate need of the sexual and maternal relief Jasmine planned on giving her.
"Where are we going?" the suffering woman asked, realizing she had to waddle even more than usual as her panties and pantyhose were not all the way pulled up. Instead, they were resting around her thighs, just below the ass. If she wasn't eight million months pregnant and the size of an iceberg everyone would be watching her. Yet, since she was so huge she was largely ignored by all and no one would possibly realize her awkward waddle was due to the fact her pussy was leaking, her panties and pantyhose were part way off and she was about to allow a female stranger to fuck her.
"Just follow me," Jasmine repeated, hoping Yanika was watching still. She was. She gave a slight but hopefully clear head nod for her to come along. Jasmine had an idea to finish the turn and get this woman fucked good at the same time. To do that she needed a third.
Yanika saw the head nod and her pussy tingled with anticipation.
Luckily, one of the waitresses Jasmine had already chatted with as a possible lookout if the right situation arose, which it had, was near the entrance as serendipitous situations continued to line up perfectly. As she reached the waitress, she handed her a fifty-dollar bill she had promised for her assistance and discretion and continued walking.
As they left the ballroom, Krista asked, seeing the waitress scurry out ahead of them, "What was that about?"
"She is our watchdog," Jasmine answered.
"What?"
"She will make sure the bathroom is clear and then make sure no one disturbs us," Jasmine explained, thinking this one was in a rush and the long trip up the elevator and to her room would take too long. She also didn't want to have a mess in her room if her plan did work.
"The bathroom?"
"Yes, trust me, it's closest and you desperately need to be fucked right now," Jasmine bluntly said, as she looked back to see the pregnant woman looking so adorable waddling and trying to keep up.
She did need to get fucked. She did need to get this baby out of her. She couldn't remember ever being this horny.
Reaching the washroom, the waitress came out and said, "All clear, ma'am."
"Thank you," Jasmine said, always making sure to have an ally at any event like this. They often came in handy. "Please stay out front until we are done."
"Of course, ma'am," the woman nodded, a slight smile on her face as she saw who this woman planned to have sex with.
Yanika arrived just as they were about to enter. "She's with me," Jasmine explained.
"Yes, ma'am."
"What?" Krista asked.
"She is going to help make sure we induce labour," Jasmine explained, taking her hand and pulling her into the washroom.
Once all three were in, Jasmine hiked her dress up, hopped onto the counter and said, "Krista you are going to eat my pussy and Yanika here is going to fuck you."
"I'm not a lesbian," Krista said, as she looked at the woman with her legs suddenly spread.
"First, I hate labels," Jasmine said, rubbing her pussy ever so slowly, as Yanika pulled the harness and dick out of the purse. "Second, I did you, you do me, it's just fair."
"I don't...."
"Third, if you're thinking about the baby while Yanika here pounds that pussy hard, it won't work," Jasmine said, this part is not really scientifically proven or anything. "You need to just let go and allow the pleasure to consume you."
"Plus, she tastes absolutely heavenly," Yanika said, as she put the harness over her dress. While she trusted the waitress would keep any others out, she didn't want anyone else seeing her naked... although this alone would be quite compromising.
"I don't know," Krista hesitated, as the new woman was tightening the harness around her waist.
"Do you want that baby out of you?" Jasmine asked.
"Yes."
"Do you want to get fucked?"
"Yes."
"Then come over here, bend over and eat my pussy while my new friend fucks you," Jasmine ordered, getting a little impatient with her. In Jasmine's mind, it was no turn if the woman didn't eat her pussy and discover the joys of forbidden fruit.
After a little more hesitation and the fact her back was aching just standing there like this, she cursed, "Fuck it!" She waddled her body to the counter, placed her hands on both sides of the pretty and sneaky seductress and stared at the pussy.
Yanika moved behind the wide-assed white woman, lifted up the dress, tugged the pantyhose and panties down to the woman's ankles and moved the dick to the pussy.
Jasmine nodded when Yanika made eye contact and the Muslim woman slid the dick inside the pregnant woman's pussy.
"Oooooooh," Krista moaned, as the first dick in three months since her husband left for deployment filled her. If he were here he would definitely give her the fucking she craved and get this kid out of her, but since he wasn't, this was going to have to do. "Yes, give it to me," she added, giving into the surreal situation she suddenly found herself in.
Jasmine allowed Yanika to give her a few slow, deep strokes before she ordered, "Now come eat my pussy and let us induce labour and give you the fucking of your life."
Krista wasn't going to point out her husband's dick was two inches longer or that he was the best lover she had ever had, instead she just went with the flow and reluctantly with just the slightest bit of curiosity leaned forward and licked the wet pussy before her. As she did, the woman behind her started going faster. While she had never considered the taste of another woman's pussy, even though her man regularly said hers was delicious, she found the subtle taste quite appealing.
"Oh yeah, pound that pussy, baby, give her all that dick," Jasmine encouraged as another successful turn had been accomplished. In fact, as she watched the threesome occur right between her legs, she pulled out her phone and saw there had been another score change. It was Veronica who had added her eighth of the competition.
"Yes, fuck me," Krista moaned, the pleasure consuming her quickly.
Score at 11:30 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 8
Veronica: 8
Portia: 7
Jasmine: 6
Carol: 5
She updated the score:
Score at 11:36 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 8
Veronica: 8
Jasmine: 7
Portia: 7
Carol: 5
Well, at least now she was only one off tying for the lead and had caught up to Portia for second. Plus, she was confident she had at least one more turn in her since it wasn't even midnight.
But for now, she focused on finishing the task before her. Although, for once, she wasn't doing any of the work. Jasmine actually wished Yanika would have taken the dress off so she could have admired those huge tits while she fucked this horny white woman.
"Fuck her, baby, pound that pussy so hard that her water breaks," Jasmine moaned, as this woman was doing a reasonably good job of eating her pussy with no experience.
"Yes, pound me harder," Krista said, horny as hell and in sensual awe of being in the middle of an unorthodox spit-roast.
"You heard her, baby, fuck her harder," Jasmine ordered. "Hammer that cunt."
Yanika obliged both women's requests even as she tried to process the fact that being called baby made her heart warm. This confused her more than every other twisted thing that had occurred tonight. Did she have feelings for this white woman?
"Oh yeah, you look so hot eating my pussy," Jasmine moaned, another orgasm beginning to rise through her.
"You taste so good," Krista said, overwhelmed with sensory overload. The taste, the scent and the back shots all driving her wild.
"Make me come and then we'll make you come," Jasmine encouraged, as she moved her hand to the back of the woman's head and began to slowly grind her ass up and down.
Krista wanted to make this woman come. She had no idea why, but she did. She could also feel her second straight orgasm rising rapidly inside her as her entire body burned with unbridled lust.
"Don't stop," Jasmine ordered, as the woman was now eagerly licking her even as Jasmine ground her pussy on her face.
"Take this dick, our pregnant slut," Yanika ordered, getting a major thrill in this wicked scenario. The power of wearing a strap-on was a massive rush.
Krista was close to utter rapture as she was hammered from behind, her face plastered against the wet pussy she was still trying to lick. Somehow being called a slut turned her on even though she was not remotely a slut. Gary had been the third man who'd made love to her and she'd never felt the need for a fourth. And until today she had never been with a woman... yet somehow she was currently with two... and loving it.
"Oh, fuck," Jasmine moaned, looking into Yanika's eyes. There was some sort of surreal connection between the two... something more than just sex.
"Come on our slut's face," Yanika ordered, not remotely slowing down her hard, deep thrusts as her body slammed into the moaning pregnant woman.
"Oooh fuck, yes," Jasmine moaned, as her orgasm hit and her cum squirted all over Krista's face.
Krista was surprised by just how much cum gushed out of this woman as she eagerly licked it up as best she could even as her orgasm was about to burst.
Yanika ordered, slamming hard into this moaning pregnant woman, "Come for me, come right fucking now."
Krista could feel the orgasm about to burst out of her, feeling such intense pleasure as her face was still pressed against a leaking pussy.
When Jasmine finally let go of her head, Krista begged, "Oh, God, I am such a slut for your cock, please keep fucking my slutty hole."
"Yeah, beg bitch," Yanika ordered, feeling a massive rush of adrenaline fucking a woman.
"Oh, fuck me, fuck the shit out of me," Krista pleaded, her orgasm about to burst and always getting rather verbal in the heat of the moment. She had always liked it a little rough.
"Oh yeah, take it, take my dick," Yanika said, surprised at just how much of a workout being the fucker instead of the fuckee was.
"Oooooh, fuck, yes, fuck, fuck, oh fuuuuuuuck!" Krista bellowed as she erupted.
"Don't stop fucking her," Jasmine said, hoping that the water break would follow.
Krista trembled as her pussy continued to be relentlessly hammered as her orgasm cascaded through her.
About a minute later, another gush occurred as indeed her water broke and as Yanika pulled out, water sprayed everywhere.
"You did it!" Jasmine exclaimed with excitement.
"Oh, God," Krista said, feeling the wave of water explode out of her.
"Shit, it worked," Yanika said in awe, looking at the massive pool of water on the floor.
"Get out of the harness and then we need to call an ambulance," Jasmine said, shifting from seductress to nurse.


"Okay," Yanika said in a bit of a daze herself. She got out of the harness, haphazardly tossed it in the bag and helped Krista out of her soaked panties and pantyhose from her water breaking.
Jasmine, meanwhile, hopped off the counter, straightened her clothes and pulled out her cellphone and called for an ambulance.
Jasmine tucked the dick away in her bag and the two of them assisted the in-labour woman.
Once in the hallway, she said to her watchdog, "Grab some clean towels to help dry our friend off and clean the washroom.
"Oh, okay," the waitress quickly nodded, hurrying to the front realizing the reality of the situation, seeing the pregnant woman with her hand on her belly.
"Told you I would get you induced," Jasmine smiled at Krista, with a wicked waggle of her eyebrows.
"I owe you big time."
"If it's a girl, call her Jasmine, that will make us even."
"Mmmmm, I do like that name," Krista said.
"Then do it," Jasmine instructed, smiling at the idea of how this woman would explain how her daughter got her name... would anyone get the true story? She hoped her husband would and then one day when the girl was old enough, her daughter too.
The end
Up next: Turning Contest: Princess where Portia befriends a lonely Norwegian princess and takes her back to her hotel room for some liberating sex and an unorthodox threesome.
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Twenty Questions 2025
Summary: I answer questions from readers.
Thanks to Shuj and Small_Island for a proofread on this rushed story.
Twenty Questions 2025
It has been a couple of years since my last essay focused on answering readers' questions.
It has been a turbulent two years in my life and I am writing less, spending more time on other interests, as well as looking after my health. Anyway, while I may no longer be releasing a story a week, I do have a few series with more parts coming and am slowly working on a couple of others. The fire inside is beginning to rekindle from writing this essay so hopefully you will see more from me in 2026.
Here are questions I was asked since my last essay:
First, the question I have gotten likely 500 times since the Literotica change in illustration policy.
ONE: Where did your pictures go?
For some rather frustrating reasons the site has chosen to delete any pictures that not only showed nudity, but also inferred sexuality... without talking to the authors or the readers... just a brief note in an update that I didn't see for months (apparently, I should go to author's forum more often).
Here are some of the reasons from their own words:
"Many Literotica readers (and authors) shared with us that they visit the site on their phones and would prefer not to have NSFW images on the screen while someone else is looking over their shoulder. Other members told us there are so many sites on the internet with photos and videos that they would prefer Literotica remain a haven for text - the original intent when the site was launched more than a quarter century ago."
I am pretty positive this would be a mass minority and would really love to see this plethora of complaints that sparked the change. Plus, remember, unlike the thumbnail ads for Adult Websites that come up on the homepage, you'll only see the many creative illustrations for stories by intentionally opening that category. So I say, leave it to readers to look at or avoid entries as they wish.
And yes, I did share my concerns with the site team and was completely ignored, not one response. As is presumably true for all of the e-mails and forum comments they must have received.
Ah well, while I and many of my correspondents think it is a loss to the site, it is privately owned and operated and they can do as they please.
Would it have been nice to have the work of already published illustrated stories grandfathered?
Yes, alas likely not a realistic solution.
Would it be nice to have many of the pics that are not porn but sexy not deleted for absolutely no reason?
Yes. I am bewildered by some that have been deleted. If it shows tits, or pussy or ass... okay. If it shows stimulated sex... maybe. But even pics with a pantyhose ass have been deleted.
Do I blame them?
No, in the end, it is their website and they can do as they wish. In the end, while I was mad and frustrated at first, I have moved on and put my energies to hopefully writing some new great stories and sequels.
I do hope to find another venue to host these stories, but with the other things going on in my life that I mentioned above, it will have to wait for now.
That all said, I can't fathom the work they do or the work they had to do to delete all these... so it is what it is. I also sense the real reasons of the deleted pics are much deeper than what they put online. Although, I do wish they would have responded to mine and others concerns... but I guess once the decision was made, they moved on... which I understand.
TWO: Will you be releasing more illustrated stories?
Unlikely... but maybe if I find the venue I mentioned above... unless I do find a site to use that would show these.
It was a fun different way to write a story and appeal to readers, so even though these stories got WAY more reads than any other section, except perhaps illustrated, and was a category that many fans have told me was the only one they went to.
On the other hand, illustrated stories get way lower scores for reasons I have never been able to understand. So many illustrated stories released in their regular categories would likely have higher scores, but fewer reads.
Also, when I am making the illustrations they take twice as long as just writing.
THREE: Are you a nerd?
In high school I was an outcast and as nerdy as they come, I preferred reading to going out (that hasn't changed), I didn't care or understand most sports (I do now somewhat because of my husband) and the clubs I was in were things like debate and United Nations (so called, nerd clubs).
For the record, not much has changed. I am still a nerd, and I even have a shirt that says "The book is better."
This may be the reason I love writing stories where nerds win. A nerd girl turns a cheerleader, for example. But because I am submissive, sometimes a plot where a nerd gets turned into a lesbian plaything for a cheerleader or a popular girl is very stimulating.
So, for all the nerds who read my stories: Never change!
FOUR: What has been inspiring you lately?
Truthfully, I've been a bit lacking in inspiration for a while... although, as I write each draft of this essay, ideas for new stories and sequels have been flooding in (to the point where I even had to take a porn break that ended in a nice orgasm [big smiley emoji]).
Partly, it's been fatigue from some health issues that I am just getting under control now and partly working on another project. If all goes well, I will have an actual book out by 2027-28 that isn't erotica. While I am not giving any detail about it now, it is a major departure from what I do on this site.
Oddly, I go through phases.

	Write like crazy. I wrote the last 14 parts of The Turning Contest in about two months, maybe three. (The last written chapters will come out in 2026).
	I write regularly. I often have 1-3 stories being worked on at the same time.
	I write sporadically.
	I do nothing for weeks.


I really can't pigeonhole what leads to any of the four phases. When I get inspired, I really write. When I am lonely, I often write.
Alas, not a great answer, but where I am at right now.
PS: Just now I have just started to get back into writing... working on a few sequels I hope to have ready for 2026: Kpop Princess, Suck Buddy Surprise, Granny Lends a Hand, If the Shoe Fits and Church Girl.
FIVE: What helps you choose which stories to add additional chapters to?
Great question, a variety of answers.

	Sometimes I get into a rhythm and just go. The Turning Contest was an example of that, as was HypnoSissy (which I am pondering going back to).
	When I get enough emails about a certain story I go back and take a look at it. Recently, I have been asked about the Syndom concept and hope to go back to that in 2026... maybe in Bride Submission.
	When I notice a lot of comments on a story. Seeing 80 comments on Granny Lends a Hand had me go back and start writing part 2 to that story. The regular emails about HypnoSissy and Backseat Mommy have me pondering going back to them in 2026.
	Rarely, I get a commission for a sequel. That was how Accidental Gangbang turned into more than a one-off... which was the original plan.
	Lastly, sometimes reads and ratings. If a story has a high rating I may add a sequel, low number of reads usually not. If it has a plethora of reads, I tend to ponder adding as well.


So, in the end, almost any story could have a sequel if I get enough motivation, but I do have so many stories that is hard to keep up.
That said, I am writing less contest stories, less commissions and more sequels lately... so if there is a story you feel I MUST continue add a comment below. The story that gets the most mentions I will commit to adding at least one chapter to.
SIX: How have you changed perspective in your writing over the years?
A tricky question.
Hopefully, I am a better writer now; I definitely have had better and better editors over time who not only correct errors, but help me think more consciously about my stories. My current main editor, Small_Island, has really pushed me this year.
I know I spend more time on the character development than I used to and that has led to trying to create as believable as possible characters. I get a lot of emails where readers tell me that they really related to a character I created, or even that it felt like I was writing about them. That is very flattering.
When I started, I was writing porn; I feel now I write erotica. The difference is subtle but important.
Porn is straight sex to jerk off to (although I still write some of those).
Erotica has a plot that draws the reader into a story that happens to include sex.
I have also shifted from mostly incest and lesbian stories to a wider variety of genres.
This occurred partly out of a desire to not get stale and repetitive (which I know some stories do become repetitive), and partly just exploring different aspects of sexuality and my growing intrigue with a variety of sexual preferences and kinks.
I have also explored different narrative styles which has been challenging, but fun. While first person is easiest, third person allows way more exploration and deeper characterization.
SEVEN: What genres are most popular?
My illustrated stories were getting the most reads of my new stories... that's no longer the case under the new illustration policy. But, of course, Illustrated really isn't a true genre, is it? I mean, any of the standard Literotica categories can be illustrated but will still be Taboo or Group or Anal, etc.
So, among those LIT categories, incest (okay, Taboo/Incest) is the leader, with mom and son being the most popular. If you are a new writer and want a story that gets lots of reads do a mom/son story. Really want the reads, make it one where the mom is somehow turned into a submissive for her son.
Here are the Top 10 most-read stories for me of all-time:

	Backseat Mommy: A Long Hard Ride (Incest)
	Accidental Gangbang (Group sex)
	Family Affair: Backseat Sister (Incest)
	"Pet Mommy": Becoming a Mommy-Slut! (Incest)
	Blackmailed: Cheerleader's Cherry (Reluctance/NonConsent)
	Big Fat Cock: A Hot Mommy Seduced (incest)
	My Best Friend's Hot Mom (Mature)
	A Sister Surprise (Incest)
	Best Present Ever: Bitch Sister (Incest)
	"Stocking Tales": Office Submission (Illustrated)


As you can see, while there are some anomalies, (particularly Accidental Gangbang), six of the ten are incest.
In regards to stories that generate the most emails, though... it is for my gay/trans/crossdressing stories. I am fascinated how many men connect to these stories or wish they could explore their gay side. I would say one of every five emails I receive is in response to my gay ones. So many men want to suck cock or get fucked; way more than anyone would imagine. My newest gay story, 'Suck Buddy Surprise', has done well, and got quite a few comments on the site, but I have had over a hundred emails about it. It has confirmed my belief that many men would suck cock or get their cock sucked in a MM situation if the opportunity came about and it would be a secret. Social norms still prevent many men (and women for that matter) from exploring their sexual curiosity or becoming their true sexual selves (me included).
PS: While incest stories get more reads, gay stories and lesbian stories often get better scores... for reasons I have never really been able to figure out. In truth, scores on stories are incredibly unpredictable. I have great scores on stories that surprise me and lower scores on stories I think are great. Literotica is a fickle place and it really can depend on who finds your story when it is released.
EIGHT: Lately, some of your incest stories have been grandpa or grandma stories. What is up with that?
I laughed when I got this one.
In truth, I hadn't realized I had done that, but apparently I had... although the journey has been interesting.
"Dirty Grandpa" was a random joke made by my now passed editor Tex Beethoven. He said, "We should do a story about me." That led to this one, although he didn't fantasize his own grandchildren... I made that twisted spin.
"Grandpa's Lap" was simply a way to do the lap thing in a new way. For some reason, readers love lap stories.
"Families that Play Together" had every possible generation all in one story as I pushed the kink as far as possible... perhaps too far based on comments.
"Granny Lends A Hand" was a wicked idea that started out as a MILF, but I thought it would be more kinky if the main narrator was a granny.
That said, I can't lie. I find grandpa and grandma porn pretty hot. I hope I still have the libido, sexual drive and kinkiness when I reach retirement. I mean seeing a granny get railed by a BBC is fucking hot; seeing a grandpa getting blown by a college coed is pretty hot. In fact, Breezy has sent me a new idea that has me in the very early stages of a multiple chapter story. Imagine a very prestigious old folks' home connected to a high-level college. The college students get full-paid scholarships that come with a seemingly innocent requirement, they must volunteer eight hours a week at the old folks' home. Of course, because this is a Silky story from a Breezy idea, the volunteering will involve a variety of very, very, kinky things.
Lastly, while I am not a grandmother yet and in no hurry to be one... I am closer to that age group now than any other. Maybe, I will have to change my name to SilkyGranny one day not too far away.
PS: I have been surprised by how many readers like grandpa or grandma stories... while not in the same category as mom-son... they do get surprisingly a lot of reads. Makes you wonder about Literotica readers' demographics, doesn't it?
NINE: Why are you rarely on Twitter this year?
I have no good answer. I got a new phone and have not yet added Twitter. I just don't think about it much. I spend more time on my real Facebook place truthfully.
I need to do a better job getting on the site as it does a good job of promoting my work.
TEN: Do you have any pets?
Well, we have two cats... because each kid has one. That said, I am much more a dog person.
ELEVEN: Does your husband still not know? If not, how? Also, what would you do if he or your kids found out?
He doesn't. I write a lot and he knows that... but he doesn't really pay that much attention. He may assume I am working on schoolwork. He isn't overly observant.
He is also gone lots as he works in the oil fields and watches a LOT of sports when he is home.
For the record, I don't want to make him sound like he isn't a good husband as he is.
He satisfies all my sexual needs, gets me flowers regularly, and calls me every day he is gone.
He is also a great father.
We just have some different interests, which I think is important in a marriage.
I don't know what would happen if he or the kids found out. My persona as a mom, wife and teacher are completely separate from my persona as an erotica writer. In truth, I should have told him long ago, as I doubt he would have cared; now he may feel like I've lied to him... or he may think I'm the coolest bitch ever. As for my kids... I can't even imagine... they may have a heart attack... LOL.
TWELVE: Why have you stopped writing those naughty raceplay stories like "Taking Liberties," "White Christmas" and "Slave to a White Bitch"?
In truth, I enjoy writing these. The more taboo the hotter sometimes. That said, I don't get a lot of requests for these, in fact, all three were a reader's idea. So, if I got a good idea, I am sure I would write another one.
I attempted but never finished a black man getting dominated by white men... it was a request as well. Alas, when I went to finish it, I had somehow lost it all.
PS: I actually lost around 100 unfinished stories this year when I cleaned my google email up, unaware I deleted all my drafts in the google word app. Sigh. Some were just a few sentences; others were half or two-thirds done. At least one was a serious raceplay story.
So, if you have a kinky idea... put it in the comments or better yet write it in comments and e-mail me. The current system for authors for alerting when a story gets new comments is hard to use and I miss the majority of new comments almost every story (as the updates for story favourites added, ne
w fans added and comments are all on updated activity... I really should suggest Lit split these up). As such, once a story gets past a few weeks the comments fade from recognition.
THIRTEEN: Got any lesbian stories where the superheroine submits to her villainess?
A fun idea. I have had a couple kind of ones, like: "Bimbo-fying Superchick", "Tales from Earth 69: Supergirl", and "The Adventures of Buttgirl".
That said, using real Superheroes is tricky as they are often shot down if they use the real heroes like Supergirl.
Again, maybe something I would do if I had a really good idea. Read the ones I've done and e-mail me an idea or twist I haven't already done.
FOURTEEN: I have noticed you have been releasing fewer stories this year. Are you retiring? Please say that isn't so.
No, I am not retiring. I have slowed down a fair amount due to a variety of reasons.
1-health. Both my husband and I have had minor(ish) issues this past while. My husband's parents are both cancer survivors and not getting any younger. My own mom is coming on 80 and needs me more (which I'm happy to do). Sometimes life gets in the way of life.
2-Work. Even though I am in my last few years of teaching, somehow my job has gotten a lot more busy this year.
3-Holidays-I have made the conscious choice to shut off the electronics and enjoy the time.
4-My hubby has been home more often, which happily means more sex. Conversely, it turns out that I write a lot better when I'm horny and unfulfilled. So, me getting more means you getting less... too bad for you. 😉
5-My motivation. For some reason, my overall urge to write this year has been a lot less than previous years. I only released one Holiday 2025 story and I kind of rushed that... in Suck Buddies Surprise.
6-I have written some very long stories. "The Freeuse BBC College" (currently writing about a Freeuse Lesbian Old Folks Home and just beginning a very different old folks home idea... but just in idea stage), "Families That Play Together", and seven straight chapters of the K-pop series (with more to be written).
7-Lastly, a new, excellent editor, Small_Island, has really upped my game in some of the stories he has edited leading to more re-writes than usual... but the end result is a much better, cleaner final project.
Hopefully, 2026 I can get back into a better consistency.
FIFTEEN: What new kinks do you have now?
I don't know if I have any new kinks. That said, I have begun to write more granny and grandpa stories apparently. I also have been obsessed with GIFs of late; I scroll through them and save the best captions. I hope to go back to making naughty captions soon. You can see my old GIFs by searching silkyjasminewalker at imagefap.
GIFs that turn me on the most are:
-a head being pulled into a pussy or onto a cock
-someone walking in on a sex act
-public sex
-funny or quirky dialogue
-guy jerking off in car being watched
-captions (of almost all perversions including, of course, lesbian, hotwife, interracial, etc)


-trans getting fucked
-a cock erupting
-a woman coming
-quality facials
-almost anything lesbian
Below though are my fav topics to write about:
-BBC
-black men and women
-grannies and grandpas
-incest
-lesbian
-mature (younger and older)
-nylons
-pegging
-sissies
-straight men turned
SIXTEEN: How do you continue to find inspiration to write such amazing stories?
A flattering question. The answer is as follows:
-my fantasies... I have a lot and enjoy writing about them
-fan suggestions or commissions
-porn videos
-gifs
-twitter
SEVENTEEN: How are you feeling since your cancer?
It has been more of a rocky road than I had envisioned after the results came back negative. It has taken me a long time to rebuild my immune system and I will never be a hundred percent... I definitely get tired earlier and have less energy in the evening.
That said, I am a good 90% now and have made some serious changes to maintain this.
These include:
-eating way healthier; I was never a crazy eater... but now I really avoid snacking between meals
-I work out 5 days a week (nothing crazy, but this mixed with some yoga and my newest addition, meditation, has me feeling a lot more balanced
-I don't eat after seven
-I drink more water
-I go to bed by nine and shut down my phone
-I bought Blissy pillow cases and bamboo sheets which have made my sleeps so much better (I am in serious menopause and the coolness of the sheets is perfect (although my husband would disagree))
-Lastly, I have just began to learn more about ayurvedic medicine
So, after that brief interlude, back to some porn discussion.
EIGHTEEN: Which of your stories would you most like to be made into a porn movie?
What a fun question. I actually am surprised I haven't ever been contacted by any of the plethora of porn sites.
I like to think a lot of my stories would make great movies. I suppose though that for many incest ones we would have to turn Mom or other characters into a step-mom, step-sister, etc., to pass current laws.
I am not trying to be pretentious (even though I indeed can be), but over 15 years of writing I think I have created some pretty hot scenarios which would likely carry over really well on film. While some of my most popular might not. As such, here is a lengthy list (because I am pretentious)... it also gives me a chance to perhaps give some love into some of my more forgotten stories.
PS: Question 19 is my favourite stories of mine in 2025 and Question 20 goes through a detailed look at some of my most popular stories by reads, scores and comments.
ONE: Freshman Feminist Falls released on March 17, 2016...4.53...296,000 reads;
I still love this plot. Yes, it uses the 'N' word and really plays on race and a BBC. But the slow fall of a white feminist is really hot to me. In the end, this would make a really great video.
TWO: Turning Contest/Pillow Princess/Lesbian MILF Seductress (too many to list)\
These three series seem perfect for Girlsway. They are short-ish seductions with hot kinky scenes.
-Turning Contest sees 5 MILFS seduce a plethora of mostly younger girls.
-Pillow Princess has one MILF submit to a lot of teens and early twenty-somethings in just over twenty-four hours.
Lesbian MILF Seductress tells the many MILF turns by a young sexy seductress
THREE: Book Club Orgy released on October 21, 2020...4.77...161,000 reads; released again illustrate don Feb 10, 2023...4.52...310,000 reads
I released two versions, the original in 2020 and than an illustrated updated version in 2023.
This could be one scene of the orgy or a variety of scenes telling the flashbacks of each member's sexual past. It is a really fun group sex story (not something I do a lot).
FOUR: Bride Submission Series:
Bride Submission: A Shocking Secret released on Apr 30, 2014...4.61...435,000 reads
Bride Submission: Boss's Bitch released on June 13, 2014...4.61...439,000 reads
Bride Submission: Family Gangbang released November 9, 2016...4.63...545,000 reads
This may be the hottest potential incest story to make into a film. It has the seeds planted in the conversation on the elevator on the way up to meet the two families. Then it becomes a complete filthy, hot gangbang where the naïve, unaware daughter submits sexually to her and her fiancés' families. It would be tough to make a reality because there would have to be a lot of step-mom's, step-daughters, etc... but goodness this is one of my favourite opening chapters to a series. I think it may also be the first story (maybe not) that showcased Syndom (my secret incest society).
PS: A rare series were each story earned more reads.
PSS: A story I really should go back to.
FIVE: W hite Sluts' Club series
White Sluts' Club: Innocent Lawyer released on March 20, 2014...524,000 reads
White Sluts' Club: 40th Birthday released on March 1, 2017...285,000 reads
White Sluts' Club: Bride-to-Be! released on January 7, 2016...433,000 reads
White Sluts' Club: Feminist Virgin released on Mar 21, 2018...105,000 reads
This could have many additional chapters and be a great Blacked series. These stories are BBC heaven with some pretty creative plots. If you like stories of sweet women being turned black by BBC this is the series for you. While I like them all, 40th Birthday is an absolutely epic story of a woman who takes 40 loads for her birthday!!!
SIX: Crossing the Line released on July 7, 2021...4.68... 171,000 reads
For some reason this is by far my favourite gay story I have written. I don't know why, but I found the concept of a line a man must cross to become a cocksucker or a bottom to be fascinating. The inner struggle as a man goes from straight, to curious, to cum dump is psychologically. It could be a simple stroke story or a complex look at straight men's growing curiosity of same sex sex. I get a lot of emails for this one still.
SEVEN: Granny Lends a Hand released on July 3, 2025...4.70...63,000 reads
A very recent story and also one that could be a quick one. A granny chats with a black man in a truck, sees his big cock, eventually gets in the truck and sucks his cock. The idea of having her look around and seeing people who may catch her getting into the car.
PS: The story already has over 80 comments (which is a lot) and a sequel is in the works.
EIGHT: The Training of Cecelia Series:
The Training of Cecelia...released on May 23, 2021...4.72...234,000 reads
The Training of Cecelia Ch. 02 released on August 6, 2021...4.76...103,000 reads
The Training of Cecelia Ch. 03 released on February, 2022...4.72...61,000 reads
The Training of Cecelia Ch. 04 released on July 12, 2023...4.68... 35,000 reads
The Training of Cecelia Ch. 05 released on Sept 14, 2023...4.63... 40,000 reads
A unique story of a powerful woman who succumbs to a man and gets involved in some BDSM. A great look at a woman's complexity of how she wanted to be treated in the public compared to behind closed doors. While I have not finished the series, the first few parts show Cecelia's descend into sexual submission. For the record the male stud Paul won sexiest male character in a story in 2021.
NINE: Becoming a Lesbian Slave series:
Becoming a Lesbian Slave...released on Feb 28, 2013...4.64...706,000 reads
Becoming a Lesbian Slave Ch. 02 released on June 3, 2021...4.79...113,000 reads
Becoming a Lesbian Slave Ch. 03 released on April 14, 2022...4.74...86,000 reads
Becoming a Lesbian Slave Ch. 04 released on June 23, 2023...4.70...79,000 reads
Becoming a Lesbian Slave Ch. 05 released on December 12, 2023...4.72...48,000 reads
Becoming a Lesbian Slave Ch. 06 released on November 9, 2024...36,000 reads
A series I actually finished. One that I started in 2013, continued in 2021 and eventually finished in 2024. This one would get a little dicey when the mother arrives late in the story (although I suppose one could be a step-mom, but the first chapter shows the ultimate sexual decline of a strong woman at the hands of a much younger woman. This is also a story that got a lot of comments because of the love for the main character and a hatred for the antagonist Amber.
TEN: Trans Summer released on August 19, 2021...4.81...148,000 reads
Obviously, a trans story, but one that could easily transition to film. It has a fun teacher and ex-student plot, great dialogue and hot sex... with added romance.
The story even won the 2021 sexiest transgender character for Lucy.
ELEVEN: Kinky Tales Series
Kinky Tales: I Pegged My Husband released on October 15, 2015...4.79...1.300,000 reads
Kinky Tales: I'm Pegged By My Wife released on October 15, 2015...4.76...357,000 reads
Kinky Tales: Love & Pegging released on February 11, 2016...4.72...260,000 reads
Kinky Tales: Love & Sharing released on April 15, 2017... 4.75...186,000 reads
Kinky Tales: Lured into Lesbianism released on May 16, 2018...148,000 reads
Kinky Tales: Many Cocks to Suck released on June 8, 2018...129,000 reads
While the series gets a little wild in the last two parts, the first four (three really as the first two parts are the same story told from two different points of view (weird side note: almost a million more reads for the story told by the wife's point of view.
But the caring love as the couple explore anal, pegging and a trans woman would all be great videos.
PS: The female version won Anal story of the year in 2015
TWELVE: (The) Breast of Times released on June 14, 2025...4.83...192,000 reads
A unique, for me, breast focused story. Also rare for me... a nephew and aunt story. This one could easily transition into a hot breast fetish story.
The story is only six-month-old but has an amazing score and a lot of reads.
THIRTEEN: Lez Awakening: Halloween Hijinks released on October 19, 2018...4.82...171,000 reads
A hot lesbian story about a curious girl who gets to cross the line on Halloween. Being able to dress up all the girls in hot Halloween costumes could add to the wickedness of the story.
PS: The story came in 2nd in the 2018 Halloween Contest.
FOURTEEN: OnlyFamily series
OnlyFamily released on June 6, 2022...4.80...218,000 reads
OnlyFamily Ch. 02: First Blowjob released on December 15, 2022... 4.82...89,000 reads
OnlyFamily Ch. 03: 1 st Fuck released on March 28, 2023...4.78...52,000 reads
Obviously it would have to be switched to step-family but this one seems made for a movie. The entitled family uses Only Fans to make money when they suddenly fall on hard times.
Part 2 was nominated for most original sex scene in 2022.
FIFTEEN: Straight White Girls series
Straight White Girls: A Pet Teacher released on Nov 19, 2014...4.61...267,000 reads
Straight White Girls: A Welcoming released on Jan 6, 2015...4.56...179,000 reads
Straight White Girls: An Inducing released on April 28, 2015...149,000 reads
A cool series I envisioned doing a lot more of (maybe I should) about an all-white gated privileged community that is shocked by the arrival of a black family... which leads to the black MILF and daughter using their seductive skills to turn white women.
Another series that seems perfect for interracial lesbian fetish lovers.
SIXTEEN: GILF for the Holidays released on Nov 28, 2024...4.79...134,000 reads
Another one that would be perfect for the many people who enjoy granny porn. This one is more sensual than kinky, but full of hot sex and great dialogue... with a cool ending.
SEVENTEEN: Mom's Tantric Massage series:
Mom's Tantric Massage released on Nov 17, 2021...4.78...230,000 reads
Mom's Tantric Massage Ch. 02 released on Jan 12, 2022...4.79...85,000 reads
Mom's Tantric Massage Ch. 03 released on May 26, 2022...4.78...57,000 reads
A rarity... three incest stories all with high scores for me. With all the massage porn out there, this series seems ripe for a video. It is hot, seductive and nasty... just like good porn.
EIGHTEEN: Church Girl series:
Church Girl: 1 Perfect Turn released on July 3, 2017...4.68...552,000 reads
Church Girl: 3 Oaths of Obedience released on September 14, 2017...4.67...180,000 reads
Church Girl: 7 Days of Self-Sin released on December 15, 2017...4.74...368,000 reads
Church Girl: A Virginity Taken released on February 22 2018...4.75...150,000 reads
Church Girl: Best Friend Turned released on April 3, 2019...4.78...153,000 reads
I love this character. She is so sweet... so innocent; yet, underneath that exterior is a submissive slut who can also be a switch. Her exploration of her sexuality is fun and there are definitely hints of me as a senior in her. Each of these chapters could easily be a film... Girlsway could really rock this on.
NINETEEN: If the Shoe Fits series
If the Shoe Fits: A Shoe Fetish Story released on October 25, 2020...4.69...36,000 reads
If The Shoe Fits: A Voyeur Story released on April 9, 2022...4.62...19,000 reads
I think this one could be fun as it is so perverse. How often do you see shoe fucking stories? It is one of my more perverse and kinky stories.
TWENTY: Jasmine's Lesbian AirBnB released on September 5, 2024...4.83...75,000 reads
Another fantasy of mine. This one has an incredibly high score, much to my surprise. It would be a great movie as it has a simple set-up and a pretty hot sex scenes... plus it perfects that MILF and younger girls theme.
Other fun series:
-Catching Mommy
-What Mom Series (especially part 1)
-Backseat Mommy
-Black Cock
Romantic Stories:
Fate of the Fishbowl with won for Most Literary-Genre Transcending in 2022.
Butch and the Cheerleader
Gay /Trans Stories:
Prostate Surprise with the main character was nominated best male character of the year)
Shemale Submission: A Lust Story Won for best illustrated of 2016 and (Annabelle won for best transgendered character of 2016)
Quirky Stories:
Big Girls Need Love Too
Musical Dicks: A Sibling Fuck Story
One Night in Hedo Island
NINETEEN: Best stories of 2025
So, although less than usual here is the entire list:
1-(The) Breast of Times with a 190, 500 reads in six months, a 4.83 score and 74 comments this one has become an instant classic. Thanks to Small_Island and his editing and story suggestions this story evolved over time. It is my only breast focused story (I have a major insecurity about my tits) and really hit a home run.
I have a couple of ideas for a sequel for this one, but I am scared to tarnish the perfection this story established.
I also have an idea to write a new breast story about a teacher and her son. So, we will see.
2-An EX-cellent Summer was originally supposed to be a quick stroke story. Yet, again, Small_Island, edited and saw the potential for something way bigger and better. It is simply a story of a male teacher on a summer holiday by himself when he bumps into an ex-student... sparks fly... and romance occurs. Over 57,000 reads is great for a romance story, with a very credible 4.76 score and 77 comments. To my surprise... more than (The) Breast of Times. I will have to take a look a them later. This is a rare story where I wrote an epilogue and everything.
3- My Sister's Virginity: A Love Story (Very Kinky Love Story) is a romantic-ish story of a brother helping mend the broken heart of his sister with his big dick. Another Small_Island epic edit made the two main characters way more authentic and interesting.
4-Freeuse BBC College is a 92,000 word-plus marathon that is as kinky as a gay story can possibly be. Freeuse, interracial, anal, gangbang, train, orgy and all mixed with a side male-female romance.
5-Butch and the Cheerleader is another spin on the opposites sexually attract... with a great edit by Small_Island. Like Fate of The Fishbowl I try to flip stereotypes on their head in this story that has hit a 100,000 reads, has a 4.80 score and 53 comments. A sequel is in the maybe pile at the moment.
6-Granny Lends a Hand was a fun short story. I have always found those GIFS of women watching a guy jerk off in his car (or help out). So... as I get older... my granny and grandpa kick gets more intriguing.... And out came this gentle cock sucking in a car story. A sequel is over half done and will be out in 2026.
7-K-Pop Series. This one is a lot of fun and while three titles are already released, four more are done and even more are in the outline stage. Small Island has been instrumental in adding complexity to the characters in what could have been a generic blackmail stroke story.
A Fall From Grace 4.76, 49, 900 reads and 27 comments.
Becoming a Star 4.58, 20, 900 reads and 9 comments.
Blow Job Queen 4.70. 8,100 reads and 1 comment (just released on Dec 7th)
Written and not released:
Butt Prep
Cunnilingus
Destroyed Ass
Eating Pussy
Ideas still to come:
Eight Loads (maybe)
Elderly Dick (maybe)
Family Weekend (maybe)
Fan Meet- (for sure)
Gangbang princess (maybe) or maybe in America called Orgy Princess
Lesbian Joy (for sure)
Interracial BBC (maybe) or maybe in America, The Pit
Japanese comic con
They then will head to America for more wild adventures.
8-Romeo Fucks Juliet was a story four years in the making. It is a wild one. It brings the feud to 2025 where Romeo uses mind control to dominate Juliet and humiliate her and the family. The pics by DarkBreezly were epic (alas very short lived because of the unfortunate policy change). It was a 4.52 score, but a wild 594,000 plus reads and 73 comments. I need to check these too. I did have sequel ideas, alas I kind of dropped them when the policy changed. I may actually shift this to Mind Control category.
9-Suck Buddy Surprise-a story that has got a lot of emails and quite a few comments for one month at 25. With 28,000 plus reads and a 4.69 score it seems many men levitated to a story about either having or being a suck buddy. No doubt... many men wish they had a safe way to suck dick. A part two is half done and I have an idea for a lengthy series that will include more men to suck, his wife finding out and pegging him and a friends orgy... although we will see.
10- Families That Play Together was another novella that took a lot of time to write as did the epic suggestions by Small_Island. That said, it was also the most controversial. Not because of the incest. Not because of the three generations of incest. Not because of just how nasty it is. Partly because of how poorly the grandpa is treated. Largely because of the ending. Either way, a very unique ending for me.


Other stories include the gay Pay for BBC story with a 4.57 score; Modern Fuckily: Claire's Fall a nasty lesbian parody with nylons, incest and anal; Trans Romance that didn't do as well as I had assumed at 4.59; and A Big Surprise which to my surprise had already been released in a vary different version. Oops. I found a half draft and wrote it unaware I had already written it. Luckily the last half stands on its own. Weirder, it has a 4.71 score, over 75,000 reads and 64 comments.
BONUS 1: The Turning Contest
There were nine Turning Contest stories released by far my favourite was A Mormon Visit (4.74). I also really hade some fun all of them, especially: A Maître (4.73), A Makeover (4.73), A Movie Theatre (4.69), and A Pizza Delivery (4.81).
Bonus 2: Trans School
While parts 3 and 4 were supposed to be released with illustrations this was when the policy changed. So, while I do have great illustrated versions for both... part four Daughter's Arrival is one of my hottest stories yet. There is one more chapter coming in 2026 that is written and half illustrated (this was the chapter I was working on when my great long-time collaborator Tex Beethoven passed away).
TWENTY: What is your favourite story you have ever written?
(Feel free to stop here if you don't want to read my rambling reflections of some of my best work).
What an impossible question to answer.
But I will answer it this way... with a few points of view.
MOST READ:
Based on the Top 250 of all-time (sorry for the repeat of the Top 10 from above):
8-Backseat Mommy: A Long Hard Ride (4.66) (9.78m)... and this story and series is still on of my favorites). It currently is over 9 and a half million reads. I can't wait to see it hit 10 million. A good score but no were near my Top 50.
32-Accidental Gangbang (4.52)(4.93m)... a story that bubbled at 4.49 forever and yet has over time become a well-loved classic that has led to sequels.
51-Family Affair-Backseat Sister (4.60)(3.89m) ...yet another backseat tale. They really do get a lot of reads.
59-"Pet Mommy": Becoming a Mommy-slut! (4.66)(3.48m)... perhaps my most outrageous title. It has a lot of words that draw readers in. It is a popular one for sons who fantasize turning their mother into their complete submissive three-hole fuck toy.
72-Blackmailed: Cheerleader's Cherry (4.53)(3.09m)... a rare non-consent story that was short, simple and nasty.
95-Big Fat Cock: A Hot Mommy Seduced (4.69)(3.48m)...a story that has climbed quickly into the Top 100. A lengthy, twisted, far-fetched story (and now series) where the power of a big cock will make any women a submissive slut. The series has been my most popular the past few years with every story doing very well, some even hitting 4.80+):
Big Fat Cock: A Hot Mommy Seduced (4.69)
Big Fat Cock: Anal Mommy (4.74)
Big Fat Cock: Double Penetration Fun (4.77)
Big Fat Cock: Dumb Cheerleader (4.72)
Big Fat Cock: Eating Asian (4.77)
Big Fat Cock: Ebony Sinners (4.72)
Big Fat Cock: Educating Mrs. Walker (4.81)
Big Fat Cock: Effing Foursome (4.74)
Big Fat Cock: Egged On (4.82)
Big Fat Cock: Eight Orgasms (4.55)
---The last part was illustrated which explains its much lower score; illustrated don't score well for reasons I don't understand.
---Also, a series that I have a lot of ideas to continue at some point
97-My Best Friend's Hot Mom (4.50)(2.68m)... a fetish that many boys and men have. A hot sexy MILF whose all three holes are available.
106-A Sister Surprise (4.77)(2.58m)... one of my favourite incest stories and likely one of my highest (especially for a debut story); three illustrated sequels followed. They were really quite hot in my opinion.
112-Best Present Ever (4.63)(2.48m)... another brother and sister story that evolved into mommy too later in the series. A story that cold use a re-write. It is also slowly falling in the Top 250 having been as high as 107 at some point (I update the scores every year or so).
130-"Stocking Tales": Office Submission (4.55)(2.32m)... my first illustrated story and a rare one where I had an actual model who created pictures specifically for this story. Yet, another story that is dropping slowly having been as high as 112 a few years ago.
136-Backseat Mommy: Ass Fucked (4.58)(2.29m)... my only sequel to land on the list.
139-"A Shemale Submission": A Lust Story (4.64)(2.27m)... an illustrated story where I live out one of my BIGGEST fantasies... Trans cock. This story won best illustrated of 2016.
142-"Mom & Daughters" A Family Affair (4.56)(2.25m)... one of many collaborations with the great Housewives at Play artist Rebecca. This one a hot, hot, hot lesbian sexfest. This story won best illustrated of 2015.
162-Daughter's Initiation Into Incest (4.55)(2.08m)... perhaps my most extreme nasty religious themes story. It is complete debauchery.
167-Mom-son: A Love Story (4.70)(2.04m)... another incest story, but this one with a little more romance than most of my mommy-son stories.
169-"Family Play": Brother's Lucky Day" (4.68)(2.02m)... one of my best illustrated stories because of the amazing artwork created for this story by DarkBreezly.
183-What Mom Knows Will Fuck Her (4.67)(1.95m)... a Halloween one-off story that ended up being a massive novella that I even ended with 10 chapters. A great series to see my early style and to have multiple masturbation experiences.
189-Bedding the Babysitter Ch. 01 (4.65)(1.93m)... the first chapter of another lengthy series about a young girl who ends up immersed in a wild, wicked world of lesbianism. It needs at least one more chapter oner day.
191-Awakening: 7 Slutty Blackmail Tasks (4.66)(1.92m)... another story with elegant artwork by DarkBreezly. This one is a wild one that has a MILF opening 7 wild tasks to avoid a secret being revealed... of course, there is a much bigger secret revealed at the end.
198-"Taking" My Sister's Virginity (4.71)(1.88m)... a rare story on this list that didn't have a sequel. If you like sibling incest it is well worth the read.
206-Revenge of the Nerd: Bitch Sister (4.51)(1.86m)... my only mind control story that is so high. It is the first chapter of a fun series where a guy uses a mind control drug to get revenge on every person that ever bullied or betrayed him. Another rare series that had an actual ending.
Other over a million reads:
-"Incest Submission": Mom & Son (4.67)... this old story was briefly on the top 250 list... peaking at 240 as far as I can tell.
-"Stocking Tales": Face Full of Cum (4.56)... a hot one where the HOUSEWIFE KELLY allowed me to use her past photos to create a story focused on facials. MMMMMMmmmmmm.
Blackmailed: Cheerleader's Mom (4.61).. the second and final part of the Blackmailed series.
-A Sister Surprise: A Kinky Day (4.59)... the follow up to A Sister Surprise... where brother gets her fial taboo hole.
-Shemale Surprise (4.69)... a story that really needs a sequel. A married man is seduced and taken by a friend of his wife's.
-Straight Housewife Blackmailed (4.50)... another hot Rebecca illustrated story.
-Cocksucking College Sister (4.48)... my first under 4.50 story on this list. A pretty good plot but alas it is poorly written. Written way back in 201l.
-A Sister Surprise: Drunk Mommy (4.62)... the third story in the series to place, and the 4th in the series... this time mom is added to the mix. It won the best illustrated story of 2019.
-Cheerleader's Mom: Mom's Lap-a-Thon (4.52)... I think my first attempt at making illustrations. I think a pretty hot series
-Mom Submission (4.67)... mom sees her son fucking another MILG which leads to a sexual incestuous awakening.
-A Mommy-Slut: A Naughty Nurse Mommy (4.50)... another illustrated story by me.
-Making Mommy Mine (4.65)... my second ever incest story and the first that wasn't inspired by another person's work.
-Aunt's Stockings & Mom's Pantyhose (4.50)... a rare illustrated that still has most of its pics... only one missing for no good reason at all... as none of these have any nudity. PS: A couple of the pics are from a much younger me.
-"Pet Mommy": DP Mommy-Slut! (4.69)... the sequel.
-A Happy Marriage: A Stockings Tale (4.51)... a illustrated story that explores a marriage that needs a change and boy does it get one.
-Cheerleader's Mom: Fucking Her Ass (4.52)... another sequel.
-"Stocking Tales": Boss's Pet (4.72)... this one was a major project. It originally was illustrated and that version is yummy... but was reedited at the request of the model later. It did win an Award for best illustrated back in 2015.
-Milf's Teen Crazed Cunt Fantasy (4.52).... A really nasty Rebecca illustrated story.
-Gangbang Mommy (4.49)... a straight forward mom gets gangbanged story.
-"Best Wife Ever!" 12 Days of Sexmas (4.69)... a rare romantic with excessive kink story where a wife plans 12 sexual adventures for herself & husband.
-Best Present Ever: Cheerleader Orgy (4.65)... another sequel... and many guys fantasies... fucking cheerleaders.
-A Mom-Daughter Swap: A Welcoming (4.56)... not surprising another Rebecca story lands on the list... this one creates a secret lesbian society.
-Backseat Mommy: Jam-Packed with Cum (4.62)... a third chapter makes the list.
-Kinky Tales: I Pegged my Husband (4.79)... a very popular story about pegging that was kinky and romantic. It also was released at the same time with the story told from the point of view of the husband. It won Anal story of 2015.
-What Mom Knows Fucks Her Again (4.71)... another sequel
-1950s: 1st Time with a Girl (4.52)... my favourite Rebecca series as I mix the present with the past in this lengthy series as a granddaughter reads the illustrated diary of her recently past grandma.
-"Oh" Submission Town: A Mother Falls (4.69)... my first religious themed series where a wholesome MILF gets pulled into submission by her daughter and learns the town is nowhere close to what she thought it was.
-Hypnosissy 01: Becoming a Cocksucker (4.78)... easily the series that gets the most e-mails and most requests for sequels... even though there has already been 11 chapters. It opens with a straight guy watches porn tapes that are not what they seem drawing him into a feminine and bisexual side he had no idea was within him.
BEST RATINGS: (a more reasonable assessment of what is my best work)
-Hypnosissy 11 (4.85)... a series that has become more and more popular as time progressed. I do have ideas to continue this story... hopefully on 2026.
-Fate of the Fishbowl (4.84)... if I had to pick one story... this would be my favourite. I really tried to write an authentic romance story and feel I mostly made it work. The story won for hottest female character of 2022.
-(The) Breast of Times (4.83)... I had no idea this 2025 story had such a high score. It was a unique story about a fetish I had never written before. Either a sequel or a second breast focused story is on my to do list.
-Jasmine's Lesbian AirBnB (4.83)... I like writing stories that star me. This one was a dream I had once and turned into a story. I am a little surprised it is this high of a score as I think I have better lesbian stories... but it is a fun fantasy.
-Sexual Sissy Awakening (4.83)... a crazy story where a fan asked me to actually help him become a sissy. I apologized that I didn't have time to do that, but I then turned it into a story. As mentioned above, way more men than you would possible imagine have secret sissy fantasies. I have had many fire fighters email me about their secret sissy desires... teachers, lawyers... and more times than not they are married. The point is that it isn't the stereotypes many would think... often they are good looking, muscular, and manly.
-Bedding the Babysitter Ch. 09 (4.82)... this was my first huge lesbian series. Part 1 is one of my most read stories and all of them have really good ratings. Of any lesbian story I have written, this is the one that gets the most e-mails. IT does likely need a final chapter.
-Hypnosissy 07: Glory Hole with Nerds (4.82)... Hmmmmmm... two in the top 10. I suppose I really should make this a priority to continue.
-Bedding the Babysitter Ch. 03 (4.82)... I had no idea there were two of this series in the Top 10.
-Twenty Questions 2022 (4.82) and Twenty-One More Questions (4.82) and Twenty Questions (4.82) and Twenty-Two More Questions (4.82)... these question essays have all done really well. I am always flattered when people care enough to want to know more about me or care about my opinions. The series won a couple best of the year essay awards.
-Big Fat Cock: Egged On (4.82)... a huge incest series that may still have more chapters. I loved chapter one and if you saw the illustrated version of the series it has potential for many more. It is a really kinky series where incest is everywhere. That said, one of my least believable series.
-Lez Awakening: Halloween Hijinks (4.82)... one of my favourite lesbian stories... as I wish I could have had such an experience in my younger sweet, innocent, naive and curious days. The story won one of the best Halloween stories in 2018.
-OnlyFamily Ch. 02: First Blowjob (4.82)... while I think part 1 is better, sequels often get better scores because only people who liked part 1 will read part 2. The entire series is wicked and likely would make a perfect Brazzers porn series (changing the kids to step-kids lol).
-Prostate Awakening (4.81)... this was a simple Halloween contest story that took off. The story has over 320,000 reads in three years which is a lot for a gay story. I had part 2 half written and lost it all. This is one of my hottest straight guy discovers the joys of gay sex.
-She-Male School: A Teacher Seduced (4.81)... the original story is one of my best trans stories and stars me. I would definitely work at such a school. The series was re-written and expanded in the illustrated series Trans School (which has one chapter left to release in early 2026; the chapter that was half illustrated when my great editor and illustrator passed away).
-What Mom Knows is a Family Orgy (4.81)... my first huge incest series... this being the final chapter. It is a wicked series full of plot twists and epic sex. This series was one where I began to explore the power of quality characterization and in depth plot... while keeping the sex on high intensity.
-Turning Contest: A Pizza Delivery (4.81)... my longest series and a very recent release finally has a 4.80 plus score. The series has been so much fun... quick lesbian seductions... while adding the odd character development as the series evolves. There will be 32 chapters when it comes to end... finally... in 2026. Although, fans will help decide if there should be a chapter 33.
-Trans Summer (4.81)... I think my best Trans story. It is sexy, sweet, romantic and still kinky. The naughty popular story won for best trans character in 2021.
-Big Fat Cock: Educating Mrs. Walker (4.81)... yet another chapter from the series... this time including a sexy, slutty, me... including a rare story that involves cuckolding.
-OnlyFamily' (4.80)... as mentioned above this is the better chapter in my opinion
-What Mom Knows Fucks Her in Vegas (4.80)... another wicked and wild chapter in this series. This one ups the kink and the romance.
-Butch and the Cheerleader (4.80)... like 'Fate of The Fishbowl' a mostly romantic story... this time with a pretty interesting plot that tries to break stereotypes.
-Lesbian MILF Seductress: Pre-MILF (4.80)... another lengthy lesbian series. This chapter a prequel telling how the main seductress began her journey to becoming a Mistress.
-Willow's Way Ch. 04 (4.80)... a rare fun series based on Buffy the Vampire Slayer and focusing on intense anal sex scenes.
-Spiced-Up Marriage: A Big Surprise (4.80)... one of my more kinky stories where a husband and wife both get to share their same-sex curiosity together. A really fun romp. The story won best fetish story in 2020.
-Love at First Suck (4.80)... a story I had no idea had such a high score. One of my rare older men, younger girl stories that is sexy and romantic.
-Double Booked & Double Parked... (4.80)... a wild one from the mind of Breezy that is really hot with a mixture of gay and a surprise woman who needs dick too.
-Lesbian Seduction: A Stockings Tale... (4.80)... an older one. One of my biggest fantasies a teen Mistress who turns me into a submissive lesbian pet.
I could stop here, but I am a diva and want to keep talking about my stories... so I will do 4.79 as well.
-Kinky Tales: I Pegged my Husband (4.79)... with over a million reads this one has been very popular as has been the entire series. Likely by far my best pegging story, I think.
-GILF for the Holidays (4.79)... a story from last Christmas that did really well about a wild encounter with a 18-year-old and a GILF.
-Mom's Tantric Massage Ch. 02 (4.79)... my first use and learning of the power of pot lube was this series. All three incest-fueled chapters are kinky as fuck.
-15 Steps to Seduce a Step Mommy (4.79)... a good story with a lot of rather realistic advice on how to seduce a older woman.
-Sorority MILFs Day 03 (4.79)... a series I should finish as it was so fun and hot. The idea of two MILF's joining a sorority full of naughty pledge tasks was a lot of fun.
-Big Girls Need Love Too (4.79)... another Breezy tale. This one allowed me to explore different types of women, something I have continued to do in my more recent stories. A large insecure woman discovers the joys of life and sex with the help of a petite personal trainer.
-DARK Submission: A Bisexual Journey (4.79)... my first real couple get to explore their bisexual side. This time interracial.
-Pillow Princess Club Ch. 11 (4.79)... my second longest series after 'The Turning Contest'. Tells the story of a woman who goes on a marathon sapphic journey over a very short period. This one has her eat 6 pussies in a relatively short time.
-What Mom Knows Fucks Her Sister (4.79)... another chapter in this popular incest-fest. T
Mom, Nana and Son team up to seduce bitchy prude relative.
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-Lesbian MILF Seductress: Nurse (4.79)... Bree may be my ultimate lesbian seductress and this one of my hottest and earliest adventures for her.
-Bedding the Babysitter Ch. 08 (4.79)... another adventure for sweet young Jenny. This time as a maid at a lesbian fundraising orgy for Gov. Greene.
-Lez Discovery: A Church MILF Pet (4.79)... I really didn't even remember this one. Yet, another hot young woman seduces a MILF with an added touch of religious debauchery.
-Debutante MILF Lesbian Submissive (4.79)... one of my favourite lesbian seduction stories and one I have considered rewriting. As I have hopefully become a better writer the past decade. This one is hot, wicked and full of twists.
-Hypnosissy 06: Educated to be Pegged (4.79)... another entry in the exotic world of Hypno videos that turn straight men into cock sucking submissives.
-Trans Sister (4.79)... one of my favourite trans stories. It really gets into the sister's mindset and has some really kinky sex. The story won for best transgender character in 2022.
-Becoming a Lesbian Slave Ch. 02 (4.79)... the series is a novella of sorts and one of the rare ones that I
Pet tries to regain control, but falls deeper into submission.
-Twenty-Two Questions Again: Lists (4.79)... while a little outdated now, this one is different as it is a bunch of lists of all my favourite things.
-One Night on Hedo Island (4.79)... one of my nastiest stories. It really is fucking hot. This is one I really planned to add to. I am moving it to my must do list.


-A Kinky Love Story (4.79)... another romantic story, although erotica romantic, where a popular girl who is originally disgusted by a nerd guy ends up willingly doing a variety of nasty things to get interested in her.
-Pillow Princess Club (4.79)... a rare story where the first chapter of the series ends up so high. The main character isn't me, but sure has a lot of my personality, and she does all the things I wish I was brave enough to do.
So... that was rather self-indulgent... but I am an erotica diva.
MOST COMMENTS:
It is hard to get readers to leave comments... for example 422 comments for a story that has 9.78 million reads. Alas, that is the nature of the beast.
So here are all the 200 plus comment stories:
ONE: Family Affair: Backseat Sister... 425
TWO: Backseat Mommy: A Long Hard Ride... 422
THREE: Big Fat Cock: A Hot Mommy Seduced...375
FOUR: Becoming a Lesbian Slave Ch. 03...342
This story really pushed for a finale and many voted on which way the story should go. It is a really complex lesbian series about submissives and dominants.
FIVE: A Sister Surprise... 340
SIX: Accidental Gangbang...302
SEVEN-Shemale Surprise... 293 (why it likely needs a sequel)
EIGHT: Catching Mommy: Housewife Lesbians...261
Another time where I had readers decide who should win: the sub or the dome
NINE: Best Present Ever: Bitch Sister... 275
TEN: "Stocking Tales": Office Submission... 275
ELEVEN: Family Affair: Bathroom Mommy... 264
A series that was supposed to have more than two chapters... alas, I have not continued it.
TWELVE: "Mom-Son": A Love Story... 263
THIRTEEN: Backseat Mommy: Mom's Lap of Luxury...253
A last chapter that is requesting more chapters.
FOURTEEN: Hypnosissy 11... 251
Another last chapter that is begging more chapters.
FIFTEEN: Hypnosissy 03: Big Nerd Cock.. 247
SIXTEEN: Backseat Mommy: Lustful 3-Hole Slut... 244
SEVENTEEN: Hypnosissy 01: Becoming a Cocksucker...244
EIGHTEEN: "Sissified": 12 Days of Sissy-mas... 236
NINETEEN: Awakening: 7 Slutty Blackmail Tasks... 233
TWENTY: Daughter's Initiation into Incest... 228
TWENTY-ONE: "Pet Mommy": Becoming a Mommy-Slut!...227
TWENTY-TWO: A Mom & Son Affair: Accidental Orgy...223
One of my favourite incest stories. A son and mom go on a holiday and end up in a wild sexual encounter with strangers.
TWENTY-THREE: "Taking" My Sister's Virginity...219
TWENTY-FOUR: My Son's Lap... 216
A more recent one about sitting on a lap... this time when her son is dressed as Santa.
TWENTY-FIVE: "Family Play": Brother's Lucky Day...211
TWENTY-SIX: Bedding the Babysitter Ch. 06... 204
TWENTY-SEVEN: Back Seat Sister Slip... 203
This will shock you... a backseat story. Oddly, one I planned to continue but never have.
Well. That is the end of another year.
I hope you have a great New Year's Eve and a great start to 2026.
My advice... make sure you get laid to after midnight and start 2026 with a bang (literally).
PS: Please write down what story you MOST want to see me go back to and add a new chapter to. I will commit, as time allows, to write at least one more chapter to whatever story is most requested in the comments below.
Jasmine 2026
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Turning Contest: A Princess
Summary: Portia takes phone sex to a new level with royalty and movie stars.
All characters in sexual situations are 18 years of age and older.
Any real life positions are used fictitiously, current holders of those positions are not implied to be sexy, pussy-hungry sluts - though one can always hope.
Thanks to hfernandez1983 for the story idea suggestion.
Thanks to OhDave1 and Shuj for proofreading and Small_Island for editing.
THE TURNING CONTEST is a week-long competition between five MILF best friends over who can turn more straight teens, college girls and women.
The prize: The winner gets a weekend with the other four women's 18-year-old daughters.
Although each story definitely stands on its own, this is the thirty-first seduction scene. Here is a quick refresher of what has happened so far.
1. Turning Contest: A Beautiful Blonde, in which seductress VERONICA STONE seduces a teen in her clothing store.
2. Turning Contest: A Cute Maid, in which reluctant seductress (she is more a submissive) and rich wife CAROL WHITE seduces and dominates her temporary maid.
3. Turning Contest: A Delicious Model, in which seductress and casting agent PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute 19-year-old model who is auditioning for a part in the new Matt Damon movie.
4. Turning Contest: A Desperate Asian, in which black professor CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a shy Japanese student in her office.
5. Turning Contest: A Dominated Thief, in which store owner VERONICA STONE molests an 18-year-old who tried to steal from her store.
6. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bday Girl, in which married seductress JASMINE JONES molests, seduces and fucks a 21-year-old birthday girl at a club.
7. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bride 2 Be, in which JASMINE JONES continues her night at the club by seducing a friend of the birthday girl as well as a bride-to-be at her bachelorette party.
8. Turning Contest: A Edible Waitress, in which CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a cute, big breasted, 18-year-old waitress at an open-all-night diner.
9. Turning Contest: A Fashionable Cutie, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute Victoria's Secret saleswoman in a change room.
10. Turning Contest: A Fateful Birthday, in which CAROL WHITE seduces a chubby girl at the beach and doubles down on a peeping Belle.
11. Turning Contest: A Former Student, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into a former student, goes back to her place and seduces her slyly.
12. Turning Contest: A Friend in Need, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces, somewhat by accident, her good friend who just caught her husband sucking cock in her kitchen.
13. Turning Contest: A Friend of Amy's, in which VERONICA STONE gets her third turn with a surprisingly quirky nerd with the assistance of her first seduction (turn 1: A Beautiful Blonde).
14. Turning Contest: A Girl Guide's Sis, in which JASMINE JONES seduces an 18-year-old selling cookies for her younger sister and who just happens to be her own daughter's cross-town rival.
15. Turning Contest: A Hit & Lick, in which CRYSTAL WATSON is hit from behind at a red light by a teen girl and uses the opportunity to get not one, but two turns seducing the nerdish driver and her Muslim friend.
16. Turning Contest: A Kinky Cuckquean, in which VERONICA STONE catches two teens having sex in one of her dressing rooms and uses it to blackmail them into submitting sexually to her.
17. Turning Contest: A Kismet Encounter, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into her daughter's grade three teacher in line at a coffee shop and brings her home for a sweet seduction.
18. Turning Contest: A Lick for a Raise, in which VERONICA STONE turns a good employee who may be trying to blackmail her, into a pussy licking and strap-on taking pet.
19. Turning Contest: A Lick Shop, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces and turns a mother and daughter individually at a fancy dress shop.
20. Turning Contest: A Lift, in which PORTIA JAMES picks up and turns an elderly woman stranded on the side of the road.
21. Turning Contest: A Maître D, in which PORTIA JAMES continues her hot streak seducing a young southern belle at a five-star restaurant.
22. Turning Contest: A Makeover, in which CRYSTAL WATSON with her daughter's help seduces a shy nerd using vegetables as an appetizer.
23. Turning Contest: A Mommy Fantasy, in which CAROL WHITE meets up with a young stranger to role-play a wicked Mommy lesbian fantasy.
24. Turning Contest: A Mormon Visit, in which VERONICA STONE gets a visit from a pair of Mormon girls who she challenges about their faith and seduces both of them.
25. Turning Contest: A Mother-In-Law, in which JASMINE JONES gets a call from her upset mother-in-law. One thing leads to another and she fucks her 65-year-old mother-in-law and invites her daughter over to join in a family threesome.
26. Turning Contest: A Movie Theatre, in which CAROL WHITE meets up with an earlier turn in the day, Tabitha, where she services the birthday girl again and seduces the teen's best friend for a wild threesome.
27. Turning Contest: A Muslim, in which JASMINE JONES slyly seduces a wealthy
Muslim woman.
28. Turning Contest: A Pizza Delivery, in which CRYSTAL WATSON gets a surprise
turn possibility from a cute pizza delivery girl that turns into a wild night of sex and the
taking of all three of her holes.
29. Turning Contest: A Porn Shop, in which VERONICA STONE ends up at a porn
shop where she meets a woman divorced that day and helps her enjoy an abundance
of cock at a glory hole.
30. Turning Contest: A Pregnant Woman, in which JASMINE JONES seduces and
helps induce a past-her-due-date woman that leads to a threesome in a bathroom.
31. TURNING CONTEST: A Princess
Portia was frustrated. There had been a lot of turns since her last one. She checked her phone after two new updates and found she was now tied for third.
Score at 11:30 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 8
Veronica: 8
Portia: 7
Jasmine: 6
Carol: 5
Score at 11:36 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 8
Veronica: 8
Jasmine: 7
Portia: 7
Carol: 5
I Since arriving at the charity gala, she'd thought she'd found some potential turn possibilities, but as was sometimes the case at events like this, many, if not most, of the women here were already bisexual if not downright lesbian (a growing trend she usually liked). There were also over a dozen women here she had already turned. The saying, 'there were always more fish in the sea', was becoming harder to prove.
Still, the evening had been fun. She'd chatted with the mother and daughter she had seduced earlier in the day and even introduced them to Montana Wallace, a new massive movie star. She'd visited celebrities, had a couple cocktails and was asked to cast an upcoming action film staring Channing Tatum. So, it hadn't been a wasted night, it just hadn't allowed for a turn.
But now, having seen both Crystal and Veronica land turn eight and with the aggressive Jasmine at seven at the fertile hunting grounds of a wedding, Portia knew she couldn't leave her own ripe event without at least one. Plus, it would be a complete waste of a hotel room. She'd gotten one expecting multiple turns and now as the clock ticked closer to midnight, not that that was any hard deadline, she felt like Cinderella but not yet enjoying the ball.
The frustrated huntress went and grabbed herself a drink, her fourth, and perused the guests one more time. There had been a few possibilities, but they had either left, been surrounded by an entourage, or the opportunity to approach the target hadn't arisen yet. One of those with both entourage and opportunity issues was also among the most intriguing - an actual, honest-to-God princess according to talk around the party and supported by the attire of the young beauty and her parents. And there she was, finally alone and not with her family. Portia glanced over to see her parents were chatting with Mark Polon, the newest in a long line of action stars and saw a brief window of opportunity.
One of the key money makers for the gala was its silent auction, mainly of items donated by the big stars and business tycoons associated with the charity. The auction was being conducted in rounds, with the previous group of items having been closed out at eleven. There were now only twelve items left, the big money tag ones, which would be auctioned off at midnight. Portia's young dream target was looking over the final items, apparently considering making a bid. The kinky MILF walked over and saw that the princess seemed engrossed by a large, beautifully framed photo of the gorgeous actress Amy Andrews, apparently dressing for a scene from her latest blockbuster. Amy quite serendipitously happened to not only be a friend of Portia's, but a previous turn. Gliding up behind the princess, she said, "Are you an Amy Andrews fan too?"
The blonde head turned to her, confirming that the eyes were as blue and the smile as sweet as Portia had noted from a distance. "Yes," the young woman said, "ever since I was a child."
"She is an amazing actress," Portia answered. Then, after seeing the current price on the bidding sheet, she said, "Oh my, the bidding always gets out of hand here."
"Yes, Dad will kill me if we actually win it," the blonde beauty said, having just put 25,000 on the piece of paper.
"If you want her autograph, I can probably get it for you for 125,000 less than that," Portia smiled.
"Really?"
"Amy's a friend of mine."
"Really?" the princess repeated.
"Yes, we know each other from the industry, I'm a casting agent, my name is Portia."
"I'm Astrid," the princess replied trying to behave like a princess and not an excited teenager.
They shook hands and Portia said, a slim idea popping into her head, "If you want, I can likely get her on the phone and you can talk to her."
"Really?" Astrid said, unable to hold back her excitement any longer. Amy Andrews was her favourite celebrity and one of the reasons she had been excited to come to this gala. While her parents were trying to woo Hollywood bigwigs to do some movie filming in Norway, she was just trying to spy and maybe meet some celebrities. Unfortunately, only Amy's photo had shown up here tonight and she had been too shy to really try to talk to any other stars. All she had met were people behind the scenes and that was boring. Little did she know that she'd just met a behind-the-scenes person who was as far away from boring as possible.
"Yes, she is a good friend of mine," Portia said, which was not a lie. Amy's first starring role had been in the second movie Portia had ever worked on, and both had gone on to be leaders in their careers and remained good friends... and, of course, they had fucked on many occasions after the former teen star had reached adulthood.
"That would be amazing," Astrid said, unable to hide her youthful excitement.
With the popular band Weezer currently performing, Portia said, "It's a little loud in here to make a call."
"We could go up to my hotel room," Astrid suggested, excited about this possibility.
"Lead the way," Portia warmly smiled, thinking this was almost too easy, although she had no idea if this beautiful bombshell was straight or ever explored her same-sex sexuality.
Astrid looked over at her parents and saw them engaged in a conversation with their security people focused on them and although she knew they would freak out if they saw her leave with a stranger, she did it anyway. She was in America. She was about to possibly get to meet her favourite movie star. For once, she was going to do something for herself.
In the elevator, Portia asked, "Are you an actual princess?"
"Yes."
"If you don't mind me asking, how old are you?"
"Eighteen."
"Have you ever done any acting?"
"My whole life is acting," the princess pointed out.
"How so?"
"Always smiling, always having to be on, living a life as a royal instead of an average teenager," she listed off, for some reason revealing many of her frustrations with the world she was born into.
"I never thought of it that way."
"I don't mean to complain, I actually live a very blessed life," Astrid said, not wanting to sound whiny. "It's just I don't get to really live it with any choice."
"That must be hard."
"It can be," the girl said. "My main role in life was predetermined before I was even born."
"To become Queen."
"Yes."
"Do you want to be Queen?"
"I have no choice."
"Everyone has a choice," Portia pointed out. "Look at Harry and Meghan."
Having known Harry her whole life through the small overlapping circles of royal families, she'd come to see him as a cool, kind older cousin and was quite envious of Harry's new life. However, he had William, and she had no older sibling. "Yes," she told her new confidante, "but they were not next in line for the throne. And besides, I'm not sure it went as well for them as they'd hoped."
"They seem happy."
"They are, except for all the cruel rumours and tabloid crudeness."
"Well, I'm in no way encouraging you to do a Harry, but you are young. You need to make sure you get to lead a life you want to lead."
"That's good advice," Astrid said, although she wouldn't even know where to begin.
"For example," Portia said, as the elevator reached the top floor of the top hotel in the city, and she realized that turning contest aside, she was possibly facing a great business opportunity for both of them. "With your name and your absolute beauty, I'm sure I could get you in a major motion picture in a day."
"Really?" the teen said in awe.
"Absolutely," the older woman nodded.
"I've always wanted to act," Astrid said, "but Mom wouldn't let me do any plays at school no matter how much I begged."
"Well, you're legally an adult now, both in the USA and Norway" Portia pointed out, as the elevator doors opened, "you can make your own decisions."
"Yes, you're right," the blonde beauty agreed. "Of course, it would be a fight and a massive guilt trip about my duty to my country."
"I'm not sure being in a movie would be an insult to your country," Portia said, as they entered the huge suite. "In fact, it may help showcase your country."
"You don't know my parents," the teen replied with a slight laugh.
Yet, in the laugh, Portia heard sadness and acceptance of a life she didn't want. "No, I don't, but I know you will never be happy if you don't do something completely for you."
Astrid ruminated on those words. This woman was right.
Before the blonde could say anything, Portia saw a dress hanging up on a hotel travel cart. "Is that yours?"
"Yes, it's for an event at the embassy tomorrow night."
"It's absolutely gorgeous."
"It's one of my rare wins."
"Rare wins?"
"Yes, I insisted they shorten it," Astrid explained. "It used to go to my ankles. I refused to wear it unless it was made to go to my knees."
"Well, I think that is a great choice," Portia said, an idea popping into her head. "I'll text Amy to see if she is available. While I do that why don't you change into that outfit."
"Why?"
"I'll pitch the movie idea to Amy herself," Portia suggested.
"What idea is that?"
"A princess in New York or something like that," Portia shrugged.
"Just like that?" When the beautiful older woman nodded confidently, Astrid agreed, the idea of being in a movie leading the way for her decisions. "Okay. Can you unzip me?"


"Of course," Portia agreed, loving how gracefully, how submissively the lovely thing twirled to offer her long back to a stranger's hands. She slid the zipper down slowly, dragging fingertips behind over the soft skin.
"I'll be right back."
"No, change right here," Portia said.
"Why?"
"In case I get a hold of Amy quickly."
"Oh, okay," Astrid agreed. She was not shy about her body and servants had seen her naked since she was born. As such, this stranger seeing her in her undergarments did not faze her at all.
Portia texted Amy: Can you do a video call with an actual princess from Norway in about five minutes? It was the middle of the night where Amy was, but Portia had little expectation her randy friend was sleeping since she wasn't currently filming.
Astrid slid out of her dress and Portia said, "So do you have a boyfriend? Or have your parents already chosen your husband?"
Astrid sighed. "My dad has already set me up with a few boys of royal blood in other countries and a couple of billionaires."
"Shoot, I was kidding."
"Yeah, and they are all pretentious, spoiled assholes," Astrid said, now just in a white bra, panties and pantyhose. "Sorry for the language."
"No need to be sorry," Portia said. "In the movie business, you have to have a foul mouth sometimes."
Astrid replied, "Usually I have to be ultra proper."
"I imagine," Portia nodded. "Have you kissed any of the princes yet?"
"Mostly frogs, but yes."
"Have you ever kissed a girl?" Portia threw out there in hopes a turn was possible.
"No," Astrid answered, a little surprised by the question. Although, she had had many fantasies of being with girls including Amy Andrews. She wasn't sure she was gay, but she also wasn't sure she wasn't.
"Have you ever wanted to?" Portia asked.
"That's not really an option," Astrid said, as she put the dress on.
"I didn't ask if it was an option," Portia pointed out. "I asked have you ever wanted to?"
"On occasion, yes," Astrid admitted.
"See, that wasn't so hard."
"It's just that reality and fantasy are quite different."
"But they don't have to be," Portia pointed out.
"I don't know."
"Like right now," Portia said with more heat. "You look so stunning in that dress that it's like the reality and fantasy of the beautiful princess are standing right in front of me."
The girl's pale cheeks flushed, and Portia felt a rush of heat herself, between her legs. As she considered how to get the rosy royal cheeks between her thighs, her phone binged. Perhaps the answer to her question had arrived? She checked the message:
I'm free now. Although I do have a married hotel manager between my legs at the moment. Your turn contest inspired me to seduce a straight woman myself. A Norwegian princess?! Is she a possible turn for you?
Portia had told Amy about the turning contest during a chat the day before, so she wasn't surprised the equally wicked movie star had automatically put the pieces together. She responded with: Lucky hotel manager, I do miss that sweet pussy of yours. As for the princess, yes, I am hoping for a turn there - it does look promising. But also, I think she might be perfect for that lesbian movie you've had problems casting.
"Is that Miss Andrews?" Astrid asked excitedly.
"It is," Portia nodded as she again pictured the lithe beauty playing Amy's love interest in the lesbian Christmas movie her friend wanted to make. The project hadn't been officially approved yet, but with Amy and a real-life princess on board...?
"Is she willing to chat with me?" the girl chittered, again struggling to restrain her teen instincts.
"I'm sure she will," Portia said. "Let me find out."
Portia texted her: Please video call when you can.
"I've texted her."
"Okay."
"Have you ever thought of leaving home?"
"Only in my fantasies."
"What other fantasies do you have?"
Astrid's cheeks went red at the question even as the older woman now stood right before her.
"You know you are one beautiful young woman," Portia complimented, leaning in close.
"Thank you," Astrid said, feeling her body warm at this sensual woman's breath caressing her cheek.
"Can I kiss you?" Portia asked.
Astrid was surprised by the question, yet not really. She could see the look in this woman's eyes. She had seen it many times in the looks she got from men. Astrid surprised herself and Portia when she didn't answer with words but simply leaned in and kissed the older woman... curiosity instantly getting the best of her.
Portia kissed the princess back, pleasantly surprised at how well things were going and regretting her last text which was sure to interrupt the turn now.
Astrid was herself surprised -- by the softness of the woman's lips, so much different than a man's lips. She also couldn't believe the difference in the kiss. Unlike two pairs of lips pressed together aggressively and randomly, this was tender and intimate.
It had lasted under a minute when Portia's phone rang. She broke the kiss and pressed accept. "Hey, beautiful, how are you?"
"I'm doing very well," Amy said. "It's always great to see you."
"Right back at you."
"So, I hear you have someone for me to meet."
Astrid could hear the familiar voice and was in utter giddy excitement. She'd been disappointed when the kiss was broken, but the idea of being able to meet her movie idol and secret lesbian crush was unbelievable.
"I do, and I think she would be great in that lesbian Christmas movie you've been putting together," Portia said, making this up on the spot.
Amy, great at improv, responded knowing exactly where this was going. "Would she? We have been casting for two weeks and I haven't found the chemistry needed for it."
Astrid's eyes went wide. A lesbian movie? Starring Amy Andrews?
"Well, you know my instincts are almost always right," Portia pointed out.
"Is she a lesbian?" Amy asked. "You know I'm big on using authentic characters."
"Well, she just kissed me," Portia responded, "but I think she is more lesbian curious than lesbian at the moment."
Astrid gasped at what was just said about her... even though it was all true.
"Well, let's find out, let me see her," Amy asked.
Portia turned the phone around to give Amy a full-length view of the young beauty in her glamorous dress, then handed an overwhelmed Astrid the phone. "H-h-hi," Astrid stammered, still processing the reality she was talking to her idol. Sure, she was only four years older than her, but Amy Andrews had already had a successful television show, a number-one album and three straight box office number-ones.
"Don't be shy, I'm Amy."
"I know who you are," Astrid giggled. "I'm Astrid."
"Portia tells me you would like to be an actress."
"Well, it's something I have always been interested in," Astrid said. "But my parents would kill me."
"Why?"
Astrid sighed softly. "I know this sounds pretentious but I'm the Princess of Norway."
"That explains the outfit," Amy said. "By the way, you look absolutely radiant and sexy in it."
"Really? Thank you so much," Astrid said beaming from the compliment. She knew she was beautiful, she was told it every day. So often that the words had come to mean absolutely nothing. Yet, coming from this beautiful woman it meant the world.
"Are you eighteen?"
"Yes."
"Then you are old enough to make your own decisions."
"That is what I said," Portia responded, currently very indecisive. Part of her thought to just put a strap-on on and try fucking her during the conversation, but another part of her wanted a smooth seduction. That said, she had no idea how long her parents would be occupied or notice their royal daughter was gone and get worried.
"So, I hate to be blunt, but it's very late here in New York, would you be willing to audition for the role with me?"
"Yes, definitely," Astrid said without hesitation. She would deal with the ramifications and fury of her parents later.
"So, are you a lesbian?"
"I don't know."
"Have you been with a woman?"
"No, I just had my first kiss with a woman a couple of minutes ago."
"Did you like it?"
"Yes," the princess answered sheepishly.
"Don't be embarrassed," Amy said. "Embrace your sexuality. From my experience women give women the best pleasure."
"They do?"
"Yes, they do," Amy said, giving out a soft moan from the slow tongue of the hotel manager. "Now, I don't mean to be difficult, but I think it's very important you have an intimate experience with another woman before we meet."
"You do?"
"Yes, and I want to watch," Amy said, as she saw, and Astrid felt, arms wrap around her and hands cup her young, firm breasts.
"Consider it the first phase of your audition," the long-distance director continued. "I want you to obey every command Mistress Portia gives you."
"Mistress Portia?" Astrid said shocked, even as she was felt up by said 'Mistress'.
"Yes, she will teach you the pure pleasure a woman can give another woman," Amy said. "She did so to me."
"She did?"
"She did," Amy said, having enjoyed being this older woman's submissive since they first met... finding the age difference an erotic kink... something she had continued on with ever since. "Hello, Mistress."
Portia placed her chin on the princess's shoulder and smiled at the screen of the phone the girl held out in front of her. "Hello, my pet. We do need to get together soon"
"Yes, I miss that pussy of yours," Amy said, as she let out another soft moan.
'Was Amy Andrews masturbating while talking to us?' The princess wondered, as she felt the hands release her wonderfully throbbing breasts, lift up her dress enough for one to get to her pussy and begin rubbing it the way she imagined Amy was doing in New York.
"I miss that sweet pussy of yours too," Portia smiled back. This was the third time she had used the 'call Amy trick' to seduce a girl and so far it had a hundred percent success rate.
"You ready for your audition, Princess?" Amy asked, amazed at the natural beauty and grace of this blonde princess; Portia might indeed have scored for them professionally as well as sexually.
"I don't know," Astrid moaned, as she allowed this woman to rub her pussy and make her entire body spark with desire. Somehow this was much more pleasurable than the rare times she masturbated.
"I need to know you can authentically play a lesbian," Amy explained.
"Her pussy is so wet," Portia announced, as she rubbed the pussy through the panties and pantyhose while allowing her hot breath to tease the girl's neck.
"Why are you wet?" Amy asked.
"I don't know," Astrid answered, even as the pleasure of just being touched in a circular motion had her head going light.
"I want to watch Portia eat your pussy, I want to see if you can just give in and allow pleasure to consume you," Amy said, as Portia moved her hands away from the wet pussy and tugged down the pantyhose and panties in one experienced tug.
"Is this really part of the audition?" Astrid asked, even as she lifted her feet up one at a time to allow this outrageous woman to take off her panties and pantyhose.
"In Hollywood, you either have to suck and fuck your way to the top or know the right women," Amy explained. "Portia and I are the right women."
"But even with the right women, I still have to have sex with them to get ahead?" Astrid asked, as Portia moved in front of her and before she even had time to think felt a tongue on her pussy. "Oooooh, my God."
"Usually," Amy admitted, having done both men and women to get where she was today. "But I think you'll quickly learn this is the better option. Women powerbrokers care a lot more for both you and your career."
Portia picked up Amy's improv and began proving her last words true by turning part way from the dripping cunny to the phone and saying, "She is so wet and her pussy tastes so good."
"I bet she tastes absolutely heavenly," Amy replied longingly.
"It feels so..." Astrid began but she wasn't even able to finish the sentence. First, because she couldn't decide between the two conflicting emotions swirling inside her arguing 'this is wrong' and 'this feels so good'. Second, because the instant pleasure was consuming her young body in a way no other experience ever had. Third, because this felt strangely more natural to her than her forced dates with men. Fourth, all the others combined to confirm her deep down suspicions that she may be gay.
Across the phone connection, Amy easily read the emotions and thoughts playing across the sweet, innocent face. "I know, sexy, you're batting the emotions of right and wrong," she said. "But doesn't this feel better than a man's tongue or dick?"
"I've never had either," Astrid admitted, revealing to both women she was a virgin.
"You're a virgin?" both seductresses asked in unison.
"Yes," the teen said. "All my courting has been heavily monitored. This is likely the longest I have ever been alone with a...." She wanted to say date, but this wasn't a date.
"Well, then you are in for a treat," Amy said. "God, I wish I was there more than ever."
"I can't believe this is happening," Astrid moaned, as Portia, after learning she was eating a virgin, had immediately buried her face in the silky-haired mound, and the teen princess found the tongue probing her pussy was creating sensations she had never experienced.
"You are loving this, aren't you?" said the sultry voice coming from the phone the girl was having trouble holding steady.
"It's a little embarrassing to admit."
"Say it, say you love being eaten while being watched," Amy encouraged.
"I love being eaten while Amy Andrews watches and tells me what to do," Astrid blurted out, so sexually stimulated and so wanting to let this celebrity know how much she wanted to just obey her... this obedience feeling so natural to her.
"So, you will do anything I ask?"
"Yes," Astrid agreed without hesitation, her orgasm rising inside her rapidly.
Portia wanted to make this sexy young woman come and then planned to fuck her too. No way she was going to miss the opportunity to take an actual virgin's full virginity, not just her lesbian virginity. So, she sucked on the clit with wanton aggressiveness and slid two fingers inside the very wet but very tight hole.
"Ooooooh," Astrid moaned loudly, the pleasure taking over completely.
"Come on her face, Astrid, come all over her face and use her as your pleasure puppet," Amy ordered.
Astrid, about to erupt and wanting to impress this celebrity, demanded, "Don't stop, slut, eat my pussy. Finger fuck me. Oh yes, you nasty slut. Fuck, yes. Fuck, oh Amy, I'm going toooooooo..." Astrid couldn't even finish the sentence as the orgasm hit her like a thousand sparks of fire and she shook as the older woman pulled her fingers out of her and slurped up all her leaking juices.
"Good girl," Amy approved. "You looked so authentic and vulnerable when you came from another woman's tongue."
"Thanks," was all the still-coming princess could say as the intensity of the orgasm continued to pulse through her in ways she hadn't remotely experienced before.
"Now, do you think you can do that to her?" Amy asked, waiting about a minute to allow the majority of the pleasure to have peaked inside the girl. She knew that Portia had a magic touch that extended orgasms longer than others.
"You want me to lick her?" Astrid asked.
"I want you to bury that pretty face between her legs and eat that pussy like a cunt hungry slut," Amy answered wickedly.
"Okay," Astrid agreed, the idea of being a slut surreal and yet willing to do anything Amy Andrews ordered her to. Plus, truth be told, she was very curious what a pussy would taste like.
Portia stood up and kissed the pretty princess, who kissed her back, at first hesitantly upon feeling the wetness she realized had come from between her own legs, then more forcefully and hungrily as she let that idea and the accompanying taste really register and fill her senses.
Portia broke the kiss after about thirty seconds of passion, grabbed the phone, walked to a sofa, hitched up her skirt, sat down and spread her legs.
Astrid stared in awe.
"Come and show us you are willing to do whatever it takes to be a movie star," Portia ordered.
"Yes, pretty girl, I want to see you get her off and do it with all the passion you can. If you are believable, I'll fly you out to New York tomorrow to have you audition in person," Amy said.
"Does that part of the audition include eating your pussy?" Astrid frankly asked.
"It definitely includes you eating my pussy among other things," Amy assured, finding these online seductions always fun, but this one she actually felt could turn into something more than just a one-night, long-distance seduction.
"Good," Astrid said, as she dropped herself between Portia's legs, admiring the glistening wet pussy as she moved her head to it and licked. She had secretly watched some lesbian porn and had imagined doing this on more than one occasion, so this wasn't as taboo as it might have been... although it was obviously very inappropriate for a future Queen. That said, she didn't care. She was sick of royalty rules. Sick of dates with rich assholes. Sick of not being allowed to be herself. This was the way out.
"Good girl," Amy purred, as Portia held the phone at a great angle so she could see this princess eat her first peach.
"It tastes so good," Astrid said, in a lustful daze. Her pussy still had cum leaking out of it; she was eating a stranger's pussy; her favourite celebrity was watching and encouraging her; and, perhaps most important, she was discovering her sexuality. While she had questioned whether she liked boys at all, this confirmed it. Not just the act of eating pussy, but the kissing, the intimacy. This is what she wanted.
"Yes, Portia has perhaps the most delicious pussy in the world," Amy said.
"Yours is damn good too." Portia moaned as turn eight was now official.
"I can't wait to eat yours too, Amy," Astrid said, between addicting licks.
"Oh, you will be between my legs a lot if you decide to make this movie with me," Amy assured, her own orgasm rising as she had instructed the hotel manager to go slow.
"I'll eat your pussy any time, any place," Astrid replied in a complete submissive trance. She knew the conversation with her parents would be a nightmare, but she was an adult and could make her own decisions.
"Good answer," Amy smiled, as she watched the oral act for a few minutes.
"Yes, she is a natural pussy muncher," Portia moaned, her orgasm close after a few minutes of eager, random and aggressive attention.
"Finger fuck her, Astrid, my sexy pet, finger bang that cunt until she erupts," Amy ordered.
"Okay," Astrid said, dying to make this woman come, dying to taste the cum and dying to impress Amy. Never once in her life before today heard anyone used the word 'cunt' in her presence.
As soon as the princess slid the two fingers inside her pussy Portia was near apocalypse. She demanded, "Yes, you pretty princess, finger fuck me. Eat my pussy. Fuck my cunt. Oh yes, fuck, I'm about to come."
"Make her come, slut," Amy ordered, as she grinded on the hotel manager's face while pressing her head roughly against her pussy.
Determined to do as she was told, the royal teen furiously pumped her fingers in and out of the older woman and added a third which did the trick.
"Ohhhhh, yes, you nasty fucking princeeeeess slave!" Portia bellowed as the third finger stretched her pussy a little more and made her come.
"Good princess pet," Amy purred, as she watched the orgasm... hers close too.
Astrid pulled her fingers out and hungrily caught the gush of cum that shot out of the pussy.


"Oh God, I'm about to come," Amy moaned, as she really worked over the hotel manager's face.
"Can I see?" Astrid looked up from between Portia's legs.
"Sure," Portia said, handing her the phone.
Astrid turned it around and saw the back of a head eating Amy and said, "Soon that will be me eating your pussy. You can spread your legs, sit on my face and use me as your pussy pleasing princess pet anytime and anywhere."
"Oh fuck, you nasty biiiiiitch!" Amy screamed, the princess's hot words and cum-coated face enough to make her come.
Portia got off the sofa, pulled out a strap-on harness from her bag and quickly put it on while Astrid was distracted.
"You want to be my princess pet?" Amy asked, even as she was still coming.
"I want to be your obedient sex slave," Astrid said, so completely in lust with this woman.
"I also like to fuck my pets," Amy said.
"Please fuck me and take my virginity," Astrid said with such eagerness.
Portia heard those words and saw the strange mixture of lust and somehow intimacy in the girl's tone and also Amy's eyes. She changed her mind and slid the harness back off without either of them seeing her.
Instead, as the two kept talking, now about how to make a meet-up occur, Portia went to update the scoreboard.
But couldn't since it was her phone they were using. Instead, she went to the washroom and was shocked when she came back to see Astrid dressed in street clothes and packing a suitcase.
"Where are you going?"
"There is a six am flight to New York and Amy booked me a ticket on it."
"So, you are going to sneak out of here?"
"I am."
"Good for you."
"I have to do this."
"I know you do."
"And I have you to thank," she said.
"Well, I just try to help women discover who they really are."
"Amy called you the Lesbian Whisperer," Astrid said.
"Funny, I was called Cunt Woman and Elicka earlier today," Portia smiled.
"Well, I'm sure they are all correct," Astrid said, zipping up her suitcase.
"To avoid the possibility of bumping into your parents who must have noticed you are gone by now, take the employee elevator."
"Good idea," Astrid said, "it's actually how we came in to avoid the paparazzi."
"Do you have a car waiting?"
"I ordered one already."
"Well, you are all ready then."
"I am."
Astrid walked over and kissed Portia which felt so natural for her now. "Thank you very much."
"Just remember me when you win your first Academy Award."
"I will," she said with a laugh and a smile before she walked out.
Portia followed suit and headed to the elevators down the right hallway, while Astrid went left.
Three minutes later, as she got off the elevator to return to the gala, the Crown Prince and Crown Princess pushed past her without properly following the elevator edicts, rules that dictate you let others in the elevator to exit first.
Portia smiled but pressed every button before walking out to give Astrid some extra time.
"Why did you do that?"
The elevator closed as Portia smirked and saw the mother and daughter from the dress shop turn were getting ready to leave.
Portia realized she hadn't updated the score.
Score at 12:11 AM on Sunday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 8
Portia: 8
Veronica: 8
Jasmine: 7
Carol: 5
She thought about going for one more turn and perhaps the lead, but the idea of making this mother and daughter cross the line into incest suddenly really appealed to her.
As such, they wouldn't count as a turn, but it would be a fun end to a wild day.
Portia invited them to her limousine for a ride home in hopes of a wicked incestuous threesome.
Of course, with a little sly persuading the drive home took over an hour as the driver understood the plan and Portia ate both pussies, had the mother and daughter both eat hers together simultaneously and watched the wicked encounter end in a family 69.
A perfect end to a perfect day.
Up next: A Sleepover Orgy
Where Carol ends up back at Kenzie's house where three straight girls (or at least they hadn't experienced any same sex sex) are already dressed in lingerie and stockings....
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K-pop Pet: Butt Prep
Summary: Mi Cha's manager preps her asshole for anal sex.
Note 1: This is dedicated to K Popper who requested the story.
Note 2: Thanks to Small_Island for all he does including a massive edit and ideas, and to OhDave1 and Shuj for proofreading.
Note 3: This is part four in a continuing story.
In Part 1: A Fall From Grace, a famous pop star is caught masturbating by her much older manager and blackmailed into becoming his cum slut... something she both loves and hates.
In Part 2: Becoming a Star, Mi Cha goes for an audition for a new Disney movie and discovers the best way to get the part is to suck and fuck her way to it.
In Part 3: Blow Job Queen, Mi Cha's bandmate surprises her by bringing her to an adult store where they not only buy some top-end toys but also enjoy three anonymous cocks in a gloryhole.
And now, Mi Cha begins to learn the joys of anal in Butt Prep.
.....
After the sexual excesses of yesterday, Mi Cha had determined that today would be non-sexual as they went through the busy schedule of publicity events and sound checks and such that went with preparing for that night's concert. It would have been a lot easier to meet that goal if she hadn't found herself breaking into smiles and giggles every time she looked at her partner in crime, Aera. Fuck that, the whole debauched night had been Aera's fault... dragging her to not only an adult store, but one with a gloryhole where they'd pleasured three anonymous cocks... Mi Cha sucking and swallowing the loads of all three and Aera sucking all three and fucking two of them. Mi Cha was still amazed at how easily her bandmate had found such a den of iniquity within walking distance of their hotel in a city she claimed to have never visited before. But then again, as Aera had said, it was Bangkok.
Then, just as they were starting a photo shoot that would show them enjoying the decidedly tamer pleasures of their host city, Aera was whispering into her ear. "Did you raise your orgasm record this morning? I did."
Mi Cha felt the heat rise in both her face and her pussy as she flashed back to how the two sluts... because, honestly, what else could she call herself and her cool, confident friend?... how the two sluts had ended the night. Each in her own hotel room, texting back and forth as they frantically fucked themselves with the incredible sex toys they'd bought at the shop after taking on the three random dicks. Turning it into a contest to see who could reach five orgasms fastest. Mi Cha had easily won the contest, although she had cheated a bit. Well, quite a bit, since Aera didn't know that her supposedly inexperienced running partner had gone back to the sex shop and procured a second toy, one meant especially for anal pleasure, as well as some pot lube to get both of her fuck holes extra sensitive and receptive. Both lube and anal beads had lived up to the sexy saleswoman's hype, leading Mi Cha to enthusiastically double penetrate herself for the first time. But she actually had been able to avoid any self-abuse this morning... though not without a lot of internal struggle.
"Of course not," Mi Cha said with mock severity. "What do you think of me?"
"I think you sucked down three loads of cum in a gloryhole without letting yourself have an orgasm. I think you probably raped yourself over and over with your new cock as soon as you got through the door of your room. In fact, I'm pretty sure I heard you screaming in climax even though I was two floors above you," Aera purred.
Mi Cha was instantly flustered by the raunchy description of her previous night's behaviour, especially since the other band members were nearby. She whispered back, "What is that American saying? 'I plead the Fifth.'"
"I bet you want your new boyfriend up in that slutty pussy right fucking now," Aera accused wickedly, loving the fact her friend wasn't as pure as she'd thought and as their thousands of fans around the world still did.
"Shuuuuush," Mi Cha replied desperately, squeezing her legs together as subtly as she could to keep from gushing pussy juice down her thighs.
"Or are you craving more of the real thing?" Aera pressed on. "Wasn't it amazing to just let nameless, faceless cocks use you like a sex doll?"
Before Mi Cha could respond, the photographer ordered them into position and the next twenty minutes were a typical photo shoot... other than Aera twice squeezing her ass.
Mi Cha got back to her hotel room with just fifteen minutes before she had to be back downstairs to take the limo to the concert. Before going out earlier, she had called the sex store and had the largest size bottle of pot lube she could purchase delivered to the hotel and after a washroom break, she put some on her pussy so it would be working by the time she got to her dressing room at the concert auditorium. Then she grabbed her pre-packed bag, which included her new super vibrator, but not her anal toy, and headed out.
In her dressing room, thirty minutes before the show, Mi Cha pulled out the new vibrator and sat down and spread her legs to give her already pot-lubed pussy the pre-concert fucking she needed. She didn't want to disappoint her fans or her bandmates with another average performance. She turned it on and slid it inside her needy pussy... very needy as she hadn't come since last night's self-inflicted sodomy.
"Oooooh, fuck," the pop star moaned as the toy worked its magic instantly. Mi Cha pumped it in and out of her tiny pussy while watching a nasty gangbang scene where three big dicks triple-teamed an older blonde woman... while three more men waited for their turn. It made her wonder what getting double penetrated by two real dicks would feel like now that she knew how good a DP with fake cocks could feel. It also made her wonder how she could possibly also suck a cock at the same time while being pounded hard in both holes. It seemed some rather impossible multitasking.
The pot lube, the porn and the toy working her pussy over inside and out had her first orgasm come in just a couple of minutes. Usually, Mi Cha teased herself... got herself all revved up to build to the orgasm... but not this time. As her body quaked, she kept fucking herself. She watched three cocks work in unison to destroy all three of the woman's holes. As she did, she wished she would have brought her anal toy as suddenly she wanted to double penetrate herself again.
"Oh yeah, fuck me, give me those big cocks, fill all my holes," Mi Cha moaned, as she moved a finger to her asshole and teased her tight rosebud.
On screen, a man pulled out of the woman's asshole and spewed his load all over her back. 'What a waste,' Mi Cha thought to herself as she would much rather have that load on her face or in her mouth... or perhaps in her asshole. Suddenly, as she watched another dick slide into the gaped anus, she wondered, 'What would a cock twitching and unloading in my virgin asshole feel like?'
Mi Cha kept fucking herself as she imagined getting her asshole fucked... now that she had explored anal on her own, the idea of trying a real cock was growing. Of course, there was no way she was going to tell her manager about this. No way she would let her first anal experience be with that fat old bastard. No, she needed to have this tour end so she could have time for a boyfriend. Alas, that was still weeks away.
A dick pulled out and coated the woman's face. "That's better," Mi Cha moaned, wishing there was a load coating her face right now. God, she needed cock. God, she needed cum.
As a second orgasm rose rapidly inside her, Mi Cha closed her eyes and just allowed the pleasure pulsations of back-to-back orgasms to consume her. As she did, her manager's cock popped into her head. In the heat of rapture, she didn't open her eyes, she didn't push the fat man's dick out of her subconscious; instead she moaned desperately, "Yes, fuck my asshole, Oppa, fill it up with your big creamy load."
As she assaulted her own pussy with the amazing, life-changing vibrator and imagined her manager's big dick pounding her tiny butthole, her second orgasm ripped through her, making her scream, "Fuuuuuuuuuck!" The orgasm cascaded through her... and she pulled the toy out, worried this accelerated orgasm pace was going to drain too much energy from her body before tonight's performance.
She continued trembling for a good five minutes as the double orgasm refused to completely dissipate from her body.
"Fuck," she weakly said, as she finally opened her eyes. She shut off the still buzzing toy and lay there for a couple of minutes... just trying to regain her composure.
Mi Cha got up, quickly wiped off the excessive juices from her box, even as more leaked out of her pussy, which was still needy from the pot lube. "Well, that was a mistake; that stuff is dangerous," she said to herself as she could feel the urge to touch herself, to fuck herself, still lingering inside.
Mi Cha sighed, put the toy back in her travel bag and finished putting on today's outfit. This was going to be a challenging performance.
Two hours later, still horny, and thrilled the show went without a hitch... even though she was constantly distracted by her own pussy... Mi Cha hurried to clean up and change because she couldn't wait to get back to the hotel and work her pussy into a frenzy. She was going to fuck both her holes until she passed out from utter pleasure. In fact, she was so horny and excited to be alone in her hotel she applied a fresh layer of pot lube on her pussy and one on her asshole before putting on her street clothes. As such, both holes would be buzzed and ready to be fucked good once she was back in the hotel room.
Aera teased her in the elevator, the other three deciding to go for a drink in the bar, all five of them in disguises to not be noticed entering the hotel. "So, going to use your toy?"
"Truth?"
"Of course."
"I'm going to fuck myself hard," Mi Cha said, liking she could just speak frankly with Aera after their glory hole rendezvous. Well... not completely frankly, as there was no way she could tell her about her humiliating submission to their manager.
"That is so hot," Aera said. "I'm going to go fuck myself too."
"We both need real men," Mi Cha said.
"Yes, we do," Aera nodded. "Maybe we should go on some online website and ask for some studs."
"I wish," Mi Cha said, wishing she could beckon a cock right now.
"I will look into it," Aera said. "There is Grindr for guys looking for dick; there must be a site for women looking for dick."
"I don't think I could actually go through with it," Mi Cha said.
"You just sucked strangers' cocks yesterday," Aera pointed out.
"I still can't believe I did that," Mi Cha said, shaking her head ever so slightly.
"And don't forget you tasted my pussy on one of those dicks," Aera teased, just as the elevator came to a stop.
Mi Cha didn't say anything. She wasn't sure what to say to that. What exactly was Aera implying? Did that turn her on? Was she hinting at a lesbian encounter? Did Mi Cha want to explore a lesbian encounter with one of her best friends?
"Have fun," Aera said as the elevator doors opened.
"Oh, I will," Mi Cha said, sauntering out with a smooth confidence while hiding her confusion over Aera's words about her pussy juice.
She entered her room, closed the door, and was startled when she saw her manager lying on her bed with a pair of her soiled panties in his hands. "What are you doing here?" Mi Cha asked, hiding her excitement that there was a real cock suddenly available even as her tone dripped with disgust... another sign of the growing complexity of the yin and yang of her twisted relationship with her manager.
"Is that any way to greet your master?" Beom Seok asked.
"We can't keep doing this," Mi Cha said, as the manager got off the bed and her eyes inadvertently went to his crotch. 'Damn it,' she thought to herself.
"Agreed," he nodded, as he walked to her and tossed the soiled, scented panties back on the bed.
"Good," Mi Cha said, thinking he was finally agreeing with her.
"Yes, this façade of you not wanting this dick," he said, grabbing his crotch grotesquely, "has got to stop."
Reaching his little popslut, he continued, "We both know you want this cock. We both know you're a submissive slut who will do anything for cock. And we both know you are craving cum like the cum dumpster you are."
Mi Cha was speechless. For one thing, he was mostly right. Yes, she was a submissive slut and yes, she craved cum... and yes, she wanted cock... but she hated that she wanted his cock. For another, the pot lube was now really working, and her pussy and asshole were begging for attention. Lastly, as much as she hated herself for it, the name-calling added fuel to the fire burning inside her and she already knew there would not be much resistance if he pushed at all.
"No response?" he asked with a smirk.
"Just please leave," Mi Cha said, knowing that she was helpless to resist him and even though she said one thing, but her body wanted another. She wanted him to use her. Face fuck her. Pound her pot-lubed pussy. Maybe even drill her virgin asshole. Call her names. Destroy her resistance with his dominance. Fuck, she was so fucking pathetic.
He laughed. "We are going to have to work on your acting. That was a terrible performance."
"Please, I'm tired and just need to get some sleep," Mi Cha said, just as he moved his hand under her skirt and to her pussy.
"Shit, you are already wet," he said. "I bet you were already imagining me fucking this sloppy twat."
"Ooooooooh," she moaned, his fingers like electric pleasure pulses through her entire body.
"You want my cock, don't you?"
Mi Cha didn't say a word. She didn't want to give this repulsive man the satisfaction that he was right. Yet, yes, dammit, she wanted that cock so fucking bad.
"This game is getting old," he said, as he kept rubbing the wet pussy over the panties. "Plus, we need to celebrate."
"Ceeeelebraaaate what?" Mi Cha said, helpless to stop him as her drugged up pussy was preventing her from even the slightest resistance.
"The Disney deal is signed," he answered.
"Reeeeeally?" Mi Cha said, distracted by the fat fingers working her pussy over through the interfering material and wishing he would just finger bang her or bend her over and fuck her. She would never say it, no, she couldn't allow him to know how badly she wanted it, but God she needed his dick in her right fucking now. She was so horny, the reality she was officially going to be a Disney princess was overshadowed by the fact she wanted to be a cum slut queen.
"Yes, it is a done deal," he said, as he moved his fingers away from the slut's pussy and snapped his fingers. "Now thank me like a good slut."
Mi Cha wordlessly lowered herself to perhaps her favourite position... on her knees... whether it be sucking a cock like she was about to do, or on all fours doggy style getting good back shots.
"Good girl," he said, amused at her, as usual, fragile defiance. "You are beginning to be well-trained."
Mi Cha defended her actions, as she unbuckled the belt eager to get that throbbing cock in her mouth. "I'm doing this to thank you for getting the deal done."
"Oh, please, you would do this if I simply brought you a drink or gave you a compliment. Or just fucking told you to," he said, the last one with a little aggression. "I fucking own you; you dumb fucking skank. I know it. You know it. So, stop pretending you have any say in this."
Mi Cha, as was often the case, could feel her mixed emotions consume her. Anger at his presumptuous words. Humiliation at the truth of his presumptions. Frustration at the undeniable burning in her pussy. Bewilderment at how she got into this position. Lust at the reality she wanted this cock so fucking bad. She pulled his pants and underwear down with one impressive action and took the semi-hard cock in her mouth even as she wondered how it couldn't already be hard and ready for her.
"That's better, popslut, show me you are worthy of all I do for you," he moaned, enjoying seeing her break again. Plus, once she accepted her place, she became a very eager, obedient pleasure puppet.
For some reason, she did want to show him... as she shifted from weak ass resistance to mindless acceptance. Mi Cha wanted to be the best popslut she could be. She wanted to extract that cum. She wanted to be his slut. She wanted to get fucked. As she sucked and stroked his cock she resisted saying exactly what she wanted. Although, apparently, he was reading her mind.
"Shit, slut, you are hungry today," he said, about a minute later. "Do you want this load in your mouth or do you want to get fucked like the cheap cum dump you are?"
"Fuck me," Mi Cha instantly replied in desperation, as shame faded to oblivion as lust consumed her. She wasn't sure if it was the pot lube, the fact she was really going to be a Disney princess, the big cock, the name calling, or a combination of all, but she desperately needed dick.
He ordered, "Get undressed."
Mi Cha stood up and quickly got undressed... so fucking horny for cock.
The manager did too, and soon Mi Cha was back on her knees, completely naked, and taking the cock back in her mouth.
"No, no," he said, pushing her away. "Come to the bed."
"Yes, Master," Mi Cha nodded, giving in utterly to her submission to this creepy, but dominant, fat, balding man and his impressive dick that turned her into a complete slave for him.
"Better answer," he said, as he lay on the bed and then instructed, "Now come sit on my face and blow me."
"Yes, Master," she repeated the submissive response, doing exactly as she was told. This wasn't a familiar sexual position for her but the idea of him licking her pot lubed pussy with that ugly face was very exciting.
She straddled his face and bent down to take his erect missile in her salivating mouth. God, she hated how much she wanted to suck his sweaty, smelly cock.
"Oh yeah, you cock hungry bitch, you love my cock, don't you?" he moaned, as she devoured his dick.
"Yes, I love your cock," Mi Cha mindlessly said, in complete submissive mode.
"And don't you fucking forget it," he said, before extending his tongue and licking her pussy.
"Mmmmmmmmm," Mi Cha moaned, the moment his tongue made contact with her drug fuelled pussy. Just one touch and the flames flashed inside her like a pleasure prairie fire.
"Yeah, you are a complete sex slave," he said, as he licked her very wet and delicious pussy. While Beom knew that most dominants would think he was undercutting his control by giving his pet pleasure this way, especially so early in her training, there was no way he was going to pass up the chance to feast on such a young, ripe pussy. Plus, he believed that orgasms from his actual skills reinforced, rather than weakened, his hold on the girl.
"Yes, Master, complete sex slave," she agreed mindlessly, multitasking between sucking the amazing cock and responding to his words which somehow added gasoline to her burning pussy. A pussy the old man was eating with surprising skill and gusto. Damn, why couldn't he suck at it? She didn't want to crave another thing from him.
"That's my good pet, let's have no more pretending," he said, as he probed her sweet, juicy pussy. Oh, yeah, there was no fucking way he was going to deny himself this treat.
"No more pretending, "she agreed, as she slathered saliva all over his dick. She knew her responses were pathetic and she knew she would have regrets once she was alone... that was the cycle. But right now she just wanted to push out any guilt or consequences and just allow herself to be a completely mindless fuck toy for this cock... because in the end that was what she loved... cock. It didn't really matter whose body was attached to the other end.


"God, you are one hot slut," he moaned as she deep throated him.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, sucking this cock like it was the most delicious treat in the entire world.
"Have you ever had your ass eaten?" he asked, her asshole the next conquest.
"No," she answered and then added, the pot lube on her asshole making that hole eager for attention too, "but I'd love you to eat it." She was so glad the porn shop saleswoman had talked to her about advanced anal cleansing for just such situations. Then she tried to remember if the sexy Thai woman had mentioned anything about the pot lube having any flavour. Well, Manager certainly didn't seem to have any complaints about the taste of her pussy and it was lubed up as well.
"You want to be a three-hole slut?" he asked, as he spread her ass cheeks.
Giving in completely... again... like she inevitably did every time... this time the magical pot lube and the growing curiosity about actually getting sodomized adding to her inability to control herself, she replied, "Yes."
"Yes, what?" he asked, as he licked her tiny rosebud.
"Oooooooooh," Mi Cha moaned as the excessive wetness of her manager's tongue created shivering sensations throughout her entire body. "Yes, I want to be your three-hole cum dump."
"Shit, you really are nothing more than a three-hole fuck toy for cock," he laughed, thinking how many years had been wasted when he could have been dumping his loads in this slut or licking her tight little asshole, which was as sexy and tasty as the rest of her. He continued licking, determined not to miss any more fun with his new slave.
"Oh, fuck," she moaned, amazed at how good it felt physically and how sexy and kinky it felt mentally to have someone drilling her sensitive ass with a tongue. But even so, after last night's introduction to deeper anal pleasure with her new Soraya beads, she desperately wanted something in her ass. Yet, the remaining sliver of her rational mind still hoped he wouldn't get the prize of her anal virginity just because he was such an asshole himself... not to mention being just plain scared that she wasn't really ready for his big dick. So, she suggested, "Finger bang my asshole, Master."
"Oh, you want my fat finger to fuck your tight asshole?" he questioned, even as he was already moving his left hand to the inviting hole.
"Yes, Oppa, I want you to finger bang my virgin asshole while I suck your big dick and become your three-hole whore," Mi Cha wickedly replied, so completely consumed with insatiable desire that it didn't matter who owned this dick, it didn't matter who ate her pussy and it didn't matter who was the first to finger fuck her asshole... she just needed to be used... dominated... treated like a cheap whore.
"As you wish," he said, so amused by her simplistic transfer from defiant bitch to fuck toy.
"Yes, slide that fat finger up my virgin tight asshole, you dirty old pervert," Mi Cha carelessly responded, knowing deep down this was just making her fall further down the rabbit hole of utter submission but unable to do anything but allow her body to get what it wanted.
"You like the fact I'm old, don't you?" he said, as he moved his finger to her rosebud and began rubbing the petals that were surprisingly slippery.
"Yes, I love having an older, experienced man unlock my submissive side unlike any man my age has been able to do," Mi Cha said, only now realizing herself what a rare truth she was revealing. Her fat, ugly, smelly, unfashionable, creepy old manager was still way more man than any young wanna-be studs she had been with. She hated this truth, but it was the truth.
"You can call me grandpa, if it turns your sloppy cunt on," he said, "or even hal-abeoji if it revs up this whore hole." He pressed more firmly against her anus.
Mi Cha, of course, thrived on the dirty talk while they fucked around, and having her rear entrance called a 'whore hole' did rev her up. But she also instantly realized that dropping in a Korean word added a touch of gochujang (red chilli paste) to spice things up even more.
Most outsiders would probably wonder why a group of Koreans spoke almost only English to one another; so much so that using a word from their own language would somehow bump up the taboo or naughty nature of their dirty talk. But one of the first things Beom Seok had implemented as their manager years back was English communication all the time. He knew that true global success would be easier to reach if the girls' English was so natural and without accent that they would never hesitate when talking to Western fans, media, or bigshots. The man might be a pig, but he did actually know his business.
For Mi Cha, it had also become natural to speak in English the hornier she got, because it was the predominant language of the dirty porn she'd become addicted to. But now...?
"Oh yes, grandpa, shove that finger up your young girl's asshole," Mi Cha moaned while stroking the fat cock, having given up sucking it during this erotically charged conversation. "I need hal-abeoji to finger fuck my dirty asshole and make me his amkae."
"Ooh, that is a good word," Beom smiled in response to amkae, which could be translated as slut or bitch... he thought his cum dump would respond well to both names. "My dirty little amkae," he growled as he pushed his finger against her delicate wrinkles and it surprisingly slid right in without much resistance at all.
"Ooooooooooh, my hangmun," Mi Cha moaned as she felt his fat finger fill her needy back door, continuing to mix English and Korean naughty words.
"Yeah, such a tight hangmun," he said, as his entire finger disappeared in the perfectly bent over ass.
"Oh fuck, Master," Mi Cha trembled as her asshole was filled.
"Let's double finger bang you," he said, as he moved one finger from the same hand to the pussy and began slowly pumping his fingers in both holes.
"Oh yes, Oppa," Mi Cha moaned with instant intense pleasure, "finger bang both my holes."
"Yeah, now get back to sucking my cock, you dumb fuck toy," he ordered.
"Yes, Master," she responded before obeying the order by swallowing the fat snake.
Almost immediately, an orgasm began rapidly rising inside her as the two chubby fingers worked her two holes. She knew that having both of her holes penetrated at the same time was a wicked rush and the pot lube in both holes was magnifying everything she felt, but there was no denying that her hal-abeoji had legitimate skills.
Then, for a couple of minutes, there was no more talking. Beom continued to slowly finger fuck the two young holes with barely restrained glee at how quickly he had completely transformed this sexy popstar into a nasty popslut. Meanwhile, Mi Cha sucked the big cock with reckless rapture and constant moaning as she both gave and received pleasure.
Finally, he wanted to fuck her... or more accurately, have her fuck him. He had seen a position in a porn movie that he had always wanted to try and thought that this petite, in-shape slut could pull it off.
He pulled his fingers out of the two holes just as her moans were increasing... obviously her orgasm was getting close.
"Noooooooo," Mi Cha whined, as she was really enjoying the unique double penetration, although she wished the fingers could go deeper.
"Come straddle me."
"Yes, Master," Mi Cha said, the idea of having that dick in her... pussy or ass... was a dream come true, literally. So, at the moment, even though she had promised herself she wouldn't allow him to take her anal cherry, she heard herself ask, "Which hole?"
"I'm saving that asshole for a special occasion," he said, then added, "but it is mine to take, is that clear?"
"Yes, Grandpa," she nodded, as she straddled his dick.
"Turn around, we are doing acrobatic reverse cowgirl," he said.
"I don't know that position," she said, as she obeyed, turned around and lowered herself onto his dick. "Oooooooh, God, I love this old dick in my young pussy."
"Oh, me too," he breathed out, forgetting his dominant role a moment, as she engulfed his cock. Then he sat up enough to reach around her and pull her back until her back was resting on his fat belly.
Mi Cha felt completely exposed. In this position, he was in complete control... which she liked... but also felt especially vulnerable. Her small, perky tits and hard-as-diamond nipples were completely within his reach as his dick rested half inside her. The fact she was somehow still on her knees, but bent over in such a perverse way was quite kinky and had her still needy pussy begging to be pounded.
Mi Cha also found herself off balance, the manager's fat belly like leaning back on a yoga ball in a fitness class. In this position she was relatively useless as she couldn't do much more than use a hand to stay balanced.
"We are going to try so many kinky positions," he said, as he used his left hand to cup her breast for leverage as he began to thrust into her, while his right hand was on her hip for balance.
"Oh yes, fuck me," Mi Cha moaned, the smooth slow strokes instantly reigniting the orgasm that had briefly been stopped.
"Oh yeah, you like this, don't you?"
"I love it."
"What do you love?" he asked, moving his left hand from the breast to her pussy, where he rubbed her clit while fucking her.
"I love being your slut," she moaned, the sudden pleasure inside and outside of her pussy escalating the pleasure brewing inside her.
"My amkae?" he questioned, as he multi-tasked, working her pussy over good.
"Yes, your amkae, your cum dump, your fuck toy, your popslut," she listed off, her orgasm rising from the pleasure and nasty talk.
"Don't you dare come yet" he said as he slapped her clit hard three times. "Not before I do this," he continued as his right hand that had been holding onto her side came down and with a fair amount of struggle, wriggled under her butt until it was in a place where he could slide his finger back in her ass. His left hand went back to vibrating her clit.
Mi Cha felt so open, so exposed, so under his control. She couldn't really do any hip movements, so the fucking from below was all up to him. And now he was massaging the inside of her anus, her hangmun, and her throbbing love button. His cock and fingers were in control of both her holes and her pleasure. She loved it and surrendered to it.
"Oh yes, you dirty old man, fuck my pussy with your fat grandpa cock and finger bang your baby girl's tight asshole," Mi Cha wickedly said, continuing the dirty talk that added fuel to the already burning fire inside her.
"Yes, my sexy slut, I want you to come from this old man fucking your pussy while your asshole is plugged," he said, knowing that while this position was hot as hell, it was also very exhausting for him and he couldn't do it for an extended period of time.
"Oh yes, I'll come for you, grandpa, I'll come like a good baby girl," she said, just letting her arms dangle to the sides to keep her from sliding off one way or the other from his round, hard belly. A real grandpa's belly. She wasn't sure why calling him grandpa was so sexually stimulating or why she referred to herself as baby girl, but it was just one more perversion of perversions.
"Yes, baby girl," he moaned, liking that term, "come for papa, come for your master, come like the three-hole slut you want to be."
"Oh yes, Oppa, harder, faster, fuck me, bang me, use me, make me your real nasty fuck toy," Mi Cha babbled as his fat cock and busy fingers brought her unfailingly to the edge of orgasm.
"Now, cum dump, fucking come now," he ordered, knowing he didn't have much energy left to continue in this position.
"Yes, Master, tell me what to do, make me your mindless sex slave," Mi Cha pleaded, continuing her verbal sexual self-abuse as her orgasm was about to erupt.
"I'm going to fuck that asshole and gape it wide, I'm going to come on your face and make you do a cum walk, I'm going to have you gangbanged by strange dicks and used as a common whore," he rambled off.
In the heat of the moment each of those promises enhanced the pleasure inside and eventually she screamed, "Yeeeeeeees, Oooppaaaaaa!" before rolling off of him and quaking like her body was having a 9-plus earthquake inside her.
"Oh yeah," he groaned, as he watched her come so intensely... which was so fucking hot all by itself.
"Fuck," she weakly said in the continual rapture of ecstasy.
"You are really hot when you come," he said, as he rolled onto his side.
"Thanks," she weakly replied, this orgasm more intense than the previous ones with the toy. There was just something about physical contact and verbal debasement that enhanced her pleasure.
Beom stroked his cock before he decided it was time to nut. He got off the bed and ordered, "Come show me how good a cock sucker my baby girl is."
"Yes, grandfather," Mi Cha panted, all her energy usurped by the intense double penetration and orgasm... even though her pussy was still burning even after the amazing fucking. She rolled off the bed and knelt before him.
"Want my load?"
"Yes," the pretty pop princess responded. The question asked, her mouth automatically watered in anticipation. Pavlov's fucking dogs, indeed!
"Yes, what?" he asked with tone.
"Yes, I want to suck your cock and have you explode in my sweet, slutty mouth or all over my pop princess face," Mi Cha responded with a naughty lust that ignored the reality he was an ugly, ugly man and only saw the big, beautiful cock that she would apparently do anything to have, including debasing herself and begging for it.
"Open your mouth and open it wide," he ordered, planning to push her even more.
Mi Cha obeyed.
Beom bent down and spit in the wide-open mouth.
Mi Cha was shocked.
Mi Cha was disgusted.
Beom smirked as he straightened up and snapped his fingers... loving the fact that he could have this famous young lady do his bidding just with one simple hand movement.
Mi Cha swallowed the spit, her cheeks instantly burning red with shame, as she leaned forward and took the cock she craved in her mouth. Tasting herself was always erotic on its own... she had a very tasty pussy which made her wonder what Aera's pussy would actually taste like.
As the princess sucked his cock, Beom Seok watched intently. This had been going on for a week or so now and he'd thought he'd be past the revenge factor by now, but this still didn't get old at all. He had so many kinky plans for her... so many ways he was going to dominate and humiliate her for her years of treating him like a nameless serf. He had never had such power and he understood why men with power reveled in it.
Mi Cha sucked the dick hungrily. She wanted the load bubbling in those big saggy, wrinkly balls. Sure, they were hairy and disgusting to look at, but they held the creamy cum she was badly addicted to. As she worked the dick over with her experienced cock sucking technique, she moved her left hand to his scrotum and gently rolled the balls inside.
"Oh yeah, you really want this load, don't you?" he asked, surprised he hadn't nutted yet.
"Oh yes, grandpa, I want this big load so fucking bad," Mi Cha replied, with such lustful hunger it couldn't be faked.
"How bad?" he asked.
"I'm dying to have it," she said, as she stroked his dick and caressed his balls. "Now, please give it to me, Papa. Give me your nut. You know I'll do anything to be your cum slut, Master. Even when I say I don't want it, I do." Inside, Mi Cha admitted that that was the raw truth of her new reality. She could pretend she didn't want his cock. She could feign non-interest in his orders. She could have regret once she was alone in her bed, but she knew that when the time came, she would do anything he fucking told her to. The point of no return was long crossed and she knew deep down, even though she was trying to resist the reality, there was no going back.
"Oh yeah," he said, as he surprised her by turning around. "Jerk me off while you eat my asshole."
"Really?" she said with a clear look of disgust on her face.
"I ate your ass, you can return the favour," he said, as he generously pulled his hairy ass cheeks apart.
Mi Cha was mortified. This was more disgusting than the spit in the mouth from a couple of minutes ago and more disgusting than the golden shower she had received from him in a hotel bed a few tour stops before.
"Hurry up, cum dump," he ordered, knowing this was the most disgusting thing he had ordered her to do so far.
"Can't I just suck your cock?" Mi Cha asked, trying to find a way out of this.
"I wasn't fucking asking, you stupid fucking amkae," he said in a very stern and angry tone. "Get your fucking face in between my ass cheeks and fucking eat my asshole before I fucking discipline you."
Mi Cha had no idea what discipline would entail; perhaps it would be better than eating this hairy, sweaty ass, but she didn't have the luxury of negotiation. Alas, she leaned forward as the strong pungent scent enveloped her. She couldn't believe she was doing this. She couldn't believe she was reaching yet another new low as she extended her tongue and licked the excessively hairy hole.
"Good slut," he said, not sure he could push her to do this. Only prostitutes in some unsavoury stops had ever licked his asshole. It felt quite pleasant. "Now stroke me too."
Mi Cha reached around and stroked the hard cock she wished was in her mouth as she continued the humiliating task of eating a fat old man's ass.
"Oh yeah, only a real nasty whore eats ass," he said, as he enjoyed the pleasure from both ends. In a rare moment of reflection, Beom suddenly realized that he'd been eagerly eating her ass not long ago... so what did that say about him? Well, fuck the big questions; the first obvious answer was that she had a sweet, hairless hole surrounded by two smooth, beautiful globes and he had a fat, hairy ass that was invariably sweaty within an hour of showering. Ha, ha, sucks to be her.
"You are making me," Mi Cha protested, desperately wanting this embarrassment to end. While she had been horny even after the amazing orgasm, this task had extinguished the fire inside completely.
"I don't make you do anything," he said. "You do it because you are a submissive slut who needs constant training and reminding of her position as a simple cum dump."
Mi Cha hated those words. The fire inside her diffused; the reality of her predicament returned. The guilt returned too.
Needing to come and thinking he had pushed her far enough for today, he turned around and said, "Now, get me off in the next two minutes or you get to do more ass eating."
Mi Cha didn't need any more motivation, especially because even though she wasn't as horny anymore, she still craved cum... something she herself couldn't explain.
He watched her deep throat his cock and bob with insatiable eagerness and perhaps desperation. "Oh yeah, I can tell you missed my cock," he moaned, as her magical mouth had his balls boiling in just a dozen or so bobs.
"Mmmmmmmm," Mi Cha moaned, surprised that just sucking his cock rekindled the fire that had been completely extinguished just a couple of minutes earlier.
"Oh yeah, whether you are being gangbanged by studio heads, munching on a pussy while I sodomize you, or being shared by my friends, this is where you will spend the majority of your time with me," he said, foreshadowing a bunch of upcoming events. "My personal cocksucker."
While the promises of future sexual submission both excited and terrified her simultaneously, her pussy tingling again, there was an odd comfort with the reality her main purpose would be a cock sucking cum dump... she could live with that. A guaranteed cock to suck; a guaranteed load to extract. Even as she thought that, she sighed internally at her pathetic acceptance.


About thirty seconds later, as the pop star sucked his cock like a porn star, he was about to nut. He generously warned her, "I'm about to come."
"Mmmmmm," Mi Cha moaned, continuing her smooth, hungry deep throat cock sucking wanting this load shooting in her mouth and that cum warming her silky throat.
"Oh yeah, take it all," he grunted, a few seconds later, as he exploded inside his personal cock sucker.
Mi Cha eagerly swallowed the entire load and didn't slow down for another minute until every last drop of cum was in her mouth.
"Fuck, you are one amazing cock sucker," Beom generously complimented.
"Thank you," she absurdly said, appreciating the compliment. She took pride in being great at everything she did and that included pleasing men.
"Open up again," Beom said.
Mi Cha did.
He bent down and spit in her mouth again before he went and grabbed his pants.
Mi Cha remained on her knees... a mess of mixed emotions and still somehow horny.
"Starting tomorrow, we will prep that asshole for dick," he said.
Mi Cha almost told him she had bought toys for her ass, but she didn't want him to think she was even a bigger whore than she already was. Instead, she replied, "Okay."
"I'll stop by in the morning before breakfast to give you a morning snack," he said.
"We still need to be careful," she reminded him, looking at him and getting repulsed with the reality she willingly continued to allow this very unattractive man to be in complete control of her sexual existence.
"I don't want to out my cash cunt either," he said.
Mi Cha wasn't sure what to say to that.
Finishing getting dressed, he said, "I'll see you tomorrow."
Mi Cha just nodded, finally standing up.
The manager walked over to his pet and kissed her hard. Mi Cha reluctantly kissed him back. Somehow this was more intimate than everything else she had done with him. She had always considered kissing romantic. His chapped lips, gross mustache and stinky breath tarnished that view forever.
He then broke the kiss, slapped her naked ass and walked out.
Mi Cha locked the door, walked to the bed and broke down... tears rolling down her face.
She was broken.
She was in a helpless situation.
The cycle of resist and submit kept occurring and she didn't see a way out.
She took a sleeping pill, got under the sheets still naked and cried herself to sleep... ignoring the frustrating tingling that was still lingering in her pussy.
.....
Mi Cha got out of the shower and was in her robe when there was the dreaded knock at the door. She opened it and her manager walked in.
She closed and locked the door.
"Hungry?" he asked.
"Let's make this a quick cum dump," she said, dropping to her knees before him.
"So well trained," he mused as he watched her fish out his dick.
"I just need this to be quick so I can get ready," Mi Cha said, not at all horny at the moment.
"Don't pretend you don't love sucking my cock and craving my load," he said, "we both know you will do anything to suck my dick and get my cum."
"Yes, I like your cock," she said, but this time it was a manual rather than automatic response as she wasn't thinking with her libido but just about doing what needed to be done.
"And my cum."
"Yes, I love tasting that big load of yours," Mi Cha admitted, indeed not minding at all the opportunity for a morning load of cum.
"Yeah, this will be a daily routine from now on," he assured, loving being able to nut before the day starts.
"Okay," she said, not at all opposed to that idea, as she leaned forward and took the flaccid dick in her mouth.
"Yeah, having a personal morning cum dump is a great way to start the day," he mused as his dick hardened in her mouth as she swirled her tongue around and created some excess saliva that quickly got his attention.
"Mmmmmmmm," Mi Cha moaned on his dick, her pussy beginning to wake up and liking the idea of getting a morning dose of cum every day.
"You like my idea?"
"I love it," she admitted, as she shifted into submissive cum hungry mode... which sure as fuck didn't take much motivation to happen.
"Tell me what you want," he said, as he slapped her face with his saliva-coated, now hard dick.
"I want you to face fuck my pretty cock sucking lips and unload a big creamy load of your salty seed in my cum hungry mouth," she mischievously replied, getting instantly into the role of submissive slut.
"Every day?"
"Every fucking morning," she nodded, wanting that cock back in her mouth.
"Well, get your morning protein," he offered, and she took the hard dick in her mouth and began bobbing, although not with deep throat hunger like last night, but smooth sucking that got the balls boiling.
About a minute into the blow job her phone rang.
Mi Cha froze... with her manager's dick half in her mouth.
He pulled out and she stammered, the ring tone telling her it was Seo-yun, "Sh-sh-should I answer it?"
"Who is it?" he asked.
"Seo-yun."
"Grab your phone and hand it to me," he ordered.
Mi Cha did with trepidation.
"Bend over the bed," he ordered, as it was on the fourth ring.
"What are you planning to do?" Mi Cha asked, even as she obeyed.
"Fuck you while you talk to her on FaceTime," he wickedly said. "You better make sure you keep the camera close to you." He pressed accept call and handed her the phone.
"H-h-ii... S-S-Seo-yun," Mi Cha greeted in an unusually high-pitched tone as she realized the dangerous situation her manager had put her in as he lifted up her robe.
"Hey, Mi Cha. I'm just checking to see if you wanted to meet for breakfast," Seo-yun said. "We haven't had a chance to chat for a bit, just the two of us."
"That is a great idea," Mi Cha said, as she tried not to moan as the manager's dick slid inside her pussy.
"How long do you need?"
"Fifteen minutes," Mi Cha replied, biting her lip as Manager put his sweaty, flabby hands on her hips and began pumping his dick in her pussy. Mi Cha was struggling with keeping the camera close to her face so it didn't show their manager and out her in the most humiliating way.
"Great, it will be good to catch up."
"Yeah, it really wiiiiiill be," Mi Cha let out an uncontrollable moan as her manager fucked her good, although thankfully wasn't slamming into her which would be a dead giveaway she was getting fucked.
Seo-yun was suddenly perplexed. The look on Mi Cha's face was one that looked distracted.
"Are you okay?"
"I'm great," Mi Cha said, desperately trying not to moan or squeal as she felt a fat finger poking her anal entrance.
Beom Seok was enjoying this close encounter like last time in the other hotel room with Duri just outside. He picked up his pace and thrusted deeper and harder into her, their bodies now colliding and the sexual sounds of his thighs slapping against Mi Cha's tight cheeks were impossible not to hear.
The sudden intensity of the hard, deep strokes had Mi Cha unable to hold it in much longer and she let out a long, whorish moan, leaving little doubt what was happening on her end. "Ooooooooh...."
Seo-yun covered her mouth with her hands and meekly said, "Mi Cha...."
Mi Cha continued with her lewd noises. They were accompanied by a wet sloshing sound. The wicked sound of the manager dipping his cock in and out of Mi Cha's sweet embrace.
Then pushing the situation further, Beom slid a finger inside Mi Cha's asshole. Without the lube there was a slight mixture of pleasure and pain.
"Seo-yun," Mi Cha tried to say in a normal tone, "can we continue this talk in a few minutes?"
"Um, okay," Seo-yun said, wondering who was fucking her friend. As far as she knew Mi Cha was single.
The manager did not stop pumping away while simultaneously fingering her ass, forcing a pained and lustful look on Mi Cha as she bit her lower lip. Beom Seok, careful to keep himself completely out of the video, gripped a fistful of her hair and pulled her head back. Mi Cha broke her octave range with an uncontrollable moan which surprised Seo-yun hearing her belt out that high of a note in such a sexual manner. Mi Cha knowing there was no way her friend didn't know what was currently happening, said, "Look, I'm kinda busy at the moment. Talk in a bit, okay?"
"Okay, I'll see you upstairs," Seo-yun said.
"Okay, bye," Mi Cha said, jabbing at the screen to end the call, but so overcome with lust at the hard fucking she didn't realize she had not actually hit the end call button.
Mi Cha got nasty as her orgasm was rising from hard fucking, a wicked double penetration and the kinky ass situation, "Yes, just like that Oppa!!! Fuck me like that!! Give me that cock. Destroy my pussy."
Unaware that she hadn't pressed end call like she thought she had, she was still being watched, oblivious to the fact her tongue was hanging whorishly out of her mouth like an ahegao expression from dirty anime, whether she intended it or not.
Seo-yun should have ended the call, but she was frozen in shock. 'Oppa?' Who was fucking her? It had to be someone older for that to make sense.
The manager also assuming the video phone call was done, said, as he really hammered her hole and was about to nut, "Fuck, princess, you feel so good! You like it rough like this you dirty slut?"
As her hair was pulled again, she responded, "Oh yes, I love that big fat cock. Now hammer my hole and dump your load in my needy cunt."
"Take all of Oppa's cock!!!" Beom ordered, as he grunted and unloaded inside his pet pop star.
Seo-yun thought that voice sounded like their manager, but that couldn't be. He was still out of town on some deal like he often was.
"Yeeeeees, fill me up," Mi Cha screamed, as the instant he unloaded in her she came too.
"Oh my God!" Seo-yun gasped as she watched her friend have an orgasm.
"Oh my God!" Mi Cha gasped right back, looking at her phone and seeing her friend's completely shocked face looking at her. Mi Cha slapped at the end call button until this time it went off.
"Shiiiiiit," the manager laughed, as he was pretty sure he'd stayed out of the picture the entire time, although his voice would not have been disguised at all.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," Mi Cha cursed at the devastating humiliation that her friend had watched and heard; her getting fucked in such a crude way and maybe even knowing who was fucking her.
The manager pulled out and said, "No one knows I'm back yet."
"Well, they will now," Mi Cha said, mortified by the fact Seo-yun may know she was fucking the group's manager.
"No, no, no," he said. "I'll stay in your room until you guys all get in the limos to head to the airport. I wasn't flying out with you ladies today anyway. My flight is two hours later."
"Okay, that could work," Mi Cha said, as she rolled onto her back so the cum would stop oozing out of her pussy. She was frantically trying to do damage control.
"You just have to create a story about who was fucking you," Beom said, as he put his dick away.
"Yeah, shit, who was fucking me then?"
"Someone older, since we both used Oppa," he said.
"Right," she nodded, as she pondered the lie she needed to formulate.
Beom walked to Mi Cha's suitcase to grab a pair of heavier panties as he planned to make sure his cum was held inside of her all day. "How about a hotel worker?" he offered.
"Yeah, maybe... hey, what are you doing?" she asked, as he bent down, moved some clothing, and found the anal beads toy.
"What is this?" he asked, pulling it out of the suitcase and thrusting it at her.
Mi Cha was speechless.
"Have you been fucking your asshole already?" he questioned.
"Just once," she answered, "to prepare myself after what you said about three holes. And I only got a couple of those beads in me."
"I see," he said, pondering this revelation.
"I need to go meet Seo-yun," Mi Cha said, trying to change the topic. "And I still have no lie."
"Figure it out," he said, tossing the anal toy back in the suitcase and grabbing a pair of black panties. "Wear these and do not wipe any of my cum away. I will be checking these panties at some point today."
"Fine, whatever," she said, putting them on. A cream pie leaking out of her pussy was the least of her problems at the moment. Seo-yun had watched her get fucked. Seo-yun may or may not have noticed it was their manager.
He sat on the bed and looked at the room service menu as Mi Cha put on a sundress. "So, you are staying in my room until after we leave?" she asked.
"Yes."
"Okay," she nodded. "And no one saw you here?"
"No," he said. "I arrived here before your concert was done and simply came from my room to yours both times."
"Okay, that's good." The pragmatic side of Mi Cha was in control now. "And I'll say I met the guy last night bringing me room service and had him stay the night."
"Should work," Beom said, not overly worried about it. If Seo-yun figured it out, he would find a way to manipulate her. She was the most gullible of the five divas and she would likely buy whatever lie Mi Cha made up.
"Okay," she said, thinking it was a good plan as she went to the bathroom to do her makeup. Her hair had dried too much during the sexual encounter and she would definitely be wearing a ponytail.
Ten minutes later she was walking out of the elevator and to the restaurant on the roof that was only for gold star members. Seo-yun was already seated.
"Hey, sorry I'm late," Mi Cha said, sitting down.
"Well, I figured fifteen minutes may have been ambitious," Seo-yun smiled, a little envious of her friend getting some. Seo-yun hadn't got any dick or pussy during this entire tour and could use some of both... none of her friends knowing she was bi. That said, her biggest secret crush was without a doubt Mi Cha... not that she had any intention of doing anything about that... although the visual of her friend getting fucked and the exotic sensual moans escaping her pretty lips were, she hoped, forever ingrained in her subconscious.
"I am so sorry you saw that," Mi Cha said, feeling her cheeks burn with embarrassment as she felt more of the cum ooze out of her to soak the gusset of her panties.
"I can't believe you answered," Seo-yun said.
"I didn't," Mi Cha said, "the asshole I fucked did." As soon as she realized she had sworn twice in three words she apologized. "Sorry, that was likely a little extreme, but I am still pissed."
"So, I can see," Seo-yun said and then asked the million-dollar question. "So, who is he?"
"A complete nobody," Mi Cha answered, which was in many ways the truth. Before her being caught, blackmailed and turned into their manager's submissive cum dump, she had hardly paid even the slightest bit of attention to him outside of the business dealings he was responsible for. He wasn't involved in the creative side, what the girls considered the important side, so for most of the time he was just there on the edges watching, like some creepy wallflower. He was a nobody, there to perform certain tasks, otherwise not someone any of them paid any attention to.
"For a nobody he seemed to be having his way with you," Seo-yun challenged, this not the kind of conversation they usually had, but since the door had been broken wide open she figured she would explore and investigate.
"He was just a room service man with a big dick," Mi Cha shrugged, figuring she may as well be forward... perhaps Seo-yun had a dark side like Aera did... like she herself did.
"That is hot," Seo-yun said.
"You think so?" Mi Cha asked, a little surprised by her usually shy friend's response.
"Yeah," she said, a little flustered. "I mean, the idea of just using some random guy as a sex toy seems like a hot way to relieve yourself." She shook her head ruefully. "I guess it's just been too long without."
"Has it?"
"I mean it's been so long I think my lower region may be considered the Sahara Desert," Seo-yun joked awkwardly.
"Yeah, I know what you mean," Mi Cha nodded, having felt the same way before being caught literally red-handed and suddenly getting all the dick she could handle... including a three-cock movie audition gangbang and three-cock gloryhole blowbang.
"You do?"
"Yeah, the road is lonely," Mi Cha acknowledged. "And being a celebrity makes it harder. We can't do online dating. We can't have a normal life. So, while everyone envies us and thinks we have these perfect lives, it's a façade."
"Isn't that the truth?"
"I mean sometimes I just need to get laid."
"Me too."
"Well, maybe we will have to help make that a reality on our next stop."
"Really?"
"Maybe," Mi Cha said. "There are ways to find dick."
"What about pussy?" Seo-yun asked, deciding to just put it out there.
"You're a lesbian?" Mi Cha asked, taken aback by the question.
"Bi," Seo-yun clarified. "Although I have limited experiences with the male gender."
"But you have been with both?" Mi Cha asked.
"Actually, I've been with quite a few women, at least a dozen, three men and a trans," Seo-yun revealed, feeling a heavy weight lifted off her shoulders at being able to say those words. She had no one to talk to about her complicated sexual desires.
"Well, aren't you a little minx?" Mi Cha smiled. The idea that another of her band members had a dark side made her own dark side seem not so bad... minus the whole using her body for a movie role thing. God, she wished she could just tell her, tell someone her sexual weaknesses and the situation she had gotten herself in.
"Says the girl who fucked a stranger and let me watch."
"I didn't let you watch," Mi Cha clarified. "I thought I hung up."
"You looked like you were really enjoying yourself."
"Well, he had a big dick and knew how to give it to me good."
"Can I ask a personal question?" Seo-yun asked, deciding to push the envelope a little.
"Sure, we have gone this far," Mi Cha joked.
"Are you submissive?"
"That was not the question I was expecting," Mi Cha laughed slightly uncomfortably and realizing two band members had asked her this... how obvious was it?
"It's just I am dominant, or at least I want to be dominant, but I would love to get into the mindset of a submissive," Seo-yun explained.
"You are dominant?" Mi Cha asked, a little dumbfounded by this revelation.
"Perception and reality can be very different," Seo-yun pointed out, enjoying the shocked look on her friend's face.
"That is definitely true," Mi Cha laughed, still getting used to this more blunt version of Seo-yun.
"So," Seo-yun returned the conversation back to her original question, "are you submissive?"
"What makes you think I'm submissive?" Mi Cha asked, curious to know what made her friend ask such a question.
"Well, I generally can see past someone's outer persona," Seo-yun said. "Plus, watching some stranger pull your hair and be nasty with you confirmed my suspicions."
"You had suspicions?"
"Yeah, I mean you are a people pleaser and most people pleasers are also so in the bedroom," Seo-yun explained.
"And where do you get this theory?" Mi Cha asked, not that anything her friend said wasn't true. It was crazy how well she was being psychoanalyzed.
"And, I don't mean to come across as rude or anything," Seo-yun continued, "but your diva personality is also often a front."
"Then all of us are submissive in the band," Mi Cha joked.
"In my theory, everyone is but Aera," Seo-yun bravely put out there.
"And why is Aera not?" Mi Cha asked, although she was pretty sure based on what she witnessed from Aera that she was indeed not submissive.
"I can't explain it," Seo-yun said. "I can just tell."
"So, you are the submissive or dominant whisperer?" Mi Cha joked.
"I like that," Seo-yun laughed, just before the waitress arrived to take their orders.
Once alone again, Seo-yun decided to continue to push the envelope and investigate. "So can I ask another personal question?"


"Why not?" Mi Cha shrugged. "Since I am apparently submissive."
"You hadn't confirmed that until now," Seo-yun smiled.
"Well, shit, "Mi Cha shrugged, "I guess the cat is out of the bag."
"And does the kitty like to come out and play?"
"Oh, you are so bad," Mi Cha gasped. Was Seo-yun asking her to come have a lesbian encounter with her?
Seo-yun literally purred, showing a sensuality her friend had never seen in her outside of a stage performance, "Oh, I can be very bad... or good."
"Seo-yun, and I thought I was the bad one," Mi Cha joked... finding it unfathomable how this morning had evolved from being busted being fucked and maybe outed as a cum dump to the band, to having her shy best friend suggesting lesbian sex... at least that was what she thought was developing.
"So, question two," Seo-yun returned to what she really wanted to know.
"Have you ever been with a woman?"
"Kind of."
"Kind of?"
"Yeah, well, I sucked pussy juice off a man's dick after he fucked her, does that count?" Mi Cha said, figuring she may as well just say it as it is.
"Barely, but it is a start," Seo-yun smiled.
Mi Cha, curious to learn more about her bisexual friend asked, "Do you prefer men or women?"
"Women by far," Seo-yun answered.
"And do you prefer giving or receiving?"
"With a strap-on?" Seo-yun asked, even though she assumed her friend meant oral.
"You own a strap-on?" Mi Cha asked, shocked.
"Never leave home without it."
"Well, if you are dominant, I assume that means you prefer giving."
"When wearing a strap-on for sure," Seo-yun nodded, imagining bending her sexy friend over and showing her just how good a girl-on-girl fuck could be. "But I both enjoy dining on a delicacy or having mine pleasured."
"Dining on a delicacy," Mi Cha smiled. "I like that."
"There isn't much that tastes better in the world than a fresh pussy coming in your mouth."
"I'll have to take your word for it," Mi Cha chuckled.
"Or you can find out for yourself," Seo-yun offered, no subtlety in her words.
Mi Cha wasn't sure what to say. Yes, she was quite curious. Yes, she was still quite horny and could feel the manager's cum oozing out of her pussy. But was this a line she wanted to cross? The whole house of cards seemed to be building higher and higher and one error and it could all come crumbling down.
Thankfully, for Mi Cha, all three of their bandmates suddenly joined them, pulling a second table to fit everyone, and the conversation shifted to today's flight and Duri's idea to flip the final two numbers which led into a lengthy debate and discussion that took the entire meal.
When the conversation got around to checking out of the hotel, Duri asked if the manager had already taken care of everything. "Where is he, anyway? I saw him last night."
"You did?" Mi Cha asked, instantly worried, but not looking at Seo-yun.
"Yeah, just from behind," Duri said. "I want to see what he thinks of the idea."
"I believe he is still out on business and wasn't supposed to meet us until our next stop," Mi Cha said.
"Yeah, that could have been any old man," Seo-yun interjected, as she watched Mi Cha's peculiar facial expression with intrigue.
"I guess," Duri said. "I just need some variety instead of the exact same playlist and order every night."
"Why don't we add a new song or two?" Mi Cha suggested, trying to get the focus back to the band.
"You think so?" Duri asked.
"Sure," Mi Cha nodded. "You are right, our show is always the same. Let's spice it up."
"Well, we are the Korean Spice Girls," Nabi pointed out.
"And maybe something to tease the boys," Aera added.
Thankfully, for Mi Cha, the conversation went to what songs to add and delete and it continued until their hairdresser came and pointed out they needed to get ready to head to the airport.
Back in Mi Cha's hotel room, Beom said, "That took a long time. Is everything okay?"
"She fell for it," Mi Cha said as she went to finish packing up her stuff.
Beom was stuck here for at least another half hour, and horny again, so he walked up to her in the bathroom as she put her makeup and accessories away, lifted up her skirt, tugged down the stained panties and slid right back in the pussy he owned.
"Really? Again?" she asked, not even attempting to stop him. The conversation with Seo-yun was shocking and stimulating and she was horny... she was almost always horny.
As he fucked her already wet pussy, he told her the simple truth. "I need to dump a load and you're a cum dump." Then he picked up his pace.
"Fine, make it quick, I need to be downstairs in ten minutes," Mi Cha said, just accepting she was indeed his cum dump.
While he pounded her from behind, she touched up her makeup, reapplied her lipstick before the fucking got good and she had to grip the corners of the sink to stay in place. "Oh yeah, harder, give it to me rough."
"Just a few strokes and you shift into insatiable cum slut."
"I can't help it, I hate you, but I love your cock and how you treat me," Mi Cha frustratingly admitted the hard truth.
"How much do you love my cock?" he asked, slamming into her hard, his balls boiling already.
"I love your grandpa dick, I love its thick knob, I love the way it fills my pussy and I love the way it knows how to turn me into a cock hungry cum slut," Mi Cha said, all sad but true.
"Yeah, and my cum?"
"I love your cum shooting in my pussy, coating my face or filling up my mouth," Mi Cha said, wishing she could have all three happen right now.
"Well, this time it goes in your pussy and you will spend the rest of the day without panties," he said, shifting his perversion from earlier when he allowed her to wear panties, grunted and spewed a second load in his Korean Rose fuck toy.
"Noooooo, not already," Mi Cha whined, not because of the clear awkwardness of walking around smelling like she had just been fucked and having cum leaking down her leg, but because she hadn't come yet.
"You're the cum dump," he said, as he unloaded in her, "it's your job to make me come, not the other way around."
Mi Cha just sighed as she felt him pull out.
"You better hurry, you don't want them waiting for you," he said, as he tugged the panties to the floor and she reluctantly lifted up each foot to allow him to take them.
Mi Cha quickly finished packing, feeling cum ooze down her leg, feeling shame burn inside her and most annoying, feeling a burning in her unsatisfied pussy.
She got to the limo and the chauffeur opened the door for her before going to help the hotel porter load her bags in the back. Everyone was already inside, and Mi Cha had to get in carefully, squeezing her legs together as best she could so no cum leaked out. It was going to be a long fucking day.
Both Seo-yun and Aera looked at her with a knowing look... her red cheeks may have given away why she was late... but neither would have a clue as to the real reason... and that both excited and mortified her.
Fuck, she needed to find a way to control herself and her libido.
Mi Cha could feel the cum oozing out of her pussy as she sat in the limousine. God, it was so humiliating it made her unable to properly focus on the conversation.
In fact, she had just agreed to adding a new encore song and she had no idea what song was chosen.
She wanted to ask, since she sang lead on the current closing number, but she didn't want to make it obvious she had completely zoned out as they may ask what she was thinking about that was more important and the answer would have been very revealing and multi-layered.
One: the cum leaking out of her and the possible cum stain that may appear when she moved to get out.
Two: having been fucked just a few minutes ago for the second time this morning, she wondered if her face gave away her indiscretions or if she smelled like a just-fucked slut.
Three: Worse, he hadn't gotten her off so she was undeniably horny.
Four: Aera giving her a knowing smile on a couple of occasions. Mi Cha supposed her friend thought she had been running late because of a last-minute session with her new toy, which was so tame compared to what had really happened. But her sly smiles made Mi Cha want to suck cock at a gloryhole with her again...including tasting her pussy on a cock again... this time without a condom.
Five: Since Seo-yun knew about Mi Cha's hard early morning fuck from a supposedly nameless hotel worker, she could certainly be thinking Mi Cha had tried to squeeze in another one before leaving the hotel, so she was avoiding eye contact with her because she knew her face would definitely give her away to everyone. The one time Seo-yun had caught her eye it was enough to replay their wild conversation with her friend's blunt assessment of her submissiveness and startling revelation that she was a dominant bisexual who owned a strap-on. The idea of being fucked by Seo-yun now permanently burned in Mi Cha's horny subconscious.
Six: On top of all her sexual frustrations and desires was the reality that it was only a matter of time before her bandmates learned of her Disney deal and she had no idea how they would react.
Finally, Mi Cha asked a question about how to close the new number and that eventually gave her all the information about the song change.
Mi Cha made sure to leave the limousine last and as she did there was indeed a little cum puddle on the seat. She scooped it off quickly and put it in her mouth without anyone noticing. It made her feel ashamed and horny at the same time... a duality of feelings that seemed to be one of the few constants in her new life as her manager's cum dump.
At the airport, as they checked the screens for the flight to Manila, the girls' talk became excited about the week-long stay in the Philippines, perhaps where they were most popular. They had already sold out all three of their shows, and after the first one, they were going on a weekend retreat with family on a reclusive private island.
As the group made its way toward the private security screening area, which the airport used for all celebrities to avoid mob fan scenes in the main spaces, Aera whispered into Mi Cha's ear, "How many times did you come this morning?"
"What?" Mi Cha asked, her eyes going wide. Did she know?
"It was obvious from the redness of your cheeks that you just got off before leaving the hotel."
"Trust me, I did not get off," Mi Cha responded, annoyed the bastard hadn't let her come after he unloaded in her.
"You definitely did," Aera said.
"I tried but I ran out of time," Mi Cha said, which was somewhat true.
"Too bad we can't bring our toys in our carry-on," Aera said.
Mi Cha's eyes went wide.
"You did put your toys in your suitcase?" Aera asked, although the instant alarmed look on her friend's face already gave her the answer.
"Shit! Shit! Shit!" Mi Cha said, immediately horrified. She'd been smart enough to put the pot lube and all her anal gear in her suitcase, but for reasons she couldn't explain, perhaps the last-minute fucking from her manager, she hadn't put her new amazing vibrator in it. It was in her carry-on bag.
"Well," Aera smiled, always the optimist, "you can at least go and finish and get off before we go through customs."
"I have zero interest in that now," Mi Cha said, the fact she could be outed with sex toys by an airport security member completely dousing the fire that had been burning inside her for some time.
"Girls, let's go," Duri said, "we have to go through security now."
"Oh, God," Mi Cha said.
"Don't worry about it," Aera said. "First, we go through private security and second, they almost never stop us or go through our things."
"True," Mi Cha nodded, having only had her carry-on bag searched twice and both times in one of the more conservative countries.
"Worst case," Aera said, as they hurried to catch up with the rest of the band, "some security guard learns you have a sex toy. We all have sex toys."
"I guess."
"It isn't a crime or anything."
"Just super embarrassing."
Ten minutes later, Mi Cha put her bag on the conveyor belt and watched it go... she had never been more nervous in her life... and that included her first time performing at a sold-out concert, meeting Prince William and Princess Kate or any of the other celebrities she had met over the years.
Mi Cha then went through the x-ray machine and waited for what seemed like an eternity for her bag to arrive... even though it was no longer than usual.
Aera moved behind her and hummed the Mission Impossible theme.
Mi Cha laughed awkwardly as her bag suddenly appeared. She quickly grabbed it and let out a huge sigh of relief.
Aera said, "Now, since you have the toy, go fuck yourself and finish what you couldn't at the hotel."
"I may never be horny again," Mi Cha joked, although she knew that wasn't true since she had been adamant she would resist her manager time and time again but ended up with his wrinkly old dick in her mouth or pussy time and time again.
"Then let me borrow it," Aera said.
"Pardon?"
"Let me borrow it," Aera repeated. "That was so fucking exciting."
"Seriously?"
"Yes, now give it to me," Aera said.
"You want me to just whip it out for you?" Which was the very thing she'd been afraid the security person might do.
"Words I'd love to hear from any man in this airport right now," Aera joked... only kind of kidding. For some reason the thrill of whether Mi Cha would get caught or not had greatly turned her on.
"You are incorrigible," Mi Cha said, shaking her head.
"Swap bags," Aera said, grabbing for Mi Cha's.
"You really want it?' Mi Cha asked, thinking until now Aera was kidding.
"Don't worry, I'll clean it after I'm done," Aera said as she took the bag and handed Mi Cha hers. "Unless you don't want me to. You did seem to enjoy my pussy on that dick while you were being a gloryhole slut."
Mi Cha felt her face burn as she relished the memory but denied the accusation. "I enjoyed the dick."
"Sure, sure," Aera smiled.
Then they were entering the Gold Members' lounge and Aera sauntered on toward the restrooms.
Mi Cha felt the burn again.
Fuck.
Mi Cha went and purchased a Coke Zero and a magazine for the flight and chatted with Duri for a bit when Aera returned.
Aera handed Mi Cha her bag and said, "Somehow we switched bags."
"Oh, did we?" Mi Cha feigned surprise in front of Duri.
They swapped bags and then the three ladies chatted for about ten minutes... the entire time Mi Cha thinking about the toy in her bag.
Aera could read her friend's mind and gave Mi Cha a head nod towards the bathroom.
A minute later, Mi Cha excused herself. As she reached the bathroom, she received a text from Aera: By the way, I generously didn't clean it. So, if you want a nice snack before the flight...
Mi Cha felt her cheeks and pussy burn simultaneously at the wicked message.
There were three non-gendered bathrooms, each with a private lock, common in these upper scale private wait spaces. Mi Cha went in one, locked the door, moved to the toilet and put the seat down. Fuck, she was horny.
She opened her bag, found the toy on top, quite wet, and picked it up. Mi Cha moved it to her nose and smelt it. Although the rubber smell hindered it, the scent was still enticing. The horny and curious pop star then licked a part of the toy, tasting her friend. "Mmmmmmm," Mi Cha purred to herself. She then deep throated the shaft, extracting all her friend's juices from the magical dual-purpose toy. God, she needed to taste pussy juice directly from the source. Wildly, in the past twenty-four hours, in fact in less than that, two of her bandmates had become possible sexual partners.
Having sucked off all Aera's pussy juice, Mi Cha spread her legs, turned the toy on and slid it in her pussy. She closed her eyes and as she felt the intense vibrations of the fuck toy a variety of fantasies flashed in her head:
- being back at the glory hole sucking cock.
- sucking cock that had Aera's juices on it.
- being bent over and fucked by Seo-yun with a strap-on.
- being forced to lick all four band members' pussies.
When she opened her eyes to watch the rose-coloured shaft push and pull her swollen pussy lips open and closed, she saw the toy had a milky covering; the remnants of the two loads Manager had shot so deep inside her this morning. That sent her straight to the edge of orgasm and drove her earlier fantasies out of her mind as again the fat old cock attached to a fat old man popped into her head and made her come, replaying being called a bimbo fuck toy and being roughly used.
Once her orgasm dissipated, Mi Cha sighed.
Why? Why? Why? Why did her manager and his dick always pop into her head in her pleasure time?
Mi Cha pulled the toy out before a second orgasm began to rise and again forced it into her throat the way Manager surely would. While she caught a slight taste of his male tang, her orgasm had mostly washed him away, leaving the vibrator coated in her own juices, and damn, her pussy tasted as good as Aera's had; she definitely had to cross that lesbian line. Finally, she stood up and went and washed her cock.
Twenty minutes later they were on the plane headed to Manila.
Thankfully for Mi Cha, neither of her in-the-know bandmates said any more about their past or future sexual adventures but her own thoughts about those things helped the tingle and wetness of her washroom orgasm linger and even leak out of her.
.....
At a new hotel, after two publicity stops and having two hours before they were doing an interview, photo shoot and fan meet in the hotel ballroom, Mi Cha collapsed onto the king-sized bed.
Mi Cha lay there for about five minutes, almost falling asleep, before she heard a flush from her toilet. Instantly, she jolted up and off the bed and reached for her purse and her phone, getting ready to speed dial Nabi if help was needed. Nabi was a black belt in karate.
"Ready for your anal training to start?" the manager called out from the bathroom, where Mi Cha also heard the sink running.
In quick succession, she...:
- relaxed, knowing it wasn't a rapist (well, it was, but it was her own personal rapist),
- got annoyed that again he had let himself into her room without her knowledge, let alone permission (and what else did she expect?),
- and finally sighed in resignation (well, at least he does wash his hands after using the toilet... it wasn't a given for such a pig).
"How did you get in here?" Mi Cha asked, letting her shock of fear show up as anger in her voice.
"Answer the question," he said, walking out of the bathroom.
"No, I am not interested in doing anything anal," Mi Cha said, which was true... at least with him.
"Sorry, I said that as if it was a question and you had a say," he chuckled in that smug, creepy way that made Mi Cha disgusted.
"I need to rest before the publicity event," Mi Cha said, having planned to have an hour nap and then get ready.
"And I need to drop a load before the event," the manager countered, as he walked over to her and pointed to the floor.
"Fine, but let's make it quick. I really need a nap," Mi Cha said, actually kind of wanting a load of cum, but not wanting this to turn into anything else.
"Yeah, I don't have a lot of time," he said, as he watched her obediently lower onto her knees before him.
Mi Cha didn't say anything. She simply fished out the dick she frustratingly craved. It had an odor that was less than pleasant as she leaned forward and took the semi-erect cock in her mouth. It was sweaty, salty and stinky, and yet she bobbed hungrily... hating her undeniable lust for his cock and cum.
"Oh yeah, pretty soon this dick will be using all three of your holes," he moaned, watching this pretty pop star go to town on his dick never getting old.


Mi Cha let out just the slightest of moans. What drove her nuts was the strength of the impact that this fat fucking grandpa dick had on her. She was about to take a nap, quite exhausted from the day so far, yet one order, one view of his cock, and her exhaustion and finally dry pussy instantly changed to wide awake and horny. She would never admit this to her creepy manager, but she was already imagining this dick back in her suddenly needy pussy again and even wondering what it would feel like in her virgin asshole... although no way she wanted her first sodomy to be from her blackmailer.
The fact that any sort of rational thought disappeared from her head, and she became a vapid cum craving slut was humiliating for Mi Cha. Yet, there she was on her knees, bobbing eagerly, on this filthy fat fucker's cock like she was a wannabe trophy wife.
Mi Cha pushed all these negative thoughts out of her head and focused on extracting a load of creamy cum, or at least tried to, as her verbally abusive master kept talking.
"Oh yeeeeeaaaah," the manager groaned, as he enjoyed the blow job and her soft moan from his last assurance. "I'm going to make you a three hole cum dump that craves loads in all her fuck holes."
Again, uncontrollably, a moan, this time longer and more sensual, left Mi Cha's cock sucking lips, "Mmmmmmmmmmmmm."
Again, Mi Cha was frustrated by her own reaction to such a disgusting statement from a disgusting man.
Yet, the cum hungry pop star sucked that slimy slithering snake like it was her last meal. Fuck, she needed this load and quick before she gave in and got buttfucked by the Korean version of Jabba the Hutt... knowing the longer this lasted, the weaker her brittle resistance would be. Submission and obedience always overriding moral integrity and common sense when the swampy, slutty slit between her legs was making decisions.
"Oh yeah, baby slut, show me how much you want this load in your cock sucking mouth," he said. "Rub that sloppy hole made for my cum while you get my load."
Mi Cha immediately obeyed. Partly because of her natural submissiveness, partly because she just loved sucking cock, even old wrinkled smelly dick, and partly because the desperate desire to obey him by sucking his cock and swallowing his load consumed her.
"Yeah, come like the slut you are just from sucking dick," he moaned, getting close. While he looked forward to taking her anal cherry and really enjoyed fucking her, there was no better visual than her on her knees with his dick in her pretty mouth.
The Korean pop star frantically rubbed her wanton pussy as she continued hungrily sucking her manager's cock. She was no longer Mi Cha, no longer a pop star, no, she was just a cum hungry, cock sucking slut willing to do whatever it took to extract that load and come herself.
"Oh fuck, slut, get ready for my load," he generously warned as he was about to nut.
Mi Cha bobbed relentlessly and feverishly, dying for that load as her own orgasm was imminent.
Not even fifteen seconds later, the manager grunted and unloaded inside the cotton candy mouth.
Mi Cha swallowed every drop with lust and desire while continuing to masturbate.
Once he was spent, he pulled out and ordered, "Crawl onto the bed and get on all fours."
Close to an orgasm and in mindless gutter tramp mode, Mi Cha obeyed without a word.
The manager moved to her, pulled up her dress and pulled the fit ass cheeks apart. "Keep rubbing yourself, my sexy slut."
Mi Cha eagerly obeyed, needing to come and finding his insult oddly erotic. As she resumed touching herself, she felt his tongue suddenly licking her asshole. Having had her ass eaten already by him, she wasn't caught by surprise and so was able to let herself feel what he was doing.
"Oh yeah, such a tasty tart asshole," the manager complimented, as he bathed the asshole with his tongue.
"Feels good," she moaned, as she really worked her pussy over.
"Yeah, you like your asshole being eaten?"
"I dooooo," she admitted, about to come from her own fingers and the surreal pleasure of having her asshole licked.
The manager moved his finger to her tight, spit-covered, puckered butthole and tried to time it perfectly... wanting to make her scream when she reached climax.
"Ooooooh, fuck," Mi Cha moaned, the surreal double pleasure driving her wild with unbridled lust and her orgasm imminent.
That urgent desperation was the signal for Beom who immediately slid his finger inside the tight asshole.
Instantly, Mi Cha's orgasm hit her like a tornado touching ground as she screamed and shook uncontrollably as the finger filled her butthole, "Fuuuuuuuck!"
Mi Cha collapsed and the finger slipped out as she lay there and enjoyed the waves of intense pleasure quaking through her body.
Beom went to the bag he had brought, pulled out the smallest of the three butt plugs, lubed it up and returned to the bed. Even as she lay there still coming, he got on the bed and moved the plug to her asshole.
"What are you doing?" Mi Cha asked in the afterglow daze as she felt his fat hands on her ass as he pulled her back up onto her knees.
"Beginning your anal prep," the manager said, as he grabbed the small butt plug he had briefly set down to get her in position.
"Please, no," Mi Cha replied, although that was all the resistance she gave in her post orgasm glory and weakened state.
Beom ignored the vague protest as he slid the relatively small plug into her ever-so-slightly gaped asshole.
"Oooooooh," Mi Cha moaned, whatever he'd slipped into her rectum stretching it a little, but not a lot.
"This will stay in your ass the rest of the day until I come retrieve it tonight," the manager ordered, similar to the earlier vibrating egg thing.
"Please, no," she pleaded again, but didn't move as she wasn't sure what exactly was in her ass.
"And because I'm such a generous master you can wear panties so it doesn't slide out of that soon to be well fucked hole," Beom said, as he admired the small plug in the nice tight ass.
"Please. Be reasonable. I have a lot going on today," Mi Cha said.
"Don't worry, this thing doesn't vibrate," he said. "It just gets that virgin ass accustomed to having something in it."
Mi Cha just sighed.
"I'll see you soon," he said, pulling his pants up and walking out of the room.
Mi Cha lay there for a couple more minutes, the orgasm still giving faint after shocks. She then slowly got off the bed and gingerly went to her suitcase to get some panties.
The thing in her ass was weird, but seemingly rather small. It was slightly uncomfortable, but not in any real way.
Panties on, she got onto the bed, lay on her stomach and tried to take a nap... which thankfully she did.
Mi Cha was startled awake by a rather hard knock on her door. She sat up and groaned as she sat right on her ass making the toy go deeper inside her butt. She groggily walked to the door, rubbing her eyes as she woke up. She opened the door and Aera stormed in.
"Were you sleeping?" Aera asked. "We need to get going right now."
"Shit!" Mi Cha said, not remotely ready. "Give me five minutes."
"Beom is going to freak," Aera said, as Mi Cha rushed to her carry-on, grabbed her makeup bag and hurried to the bathroom even as the toy inside her moved around.
"Fuck him," Mi Cha replied, in the most ironic statement she had yet to make.
Aera laughed, as the manager was the last person anyone would fuck. As she waited, she saw a clear plastic package with two butt plugs and an empty space for a third - apparently the smallest one. "No fucking way."
Mi Cha, in the bathroom, quickly applied her makeup, unaware that her manager had left the other two butt plugs on a table that her kinky friend had just found.
Aera walked into the bathroom and asked, "What is this?"
Mi Cha looked at the butt plug package with its empty slot and gasped.
"Did you go back to that adult store and buy these?" Aera asked as she dropped the package on the sink in front of the friend who continued to surprise and impress her.
"Um, yeah," she lied, better than telling her the whole truth... yes, she had indeed gone back to the adult store and bought an anal toy. Sure, it had been the high-end bead vibrator instead of these brute butt trainers, but the same intent.
"You nasty slut."
"Says the glory hole fuck queen," Mi Cha wickedly replied as she put lipstick on her lips.
Aera suddenly lifted up the dress with one hand and pulled the panties aside with the other to expose the butt plug. "You nasty, nasty slut," she repeated admiringly.
"Okay, fine. We are both sluts," Mi Cha said, embarrassed to be caught with a plug in her asshole... at least it was the one friend who knew her slutty side... well, so did Seo-yun, kind of.
"Are you wearing that for the day?" Aera asked, slapping Mi Cha's ass.
"I planned to," Mi Cha replied, feeling kind of emboldened by her friend's reaction.
"Shit, you really are one kinky slut," Aera said, looking at her watch. "Hurry up, everyone is waiting."
"Okay, okay," Mi Cha nodded.
Five minutes later they were downstairs.
Duri asked, her tone annoyed, "Why are you so late?"
"Sorry, I fell asleep," Mi Cha answered, which for once wasn't a lie.
Duri sighed.
Mi Cha knew she had to be more careful... she couldn't allow her predicament and weakness to impact the band.
While Aera teased her a couple of times, the late afternoon and evening were crazy busy and Mi Cha often forgot she had a sex toy up her ass... unless she sat down too abruptly, then she really remembered. But overall, Mi Cha had a fun evening... especially meeting fans, when it was kind of exciting to think about the kinky thing she was doing right in front of them.
It was all made better by the fact that she only saw her manager show up one time.
Finally, back in her hotel room, Mi Cha stripped off the wrinkled dress she'd been wearing all day and did the cleaning up she'd missed by falling asleep earlier. Including her new habit of extra cleaning herself back there after using the toilet. The Bangkok saleswoman's advice about anal cleanliness was certainly proving valuable.
She then used the lube the sexy Thai had also recommended, the special anal lube, not the pot lube, to prepare the toy for reinsertion into her butt. Because of course it had to go back in. Manager had indicated he might be back tonight to retrieve it, and she feared what would happen if it wasn't there. And besides, she'd sort of begun enjoying having the constant reminder of what a submissive slut she was and that her ass was next in line for domination.
The luxurious bathroom had a large, full-length mirror along one wall, probably so guests could watch themselves fucking in the extra large, glass-walled shower. Without thinking about what she was doing, Mi Cha took the short chair from the makeup table and positioned it so that when she leaned down against its back, her ass was aimed right at the mirror. She was glad to see that even after all the hours with the butt plug inside her, her anus seemed to have closed down to its normal, wrinkled but actually cute, position. Although she had no doubt it would open up much more easily than ever before if needed.
Continuing to move on sexual autopilot, Mi Cha began by squirting some lube into her hand and applying it directly to her anus. As she gently rubbed, pressed and finally probed, a series of thoughts that had been bouncing around the whole time she was meeting with fans and reporters while her ass was full of pink plastic came together in her mind. She knew the manager wanted her ass, hell, he was going to have her ass, there was no doubt about that, but still, her rebellious mind wished he wouldn't be getting her virginity, while her rational mind was scared about such a big cock being her first. But how could she avoid that?
Now she removed her two fingers from her asshole, smeared a fresh blob of lube all over the small butt plug and popped it straight into her ass without hesitation... it felt surprisingly good... and naughty. The small size reminded her of one of the Disney executives she'd gang-banged as part of her audition for the role of Princess Aurora in their planned live-action version of Sleeping Beauty. He was an older man... Barry, yeah, that was his name... and Barry had a very small penis, not even four inches. Still, she'd enjoyed sucking and fucking it... as she did all cocks. Barry would be perfect for her first ass fuck!
She popped the toy in and out of her hole four or five times in a row, excited to see her backdoor stay open just a moment before closing down again. The next time it went in, she left it in and admired its jeweled end piece sitting there, completely covering her hangmun. She tried twerking a few times, one of her signature moves on stage, and felt sure the fans would go absolutely manic if she did this during a show.
Then she was hit by a massive yawn, the type that cracked the jaw and went through the whole body; she was totally wasted by this crazy day of morning fucks, airport washroom vibrator sessions, international flights, and publicity events, all with a butt plug up inside her for the last half of the day.
She washed the excess lube from her hands and returned to the main room where she put on a pair of panties and shortie pajamas. All the while, she thought of old Barry's partners, Frank and James with their respective five- and six-inch dicks. How would that be for some anal training, to have Barry, then Frank, and then James fuck and fill her taboo hole with cocks and cum. Her manager couldn't dare complain about such power players getting her anal virginity instead of him. Especially when her ass would certainly then be really ready to not only take his much larger cock, but to really enjoy it herself right off the bat... so to speak.
With such pleasant thoughts to dream on, the exhausted girl slid into sleeping, praying her manager would not show up now that it was so late, to take out the plug and claim his prize as she desperately needed sleep... and thankfully, he didn't.
The End of Part 4
.....
Up next:
K-pop Pet: Cunnilingus, which is a surprising interlude where Mi Cha discovers the joys of another woman licking her pussy.
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Trans School: Daughter's Initiation
Summary: My daughter and I get LOTS of trans cock.
Note 1: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for rejuvenating this old story and illustrating all the parts. Sadly, Tex passed away before any of this series could be released. As such, this entire series is dedicated and a homage to his legacy.
Note 2: This is the fifth part of a planned marathon series about my adventures at Chateau Johnson School for Girls in southern California.
Note 3: While I do hope to continue this series, it will without illustrations although there were some made and saved for later in the series... alas the new policy will prevent that.
In part 1, A TEACHER SEDUCED, I relocate from Canada to teach at a private school in extremely rural southern California, where I gradually unravel a secret... that the students are all trans. The cat is finally let out of the bag when I'm seduced by the virtually all-powerful trans Headmistress, then learn that as a result, I've just become the Bottom Slut to all my fellow teachers when I'm used by their former Bottom Slut. I then have a romantic-ish encounter with Amanda (the Headmistress's (very) personal secretary) Amanda, (where I get to do the fucking for a change, because she's even more submissive than I am), and Chapter 1 ends with my submitting to Nicole, the school's most dominant student.
In part 2, COCK WORSHIPPING, I am initiated by the senior trans students in a marathon suck and fuck session that lasts all day.
In part 3, COLLEGUE WORSHIP, I am initiated as Bottom Slut by the entire female teaching staff, in a lengthy lesbian sex-fest.
In part 4, DAUGHTER'S ARRIVAL, my daughter flies from Toronto to come check on me thinking I have been acting strange where Headmistress Alexis explains my secret past and the secrets of the school before initiating her like she had me. I then am beckoned to the office where I cross the line of incest and end up being my daughter's pet and watch her lose her anal virginity.
NOTE: This was the chapter Tex and I were working on when he passed away in October 2024. As such, this will be a unique chapter as I am going to leave in the photo requests where I hoped Tex would later have illustrated plus keeping the illustrations that had been created before his passing.
NOTE 2: With the Literotica change in policy before this was released, there are two versions of this story. The non-illustrated presented here and the half-illustrated that you cane get from emailing me.
And now Daughter's Initiation:
Continuing immediately at the end of Daughter's Arrival....
Leaving the office, I decided to introduce Amanda and my daughter properly. "Tiffani, I'm sure you have already met Amanda."
"Yes, I have," Tiffani said.
"But, I would like to introduce her as my girlfriend," I said.
"You have a girlfriend?" My daughter asked.
"I do," I said, walking over and giving Amanda a quick kiss... both of us wearing a creamy load of cum... well, I was actually wearing two if I am being accurate.
PIC REQUEST 1: ME KISSING AMANDA BOTH OF US WITH CUM ON OUR FACE AS MY DAUGHTER WATCHES; IM STILL IN WHITE NYLONS.
"You continue to keep surprising me," Tiffani said, with a sly smile.
"Well, I am full of surprises."
"And so fucking hot," Amanda said, kissing me back.
"You two are like two high school teenagers," Tiffani teased, finding watching her mother making out with another woman quite hot.
"Well, I just can't get enough of your mother," Amanda said, cupping my ass.
"Oh, you're so sweet," I said, loving the attention Amanda continued to give me.
"You two are adorable," Tiffani said.
"By the way, in a crazy sense of irony, having just met your daughter, my parents are coming to visit tomorrow," Amanda said.
"Oh, my, do they know about me?" I asked.
"Yes, my sister has a big mouth," Amanda said.
"And a big dick," I joked.
"Mother!" Tiffani gasped.
I shrugged, "There are no secrets here."
"So you have fucked your girlfriend's sister?"
"It was actually a threesome," Amanda asked.
"So you're into incest too?" Tiffani asked.
"It's a family thing," Amanda said, revealing to me for the first time, I sensed that her incestuous relationship may be more than just sibling play.
"Have you fucked your mom?" Tiffani bluntly asked.
"Many times," Amanda replied.
"Does she have a dick?"
"Tiffani!" I said. "Manners."
"What?" Tiffani said, "You said there are no secrets here."
"No, she has a pussy," Amanda said, before wickedly adding, "although she prefers it in her ass."
"Oh my," Tiffani said, "anal seems to be all the rage here."
"It can be," Amanda agreed.
"Are your parents still married?" Tiffani asked.
"They are."
"Does your dad fuck you?"
I sighed.
"What?" Tiffani asked, "just trying to learn more about your girlfriend you have not once mentioned."
"You brat," I said.
"Yes, our family shares everything," Amanda said, looking at me. "I'm sorry, I should have told you this before now."
"I just got fucked by my daughter, and assisted her in getting her anal cherry taken," I said, "so I am not one to judge."
"Although you haven't eaten your daughter's pussy yet," Tiffani pointed out.
"Jasmine," Amanda said playfully, "you haven't eaten your daughter's sweet ripe pussy yet? What kind of mother are you?"
"Well, it was on my list," I said.
"Tiffani, hop up on my desk and let your mother rectify that issue right now," Amanda said.
"Okay," Tiffani agreed, hopping on the desk and spreading her sexy nylon-clad legs.
"You want to watch your girlfriend eat her daughter's pussy?" I asked, even as I moved to her spread legs.
"Yeah, I want to see you lez out with your hot daughter," Amanda said.
"Eat my pussy, Mommy-pet," Tiffani ordered when I was staring at her pretty pink peach.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, before I began to cross perhaps the final inappropriate taboo sin I could as I began licking my daughter.
"Mmmmmm, yes, Mommy, eat your daughter's pussy," Tiffani moaned as I started pleasing her.
"Yes, baby, lick that pussy," Amanda encouraged, as she caressed my ass.
PIC REQUEST 2: STILL IN WHITE NYLONS, DAUGHTER ON DESK, ME EATING HER AND TIFFANI WATCHING OR CARESSING ME FROM BEHIND (NO DICK IN VIEW YET)
"Fuck her," Tiffani said.
"You think so?" Amanda asked.
"Yeah, but first let me see my mom's girlfriend's dick," Tiffani said and then added with a playful laugh, "not a sentence I ever imagined uttering."
"And yet you love it," I chirped in as I didn't stop my leisurely licking of my daughter. Like I said, I didn't ever seriously imagine committing incest with my daughter... none of my mom-daughter stories were about her. Sure, I did fantasize being either of my sister's submissive sluts and had written a couple of stories about them... but now that I had crossed the forbidden line I was more than comfortable with being an incestuous slut.
"Like you love my cunt, don't you, Mommy-slut?" Tiffani wickedly asked, really enjoying being able to swear and be so dominant with me.
"Yes, baby girl, your cunt is fucking delicious and I love being her submissive Mommy pet," I wickedly replied, using a sentence I was used to writing, not living. Plus, hearing my daughter use the word 'cunt' added to the overall nasty reality.
"Shit, that is hot," Amanda said, as she revealed her hard cock.
"Oh my, that is a nice cock," Tiffani said, "you are a lucky girl, Mommy."
"I am living the dream," I replied, continuing to lick my daughter's pussy and smiling to myself that this did all feel like a dream... the wildest most unbelievable dream ever. Sometimes reality was stranger than fiction... and hotter.
"Come let me suck that cock," Tiffani said.
"You okay with that, baby?" Amanda asked.
"Get that dick up here," Tiffani ordered firmly, "I'm in charge here."
"Y-y-yes, Mistress," Amanda stammered, quickly shifting into her natural submissive mode.
"Yes, baby," I said, without moving my face from my daughter's pussy, "obey my daughter."
"Okay," Amanda said.
About a minute later, Tiffani said, "What a great cock," and I looked up from between my daughter's legs and saw my girlfriend standing on the desk with her knees bent a little and my daughter now bobbing on my girlfriend's dick... in the most surreal threesome I could imagine being a part of (my second with my daughter in a matter of minutes)
PIC REQUEST 3: IF POSSIBLE ONE OF ME EATING MY DAUGHTER IN THE SAME POSITION AS THE LAST ONE BUT AMANDA NOW STANDING ON THE DESK WITH MY DAUGHTER SUCKING HER. FEEL FREE TO HAVE FUN WITH THIS ONE AND I'LL REWRITE LATER IF NEEDED.
For a couple of minutes, I licked; Tiffani sucked.
Tiffani then instructed, ending the leisurely moment of the threesome, "Now go fuck my Mom."
"Yes, Mistress," Amanda obeyed, as she got off the desk, which took a moment, moved behind me and slid her dick in my sloppy wet pussy without any foreplay or teasing. Clearly watching me eat my daughter's pussy while she got a blow job from my daughter had her turned on as fuck.
"Oh yeah, give it to her hard," Tiffani encouraged, as she watched me get fucked. "Destroy that pussy."
"Yes, pound me, baby, show my daughter how good you give it to me," I moaned, as she placed both her feet onto my shoulders and moved one up and down my back.
PIC REQUEST 4: PICTURE OF ME STILL EATING MY DAUGHTER, PERHAPS SHE HAS MOVED HER LEGS OVER MY SHOULDER OR ONTO MY SHOULDER TO GET A GREAT VISUAL OF HER SEXY TOES WHILE AMANDA GIVES IT TO ME FROM BEHIND. PS: COULD BE A DIFFERENT ANGLE WHERE YOU SEE MY FACE; OR A TOP DOWN VIEW. PERHAPS EVEN TWO PICS.
"Fuck, that is so hot," Tiffani moaned a minute or so later as I licked her while getting fucked good and hard.
"Get your baby girl off," Amanda encouraged, sounding like she was as turned on by the incestuous act as I was.
"Yes, Mommy-slut," Tiffani concurred with a moan, as I slid two fingers inside her pussy and began to finger bang her as I sucked on her clit. "Get your daughter Miiiiiistress off."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, furiously finger fucking her while devouring her clit and tugging on it like it was a chew toy.
"Oh, yeah, eat that pussy," Amanda encouraged, giving me hard deep back shots.
"Oh fuck, yes, you nasty Mommy fuck toy," Tiffani moaned, her hands going to the back of my head.
"Make your daughter come," Amanda ordered, although not in a dominant way, but instead an excited one.
"Don't stop, Mommy-slut, don't you fucking stop," Tiffani demanded, her moans increasing and about to come.
"Come on your Mommy's face," Amanda said, really into watching the incestuous act right in front of her... really giving me a good dicking from behind making another orgasm rise inside of me.
"Yes, yes, oooooooh, Mooooooommy," Tiffani screamed, as her creamy cum flooded out of her and into my open mouth as I pulled my fingers out to catch the river of cream (hehe a play on words of Billy Joel's 'River of Dreams').
PIC REQUEST 5: A PICTURE OF TIFFANI COMING. COULD BE A SEMI-CLOSE UP.
"Oh shit, that is so hot," Amanda said, not slowing down with her deep pounding.
"So delicious," I said, in a lustful incestuous daze, lapping up all my daughter's cum as fast as I could even as my orgasm continued rising inside me.
"Isn't forbidden fruit delicious?" Amanda asked.
"So fucking good," I agreed, my orgasm rising from the good hard fucking and the naughty act I just performed.
"You should have been eating my peach years ago," Tiffani scolded.
"If I could go back in time," I said, regretting the wasted years of my own sexual desert.
"You will be fucking making it up to me," my daughter assured.
"Any time," I promised, meaning it as I knew I would obey any order my daughter ever gave me, like I obeyed every order almost everyone here ever gave me.
"Yeah, you will," Tiffani said, as Amanda moaned, sounding like she may come before I got to.
"Come in me, baby," I moaned, thinking that feeling her dick pulsate and fill me up would trigger my orgasm."
"No, don't you dare, I want that cum," Tiffani said, before she gently pushed me back, got off the desk, dropped to her knees and said, looking hotter, hungrier and more believable than any porn star, "give me that cock."
Amanda pulled out of me, and my daughter took the dick, slick with my pussy juices, into her mouth and bobbed.
I stood up and watched as my daughter sucked my girlfriend; like submitting to my daughter, watching her suck my trans girlfriend right in front of me was not a concept I ever imagined being a reality. Yet, here I was.
PIC REQUEST 6: TIFFANI ON HER KNEES (CUM STILL ON HER FACE) SUCKING AMANDA WHILE I WATCH (NOW STANDING).
It was only a couple of minutes of deep throat cock sucking, my daughter as good as me at sucking cock it seemed (was that a hereditary trait passed down from mother to daughter?) before Amanda warned, "I'm about to come."
Tiffani didn't slow down and with cum on her face she swallowed my girlfriend's load.
"Fuck," Amanda groaned, as she unloaded in my daughter's eager mouth.
Once spent, Amanda pulled out and my daughter stood up and said, "I took a load on my face and on my back but God I was craving a creamy load in my mouth."
"Well, now you have it," Amanda said.
Headmistress Alexis came out a moment later and said, "Nicole is waiting for you back in your room, slut Jasmine."
"Okay, Headmistress," I nodded, still quite horny since I had just committed a wicked sin and got fucked good, but Amanda pulled out before I could get off.
"Hurry there," she said, before adding, "and Amanda come see me once you are free."
"Yes, Headmistress," Amanda nodded.
"Oh, shoot," I said, noticing a rip in my left nylon. "I got a tear."
"Why don't you put on a purple pair like your daughter and look like slut twins," Amanda suggested, going to the cabinet of hosiery.
"That's a good idea," I agreed, as I pulled off the white hosiery.
Amanda grabbed a new pair, handed me the package and said, "Have fun."
"I imagine I will," I said, Amanda kissed me and headed to Alexis's office. I called out as she disappeared into what was likely a good fucking, "you too."
"You two are absolutely adorable," Tiffani said, as I sat down and put on the new pair of purple stockings.
"You think so?" I asked, now that we were not in the throes of passion and lust we could have a real conversation.
"You are completely enamoured by her and she by you," Tiffani said.
"She is amazing," I agreed.
"So, she is okay with the whole fucking other trans?"
"Yeah, this is an open campus and our relationship is also open," I said, finishing putting on the first stocking. "I mean you just sucked her dick."
"True, true," she nodded, "and she encouraged you to commit incest."
'Yeah, we are in a wild real life version of Jasmine in Wonderland," I joked.
Tiffani laughed at my joke before asking, "Who is Nicole?"
"Headmistress's niece and a senior here who rules the roost," I answered, as I put the second stocking on.
"I see," she nodded.
"Yeah, odds are she is going to want to fuck you when she meets you," I said, unsure if Nicole knew my daughter was here or just beckoning me for a cum dump as she often did. There was no doubt I was her favourite as she never went more than two or three days before she used me in the evening.... besides my daily morning visit for a homemade breakfast sausage.
"Does she have a big dick?"
"Not as big as the Headmistress," I said, smiling at my daughter's question and the surreal reality of what was going on, "but she will give it to you good."
"Nice," she said.
"So, what made you come visit me?" I asked.
"Truth?" she asked.
"No, lie to me," I sarcastically said, standing up.
"I thought you may have joined some cult."
"What?"
"You were acting so weird and, oh my God," Tiffani said, a light bulb going on in her head, "were you getting fucked last time I talked to you on the phone?"
"Um, yeah." I admitted.
"Shit," she said, shaking her head. "It all makes sense now, but at the time I was super worried about your odd behaviour."
I laughed "So, you really came here worried I was part of a cult?"
"Well, it seems you are," she said, "just a really hot one."
"I never thought of it as a cult, but more an elite club of feminine exploration, self-discovery and sexual liberation."
"Look at you finding a positive in being a fuck toy."
"Don't you feel more liberated discovering who you are?"
"I feel better knowing who you really are."
"A slut?"
"A Mommy slut."
"I do like the term."
"And I like being a mother fucker."
"We better go," I said, looking at the clock, "Nicole is not a patient woman."
"Okay," Tiffany said and then complimented, "By the way, I like the new hairstyle."
"Thanks, it was time for a new look," I said, taking her hand and leading her out of the office.
"Well, it makes you look fucking hot," my daughter complimented.
"Thanks," I repeated, appreciating the compliment.
"So, you fuck all your students?"
"All the senior students, yes," I admitted.
"And all the teachers fuck all the senior students?"
"Yes," I nodded, as I took her to my classroom where my keys were, although I doubted I needed them at the moment if Nicole was waiting for me.
"That is so unbelievably wild."
"Yeah, I still have a hard time believing it," I admitted, hearing the crazy world I was living in coming out of my daughter's mouth, making it more real just how crazy it was.
"And the other teachers?"
"I'm bottom slut," I answered.
"Meaning?"
"I also am to obey and please every teacher on staff," I explained.
"Jesus."
"Yeah, I suck a lot of dick, eat a lot of pussy and get fucked all the time," I said, oddly feeling proud and little relieved to have someone outside of the school to talk to about my new reality.
"You may be the biggest slut in the world and also the luckiest woman in the world."
"I guess I am," I laughed, at what should have been a major insult, but was the truth.
QUESTION: WHO SHOULD THE TWO STUDENTS BE WHO FUCK ME AND MY DAUGHTER; FEEL FREE TO PICK OR SUGGEST.
NOTE: TEX NEVER GOT TO MAKE THIS CHOICE SO I DID.
"Who is this?" Aya, the black beauty, asked.
"My daughter," I answered.
"Shit, I see Headmistress Alexis has met her," Erin, a hot as fuck redhead, said.
"Yeah, she fucked all three of my holes including taking my anal virginity," Tiffani said, not at all ashamed to be naked in a hallway with cum on her face holding her mother's hand.
"Shit, she is a lively one," Aya said, walking to her.
Tiffani moved her hand under the dress of Aya and said, "Mmmmmmm, nice."
"So she is fair game?" Erin asked.
"I guess so," I said, "Headmistress didn't say she wasn't."
"And Headmistress already fucked her," Aya said, "so I think we can use her as we please."
"Please do," Tiffani said, dropping to her knees, taking Aya's dick in her mouth and beginning to suck.
"Shit, like mother, like daughter," Erin said, moving to me.
I dropped to my knees and took her dick in my mouth.
PIC REQUEST 7: OF BOTH OF US, ME NOW IN PURPLE STOCKINGS, BOTH WITH CUM STILL ALL OVER US SUCKING THESE TWO DICKS
"Yeah, indeed like mother, like daughter," Aya moaned.
After a couple of minutes, Erin said, "Swap."
They did. Tiffani looked at me and said, "This is fire."
"So, fire," I said, knowing what that term meant.
Soon, we both had a mouthful of cock again.


PIC REQUEST 8: SUCKING THE OTHER COCK.
A couple of minutes later, "Aya said, "Let's double team this pretty thing."
"Yeah, if Headmistress already fucked her ass she will be ready for a nice dp," Erin agreed.
"Oh, I've never been double penetrated before," Tiffani said.
Erin said, "Lie down, Aya."
"You always get the ass," Aya protested.
"And I will this time too," Erin said, showing a little more dominance than I had seen from her before and Aya a little more submissiveness than I had seen before.
Aya sighed and laid on the floor.
"Straddle her, uh, what is your name?" Erin ordered and then asked.
"Tiffani," my daughter informed her, as she willingly straddled the big dick.
"I'm Erin and this is Aya," Erin introduced, as Tiffani lowered her pussy on Aya's dick.
"Nice to meet you two," Tiffani said, letting out a little moan as she swallowed that dick.
"The pleasure will be all yours," Erin playfully joked, as she moved behind my daughter and instructed, "now bend over a little."
"Yes, Mistress Erin," Tiffani replied, obeying just like I always did.
"Good girl," Erin said, as she positioned her dick at my daughter's ass.
"I'm about to be double penetrated, Mommy," Tiffany said, looking up at me.
"Yes, you are, baby girl," I smiled, standing up, "and you are going to love it."
"Oh yeah, you will," Erin assured, as she slowly slid her dick in my daughter's bottom.
"Oooooh, my," Tiffani moaned, looking right at me as she suddenly was stuffed full of trans dick.
"Relax," I suggested, as her eyes were wide in awe at being so completely full.
"Okay," she said, as Erin begin slowly fucking her ass.
"Oh yeah, this is one tight asshole," Erin said, "even after Headmistress destroyed it."
"This is a tight pussy too," Aya said, from underneath.
"Before today," Tiffani said, "they had been neglected for some time."
"Well, we will rectify that this weekend," Erin assured, as she fucked my daughter's ass in the middle of the hallway... after school hours full of this sort of wicked voyeuristic sex.
"So full," Tiffani moaned, looking at me with utter bewildered lust.
PIC REQUEST 9: TIFFANI GETTING DP BY ERIN AND AYA AS I WATCH.
"Remember to breathe," I reminded her.
"Is she here all weekend?" Erin asked from below.
"I actually don't know," I realized.
"Leave... Sunday... morning," Tiffani struggled to respond as Erin was now pounding her ass.
"Nice," Erin said.
"Get ready, slut," Aya said, just before she bucked her ass up.
"Oooooooh, fuck," Tiffani screamed, as suddenly both dicks were moving inside her and my daughter was bouncing all over the place.
"Oh yeah, she's as nasty a slut as you, Jasmine," Erin said, hammering my daughter's asshole.
"Thanks," I said, taking that as a strange compliment.
"Oh yes, fuck my holes," Tiffani said, being roughly used and seeming to get close to another orgasm.
"You want to come, slut," Erin asked.
"So bad," Tiffani moaned.
"And be our cum dump?" Erin questioned.
"Yes, fill my asshole up," Tiffani said.
"And what about your cunt?" Aya asked, as my daughter was bounced around like a Raggedy Ann doll.
'Fill it right up with your big load," Tiffani said, I sensed trying to feel these two dicks pulsate and fill her holes up... so much like mother, like daughter.
"Yes, fill her up," I added, encouraging my two students to breed my daughter's holes.
"Yes, fuck, yes, don't stop," Tiffani said, clearly about to come.
"Here it comes," Erin warned, as she grunted a few strokes later and filled my daughter's definitely no longer virgin asshole.
"Shit," Aya grunted, as she too unloaded in my daughter's cunt just seconds after Erin filled her ass.
"Shit, Jasmine, your daughter is as hot and nasty as you," Erin said, pulling out and walking to me.
I dropped to my knees and before I tasted my daughter's ass juices on her cock, I said, "Like mother, like daughter," which definitely seemed to be a new theme of the day.
As I sucked my daughter's fragrant ass juices off Erin's cock without even being told, we were interrupted by Lisa who said, "Jasmine, hurry up, Nicole is getting inpatient."
PIC REQUEST 10: ME SUCKING ERIN'S COCK WHILE TIFFANI WAS STILL COMING AND SITTING ON AYA (PERHAPS LISA IN VIEW)
"Shit, that's right, we were supposed to meet Mistress Nicole in my room," I said, standing up with the lingering taste of my daughter's asshole in my mouth.
"Did my asshole taste good on that dick, Mommy?" Tiffani wickedly said, as she stood up.
"Absolutely delicious, my pretty girl," I said, taking her hand and heading to my room.
"Thanks girls, that was fun," Tiffani waved back.
"Be warned," I said, "Nicole can be a bit demanding."
"I can be a bit demanding," my daughter countered, actually pushing me against the lockers and kissing me. I melted into her lips as her fingers went to my pussy and she quickly finger banged me. Breaking the kiss and pulling her fingers out, "Remember you're my Mommy-slut now."
"I don't even know who you are," I joked as we resumed walking.
"Well, there will never be any more secrets between us," she stressed, a few moments later, passing a couple students and teachers in the hallway...
"That I can promise," I said, as Penelope had her hands on the wall and was getting absolutely railed by Maria while Angela was on her knees sucking Priya's cock.
PIC REQUEST 11: ONE TEACHER GETTING FUCKED BENT OVER HANDS ON WALL; ANOTHER TEACHER SUCKING COCK... JASMINE AND TIFFANI WATCHING (OR THEY COULD NOT BE IN THE VIEW TO SAVE TIME)
"Jesus," Tiffani said, as we passed the foursome.
"I know."
"Is every day like this?" she asked, as she couldn't help but stare.
"A slow day is any day less than four dicks," I said.
"Heaven," Tiffani said, looking back at the hot act as we kept walking.
"I know," I said, giving her hand a squeeze.
"I want all these cocks," my daughter said.
"That I can make a reality," I said, as we reached my room. "Are you ready?"
"To get fucked by chicks with dicks?" Tiffani said. "Fuck ya."
"Don't use that description," I warned.
"No?"
"They are trans women," I clarified.
"Okay," she nodded.
"All right, baby girl, once we enter this room there is no going back."
Tiffani opened the door and I quickly wrapped my arm around her and led her inside.
"Hi, Mistress," I greeted, as we walked in on Lisa on her knees with Nicole's big dick in her mouth.
"About fucking time," Nicole snapped.
PIC 1: MY DAUGHTER AND I (BOTH NAKED EXCEPT MATCHING PURPLE STOCKINGS) WALK IN ON LISA ON HER KNEES IN RED STOCKINGS SUCKING NICOLE'S COCK WHO IS STANDING AND IN ORANGE STOCKINGS. LISA IS NAKED AND STROKING HER COCK EHILER NICOLE IS IN SOME BLACK LINGERIE WITH HER BREASTS EXPOSED.
"Sorry. Mistress," I apologized.
"And who is this cute girl?" Nicole asked.
"Mistress Nicole, this is my daughter Tiffani; Tiffani this is Mistress Nicole." I introduced.
Tiffani walked over to Nicole and extended her hand, "Nice to meet you, Mistress."
"So you're really slut Jasmine's daughter?" Nicole said, looking my daughter over as Lisa sucked her dick.
"Yes, Mistress," Tiffani nodded, "my slut mother is also now my pet."
"You understand that you are still bottom bitch while here?" Nicole asked.
"Yes, Mistress," Tiffani agreed. "I'm here to serve you as you please just like my mother."
"Fuck, Jasmine, she is adorable."
"Thanks, she is full of surprises," I said.
"I imagine she thought the same about you," Nicole said.
"I imagine so," I nodded.
"First, I want to watch you two make out," Nicole said.
"We can do that," Tiffani said, moving to me and pulling me into a passionate embrace.
We kissed for a couple of minutes, our tongues exploring each other's mouths and our hands roaming over each other's asses.
"Now lick all that cum off each other," Nicole ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Tiffani said, licking cum off my face and then cleaning up my cum coated breasts.
I then did the same to my daughter... enjoying washing her clean with my tongue.
"All right, now let me help you find your dominant side," Nicole said, as she walked over to a table and grabbed a strap-on.
"Yes, Mistress, I would love that," Tiffani said, giving me a smile and a wink.
"By the way, I'm Tiffani," she greeted, helping Lisa off her knees.
"I'm Lisa," Lisa said.
"You are very pretty."
"You are too."
"Lisa is one of my favourite students," I said.
"After me," Nicole chirped in, as she handed my daughter a strap-on dick.
"Well, of course," I said, although I'm not sure she was actually my favourite.
"Lisa here is my senior pet," Nicole said, as my daughter put on the harness, "she does whatever I tell her to, isn't that right, slut?"
"Yes, Mistress," Lisa nodded, looking slightly uncomfortable.
"Who took your virginity?" Nicole asked.
"You did, Mistress," Lisa answered, her cheeks going red, this somehow more embarrassing for her than us walking in on her sucking dick.
"And it was while you were on the phone talking to your Daddy, wasn't it?" Nicole continued.
"Yes, Mistress," Lisa repeated, as I imagined that visual.
PIC REQUEST 12: FLASHBACK: LISA ON PHONE GETTING FUCKED BY NIOCLE MAYBE.
"Hey, it was Nicole who was fucking you when I was on the phone with you?" Tiffani asked, finishing putting the harness on.
"Yeah, she could barely hold it together as I hammered her hard," Nicole said.
"I hope you'll hammer me hard," Tiffani said.
"Oh, trust me you're getting this," Nicole assured, cupping her balls and dick.
"I hope so," Tiffani smiled.
"So," Nicole said, "what do you think of your daughter's cock?"
"It's lovely," I said, looking forward to my daughter fucking me again.
PIC 2: ALL FOUR OF US STANDING WHILE I LOOK AT THE STRAP-ON COCK MY DAUGHTER IS NOW WEARING.
"Lovely," she laughed, "that is not how a slut fuck toy describes a cock."
"Sorry, Mistress," I apologized, "that is a nice big cock with a hot curve that I can't wait to have pounding my pussy or asshole as my daughter uses me as her fuck toy in front of you."
"Better," Nicole said. "You see Tiffani, a good pet needs to always be reminded that she is nothing more than a cock sucking, pussy munching, three hole cum dump."
"God, that is hot," Tiffani said.
"Now watch," Nicole said, as she snapped her fingers and both Lisa and I dropped to our knees immediately.
"Holy shit," Tiffani gasped.
"A good pet is well trained," Nicole explained as she said, "On your ass, Lisa."
"Yes, Mistress," Lisa obeyed, moving from her knees to her ass.
"See, complete obedience," Nicole explained.
"I see."
"Now, show your dominance," Nicole ordered.
"You want to suck this cock, Mommy?" Tiffani asked, slapping my face with it.
"Yes, Mistress," I answered, really liking seeing my daughter be dominant, "I'd love to suck your cock."
"Beg," Tiffani ordered.
"Please, Mistress, shove that dick in my mouth, face fuck me and show my students that I'm a submissive incestuous slut," I listed off, my pussy burning from each nasty thing I said.
"Hot," Nicole said.
"Get sucking, Mommy," Tiffani ordered, as I eagerly leaned forward and took the cock in my mouth. It wasn't as delicious as a real cock, but the nasty reality the fake dick was attached to my daughter's body enhanced the thrill.
"You've had some MILF sluts before today I'm assuming?" Nicole asked, as I bobbed on my daughter's dick.
"A couple," Tiffani answered.
PIC 3: I AM ON MY KNEES SUCKING MY DAUGHTER'S FAKE COCK, WHILE LISA IS ON HER KNEES GETTING SUCKING NICOLE'S COCK.
"And if I'm reading you right," Nicole continued, as it sounded like she was face fucking Lisa based on the sounds coming from behind me. "You are dominant to women and submissive to men."
"That was been the cycle," my daughter answered, before adding, "and apparently submissive to trans women."
"Hard to resist a big trans cock," Nicole said.
"Almost impossible," Tiffani said, as she began to slowly face fuck me. "I mean the few trans women I have met in my brief time here are all absolutely beautiful."
"Trans women are the ultimate perfection," Nicole said. "The feminine attributes of tits, ass, and legs and the masculine perk of a cock."
"I can't deny that," Tiffani agreed, as I assumed she was watching Lisa suck Nicole.
"So, did you fantasize about fucking your mom before today?" Nicole asked.
"Honestly, the thought had never crossed my mind."
"But now?"
"Now, I'm looking forward to using my mother in ever way possible," Tiffani said, beginning to face fuck me faster.
"Lisa go and fuck Jasmine while I chat with Tiffani," Nicole instructed.
"Yes, Mistress," Lisa said, as I felt my pussy tingle with the anticipation of getting Lisa's dick in me... currently, making me so fucking horny.
Tiffani pulled out of my mouth, my saliva dripping off her dick, as Lisa pulled me up and said, "Go place your hands on the door, Jasmine."
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, letting my daughter know that everyone here was my Mistress.
"You see," Nicole said, as I moved to the door and placed my hands against it. "A good pet obeys without hesitation. She doesn't ask questions. She doesn't talk back. She obeys."
"That has been my experience," Tiffani said, "although a lot more limited compared to yours."
"Practice makes perfect," Nicole said, as Lisa moved behind me and slid her cock in my wet pussy.
"Yes, show my daughter how big a slut I am," I moaned.
"You see, your mother is desperate to impress you," Nicole said.
"Well, I'm definitely impressed," Tiffani said, "still a little shocked by all I have learned, but definitely impressed."
Lisa lifted my leg up and kept fucking me... this position letting her go a little deeper it seemed.
"You see how Lisa can take control even though her natural persona is to be submissive." Nicole pointed out.
"I do," Tiffani replied, "it's fun being a switch."
PIC 4: MY HANDS ARE IN THE DOOR, MY LEFT LEG UP IN THE AIR AS LISA FUCKS ME GOOD. MEANWHILE NICOLE IS EXPLAINING TO TIFFANI HOW TO BE A DOMINANT. HOT PIC.
"Yes, some women are completely submissive, some are switches and some are pure dominants," Nicole explained, as Lisa began to give it to me good.
"Yes, Lisa, pound me hard," I moaned, enjoying the good fucking while trying to listen to the conversation between Nicole and Tiffani.
"I understand," Tiffani said.
"Do you prefer one over the other?"
"Tough question," Tiffani replied. "I mean I love cock. I love sucking dick. I love swallowing cum or wearing a load or two on my face. I love getting fucked, and I love eating pussy."
"That sounds pretty one-sided," Nicole said, as I listened in slight awe at the reality that my daughter was so sexually experienced. Before today I had always assumed she was a good girl. I mean I assumed she was no virgin, but never remotely considered she would be so sexually liberated.
Tiffani laughed, "Yeah, I guess if I had to choose I would be a submissive as I love to please, but I do enjoy seducing a woman and discovering I enjoy some domination too."
"Nice," Nicole nodded.
"Yeah, today has been a revelation," Tiffani said.
"Oh God, don't stop, Lisa, I love your big cock," I moaned, as she slammed into me with each deep thrust.
"Ready to fuck your Mom?" Nicole asked.
"Definitely," my daughter responded.
"Well, let's see this dominant side of you," Nicole suggested.
"Okay," Tiffani said, as Lisa continued hard back shots.
"Lisa, come lay on the floor," Tiffani said.
"Okay," Lisa obeyed, pulling out of me and I felt a little of my wetness leak down my leg.
"Actually come here first," Tiffani said, as she dropped to her knees as Lisa reached her. "Let me taste my mom on your dick."
"Okay," Lisa said, as I walked over to watch my daughter suck dick. I couldn't deny it, she looked very hot with a mouthful of dick.
"Are your okay with your daughter getting to meet some of the seniors today?" Nicole asked me.
"It is completely up to her," I said, then corrected myself, "well, that isn't really true, is it?"
Nicole laughed, "No, she is definitely getting fucked good."
"And I'm sure she is all for that," I said, as my daughter stood back up.
"I am 200 percent ready for that," Tiffani said, as she pointed to the floor, "Lisa, lie down."
Lisa did.
"Mom, your pussy tastes great on dick," she complimented, perhaps one of the oddest compliments a daughter could ever give a mother.
"Thanks, honey," I laughed a little, "I am told I have a delicious cunt."
"So delicious," Lisa said, from the floor.
"Get on all fours, Mommy," she ordered, "and straddle Lisa's face."
"Yes, Mistress," I said, doing exactly as instructed. I added, as I lowered my body over Lisa's face, "are you going to fuck Mommy?"
"Oh, I'm going to pound you good," Tiffani assured, as she knelt behind me.
"Use me as your Mommy fuck toy," I said, feeling her hand on my lower back.
"Lick my mom's pussy, Lisa, while I fuck her," Tiffani said.
"I'd love to," Lisa said, lifting her head up and beginning to lick my pussy as my daughter slid the dick inside me.
"Ooooooooh," I moaned, feeling immediate double pleasure.
"Yeah, fuck your mother," Nicole encouraged, as I glanced over and saw her stroking her cock as I reached for and started jerking Lisa's erect missile.
"Yes, fuck your mother," I repeated, still processing the wild reality of how I had become a Mommy-slut and crossed a line I never imagined I would... incest.
"I love this," Tiffani said.
"You don't love having your own Mommy-slut?" Nicole asked.
"Or their own daughter Mistress," I moaned, as Lisa flicked my clit while my daughter slid her dick in and out of my pussy.
"I told you Lisa, everyone should have their own Mommy-pet," Nicole said.
"I don't know," Lisa said, from underneath me as I leaned forward and took her cock in my mouth.
"Oh, I know," Nicole said, "we are seducing your mother during parent's weekend."
"You'll love it, Lisa," Tiffani said, as she started fucking me faster, as I bobbed on Lisa's dick.
"Now make your slut mother come," Nicole ordered, as my daughter moved her hands to my shoulders and started really hammering me from behind.
I lifted my head up, and moaned loudly, continuing to stroke Lisa's cock, "Yes, fuck Mommy, fuck her with your big cock."
PIC 5: I AM ON MY KNEES GETTING FUCKED BY MY DAUGHTER WHILE I STROKE AND SUCK LISA'S RAGING ROD. MEANEHILE, NICOLE IS STANDING AND WATCHING.
"Yeah, pound her hard," Nicole encouraged, really stroking her cock.
"Yes, pound Mommy hard, give me all that cock, use me like a cheap slut," I listed off, my orgasm rising rapidly.
"Good, I love this," my daughter said, indeed giving it to me hard. So hard I couldn't properly suck Lisa's amazing cock, so I just stroked it while letting my daughter have her way with me.
"I fucking love it too," I moaned, "now make Mommy come."
"I can't believe you hid this from me," Tiffani said.
"So sorry," I responded, my orgasm so close I couldn't say much more. Yet, I did wonder how I would have broached the topic.
"Make your slut come," Nicole encouraged, as she stroked her cock.
"Yes, make Mommy come," I begged, so fucking close.
"Come, Mommy-slut, come my nasty sex slave," Tiffani ordered, slamming her entire body into mine.
"Yes, baby girl, yes, fuuuuuuuuck," I screamed, as the orgasm ripped through me.
"So hot," Nicole said, as I collapsed forward onto Lisa.
Lisa smiled, "Hi."
"Hi," I trembled as the orgasm consumed me.
Tiffani kept fucking me throughout my orgasm before Nicole said, "My turn. Let's take this to the bedroom."


"Can you start without me? I really have to pee," Tiffani said.
"Of course," Nicole laughed, as she went to my bedroom while both Lisa and I got on all four and crawled.
In my bedroom, she ordered, "Get on your bed, sluts."
"Yes, Mistress," we both said in unison.
Once on the bed, Nicole ordered, as she got on the bed too, "On her right side, Jasmine."
"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed.
"Lisa fuck her ass."
"Yes, Mistress," Lisa replied, as she moved behind me.
"God, I need more dick," I said, this day somehow perhaps topping that first day and night of utter submission, the next day of trans pleasure and the lesbian orgy.
"Well, that you are going to get," Nicole said, as she lay beside me and positioned her dick at my open pussy.
"Yes, please double penetrate your slut," I said, looking into her eyes as she lifted up my left leg and sliding her dick in my pussy. "Oh fuck," I moaned, the angles of the two dicks made me feel so full and felt like they were combatting for dominance inside me.
"Yeah, you will love this position," Nicole assured.
"I already do," I moaned, as the two trans girls began fucking me.
"Oh my," Tiffani said, returning.
"Hey, baby girl," I greeted, like I wasn't taking two dicks in me.
"Hey," she said, watching me get double teamed.
PIC 6: I AM ON THE BED ON MY SIDE WITH TIFANI BEHIDN ME FUCKING MY ASSHOLE AND NICOLE IN FRONT OF ME DEEP IN MY PUSSY. TIFFANU WALKS IN AND WATCHES... ANOTHER REALLY HOT PIC.
"You will have to try this position, honey," I said, feeling so full with the two cocks pounding me in perfect unison, "it is absolutely amazing."
"I bet it is," Tiffani said.
"No one takes dick like your mother," Nicole said, which was oddly a super flattering compliment since I had a lot of competition.
"I think I can do just as good," Tiffani said, as her hand went to her pussy.
"Don't worry," Nicole assured, "you are going to get all the dick you can handle today."
"I accept that challenge," Tiffani said, living in her own sudden Alice in Wonderland kink trip.
"Oh baby girl," I moaned, as the two dicks worked their magic, "do you really want to be gangbanged with your mother?"
"I do," Tiffani said.
"After supper I'll send over a bunch of the girls to give you a real Chateau Johnson for Girls welcome," Nicole promised.
"I can't wait," Tiffani replied.
"Yeah, we make sure to treat all our guests very well," Nicole said, pumping her dick in me.
"I may never want to leave," Tiffani joked.
"Most don't," Nicole said, as I knew most teachers spent the rest of their careers here... and why wouldn't they?
"This seems like a dream job," Tiffani said.
"It is, baby girl," I said, as Lisa fucked my ass harder as Nicole sped up her front end assault.
"Fuck my slut Mom, girls," Tiffani encouraged. "Make her come like a cheap whore."
"Oh yes, honey, keep calling me names," I moaned, her wicked words enhancing the pleasure rising inside me as this kinky double penetration really had my body burning.
"Mommy-slut;" "Fuck toy;" "Sex slave;" "silkstockingsslut."
"Oooooooooh, fuck," I moaned, as my body bounced around as both dicks punished my holes.
"Come now, Mommy slave, come now and I'll let you eat your daughter's wet, sloppy cunt," Tiffani wickedly offered.
"Oh yes, baby giiiiiiiiiirl," I screamed, as yet another orgasm coursed through me from the double pounding and my daughter's nasty tongue and promise of her delicious cunt.
"But first, you two need a new paint job," Nicole said, as she kept pumping in my coming pussy.
"Mmmmmmm, yes," Tiffani purred, seeming to like cum and facials as much as I did.
About thirty seconds later, Nicole pulled out and ordered, "Family sluts on your knees."
Tiffani dropped to hers, I weakly got off the bed, my entire body usurped from energy after multiple orgasms, and knelt near her.
Both Nicole and Lisa got off the bed, moved to us, and stroked their big cocks.
In about a minute, in an impressive act of perfect timing, both trans women grunted and exploded their loads at the exact time with Tiffani yelling, "Blast off," making me laugh as my face was coated with creamy cum.
PIC 7: BOTH MY DAUGHTER AND I ON OUR KNEES RECEIVING BIG LOADS ON OUR FACES. NICOLE NUTTING ON ME; LISA ERRUPTING ON TIFFANI. ABSOLUTELY WICKED CUM SHOT PIC.
"Oh yes, so good," Tiffani purred, as Lisa coated her face.
"All sluts love to wear our cum," Nicole said, as she finished painting my face. "Don't they, Jasmine?"
"Of course," I said, "but I also enjoy the warm cum on my tits, in my pussy or asshole."
"Mom, you nasty slut," Tiffani teased.
"Don't you still need to come?" I asked.
"Why? Are you still hungry?"
"Famished," I replied, as she stood up, pointed to the floor and I lay down even as cum dripped down my face.
"Sit right on her face, girl," Nicole encouraged, as Tiffani straddled me.
"Move your arms over your head," Tiffani ordered, as she looked down on me.
"Okay," I obeyed, then encouraged, "now, come sit on Mommy's face," I encouraged.
"You cunt hungry Mommy-slave," Tiffani purred, as she lowered her beautiful glistening pussy onto my face and her knees on my wrists
"Always, baby girl," I replied, before her pussy was in tongue reach and I started immediately licking my daughter.
"Yes, Jasmine, show us how much you love your daughter's pussy," Nicole said.
"I love it," I said, although I'm not sure how much they could hear since I was muffled by pussy.
"See, Lisa, everyone needs a Mommy pet," Nicole said.
"I don't know," Lisa said, sounding like she was pondering the concept, but was equally nervous about it.
"It's the ultimate rush," Tiffani said, as I probed her hole.
PIC 8: TIFFANI SITS ON MY FACE AS THE OTHER TWO WATCH IN RATHER PECULIAR POSES.
"It does look hot," Lisa agreed.
"Nothing better than the first time you bang your mom," Nicole said. "Or any mom for that matter."
"MILF's are so hot," Tiffani agreed, as I continued working on her pussy.
"Yeah, they are way better cock suckers and cum dumps," Nicole added.
As I licked, it was still crazy how so many of my unrealistic stories were now occurring in real life... sometimes real life was stranger than fiction.
"Now eat my cunt, Mom," Tiffani said, as she began to slowly grind on my face.
"Mmmmmmm," I purred, my hands bound by her knees and I could do nothing but eat her peach... although I wouldn't want to do anything else.
"Lisa go get these sluts some more cock," Nicole said.
I thought we were going to take a break and have dinner before the inevitable orgy, alas the plan seemed to have changed.
"I want every cock here," Tiffani said, as she really began working my face over... keeping my tongue extended to do the best I could while she used me for her pleasure.
"You'll be coated with cum," Nicole assured.
"Make me your cum slut, Mistress," my daughter moaned loudly, the idea of being a cum dump to trans 18-year-olds as exciting to her as it was to me.
"Come on your mom and then I'll make sure you get all the cock you want," Nicole promised.
"Oh, fuck, yes, Mommy," Tiffani moaned, "did you hear that. I'm going to be a cum dump for your students just like you."
"Mmmmmmmmm," I moaned, the idea of watching her get gangbanged by trans dick was the fantasy I didn't know I had.
"Oh, oh, fuck," Tiffani babbled, as her orgasm was rising.
"Come slut, come and I'll get you cock drunk," Nicole said.
"Oh yes, cock, fuuuuck," Tiffani moaned and then came as her sweet juices squirted right into my open mouth.
It wasn't even a minute later, when Ambra asked, "Who is this?"
"Jasmine's daughter," Nicole said.
"Fuck off!" Priya gasped.
Before I knew it both Tiffani and I were on our knees with a cock in our mouths and one in each hand as we both multi-tasked.
PIC 9: BOTH TIFFANI AND I SUCKING ONE COCK WHILE STROKING TWO OTHERS. EACH GIRL WEARING A DIFFERENT COLOUR SET OF STOCKINGS.
After fifteen minutes of rotating cocks, I ended up with the majority of the cum on my face, my daughter apparently swallowing at least one load.
Nicole said, once every load was spent, "Let's take a family pic."
Standing up and wrapping my hand around her, cum all over us, Nicole said, "Say incestuous cum sluts."
"Incestuous cum sluts," we both said in unison as a photo was taken... a great memento from this crazy day.
PIC 10: A CLOSE UP OF MY DAUGHTER AND I COVERED WITH CUM.
AUTHOR'S NOTE: THIS NEXT PIC WAS FROM CHAPTER 1 TEASER. THE ORIGINAL PLAN WAS TO HAVE A FEW PICS AS MY DAUGHTER AND I GET GANG BANGED BY TRANS COCK. ALAS, IT DIDN'T OCCUR. SO INSTEAD WE WILL USE THIS PIC TO WRAP UP THE CHAPTER (AND YES MY HAIR IS DIFFERENT).
After getting some actual food that wasn't cum, Tiffani and I changed into pink nylons and spent the next three hours taking every senior student's cock in one of our three holes.
PIC 11: THIS PIC WAS SURING THE THIRD ROUND OF SIX DICKS. BOTH FO US ALREADY WEARING A FAIR SAMOUNT OF CUM. TIFFANI WAS GETTING TTRIPLE TEAMED WITH PIC IN ALL THREE OF HER HOLES WHILE I WAS GETTING SPIT-ROASED WHILE STROKING A THIRD COCK. A HOT PIC.
Drenched in cum, plus both our holes leaking cum, Tiffani and I lay there in bed both absolutely soaked in cum.
She said, "Well, that was the best day and night of my life."
I moved to her and kissed her cum coated lips, "Mine too, baby girl."
"I love you, Mom," she said.
"I love you too," I smiled back, my body warming with motherly love as I moved down to eat the cream pie left by more than one trans cock. "And I love this too."
THE END OF CHAPTER 5
Up next:
The no longer going to be illustrated series with part 6: Tr ans School: Girlfriend's Parents:
PIC 12: A TEASER WHERE CUM WAS DRIPPING OUT OF MY MOUTH AS I WAS STANDING IN AQUA COLOURED STOCKINGS WHILE LISA IN BLUE STOCKINGS CUDDLED ME. ON ONE SIDE MY DAUGHTER WAS POSING IN PURPLE STOCKINGS. ON THE OTHER SIDE LISA'S DAD WAS THERE WITH A HARD-ON AND HER MOTHER IS A GREEN GARTER AND MATCHING STOCKINGS.
The wild weekend continues, as I meet Amanda's family and they meet me and my daughter.
PS: their other daughter does show up part way through to make sure she gets in on the family affair.
In this pic, I ride Amanda's father while her mother sits on his face, and my sexy girlfriend fucks my daughter (my daughter loves Amanda's cock as much as I do).
PIC 13: TIFFANI ON HER BACK WITH LEGS SPREAD WIDE WHILE LISA FUCKS HER. MEANWHILE I AM RIDING LISA'S DAD WHILE HIS WIFE SITS ON HIS FACE.
BONUS PIC:
Originally this was for Chapter 4, but it didn't work based on how the plot evolved. That said, I had hoped to have Tex recreate this hot pic for a later chapter. Alas, that is no longer possible. So instead, I imagine this being Sunday morning before my daughter reluctantly heads back to Toronto after the amazing sex-filled weekend (which would have preceded the next part).
PIC 14: A FUCKING HOT ONW WITH ME ON MY BACK WITH MY ASS HIGH UP IN THE AIR AS MY DAUGHTER ATE MY ASSHOLE. AS ALWAYS, ALEXIS WAS WATCHING INTENTLY.
The end.
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Cheryl Anal Gangbang 2
Summary: Veronica and Betty join in an anal orgy.
This takes place in the 1950s. Since it is season seven all the characters are in their twenties.
Cheryl Anal Gangbang 2
Immediately after the end of Cheryl Blossom's Anal Gangbang:
As Cheryl recovered from her marathon anal gangbang, she tells Josie and the rest of the dominant, beautiful black women, "Betty is utterly in love with Veronica."
"She is, is she?" Lizzo said, having turned Betty into an eager pussy muncher for her black pussy, and fucked her sweet white pussy quite a few times... almost daily the past couple of weeks as the cute, ponytail wearing blonde had become addicted to her black pussy and her eight-inch black strap-on. Betty had eaten her pussy in a public bathroom, under a table at a restaurant and taken a strap-on at her house while her mom was making dinner and thought they were studying.
"Yes, she has only pined over Archie because of her confusion of her feelings for Veronica and trying to deny she likes girls," Cheryl continued.
"Really?" Lizzo asked, pondering this.
"Yes, but something had changed lately and she admitted she was a lesbian to me," Cheryl admitted, as Toni decided to give her anal redhead fuck toy one more deep sodomy drilling.
"We could use this for a real fun night," Josie suggested, knowing that Veronica, a compete anal slut, would do anything she was told to do... proving it by taking a twenty-four girl anal train over a three-hour marathon ass fucking and pussy munching at her friend's all black sorority house just a couple of weeks ago.
"Yeah, I had been thinking it was time to turn Betty into an ass slut," Lizzo mused.
"And next Friday at The Darkroom would be the perfect time to take that anal cherry and have all three of the white Riverdale sluts (Technically Veronica was a Latina) together being used at the same time," Josie mused, the idea of all three sexy sluts (a blonde, a brunette and a redhead, the tri-fecta of white ass sluts) all side by side being anally destroyed while begging for it was too hot to not make a reality. Plus, seeing the most innocent of the three, Betty, get her asshole taken for the first time was making her pussy tingle. So, to rectify that situation, she walked over to the redhead being backdoor banged, pulled a chair up, sat down, spread her legs and had the rich redhead munch.
Another anal fucking orgasm for Cheryl later, and another facial of pussy juice and Cheryl was sent home... although she had to walk a little funny as she had never been so thoroughly ass fucked... taking two dicks at once had her ass so gaped she wasn't sure it would ever get back to normal. The last words of Toni worried her a little bit, but also turned her on as she was assured by the dominant black seductress that she planned to not only turn her mom into an anal ass slut for the black posse, but her grandmother too. Both her mother and grandmother being super racist and coming from a long line of slave owners this was confusingly exciting... as justice would eventually be served.
.....
The following Friday, Lizzo beckoned Betty to the girl's bathroom where she made the blonde eat her pussy, make her cum and then leave the shiny glean all over her face... something she had never done before and then instructed her to meet her at the Darkroom at 9PM.
Betty, her pussy on fire, from the brief fingering before she dined on the delicious black delicacy asked, "What is the Darkroom?"
"A club," Lizzo said, pulling the slut up, pushing her against the door as two girls came into the bathroom.
"Have you seen what Veronica, Cheryl and Betty are wearing today?" A girl asked. Betty heard the words and knew her mother would keel over if she saw what she was wearing today. A plaid skirt and beige stockings that were somewhat in view when she walked and completely in view when she sat down. She knew she was getting drooling looked from the boys, and perhaps some of the girls too, but even though it made her very uncomfortable she just did whatever Lizzo told her to. What confused her was why Veronica and Cheryl were also dressed in equally revealing attire. She saw Veronica in a flower print sundress and white stockings that were clearly held up by a garter-belt her mouth watered and her pussy leaked. She had always been in love with Veronica, had seen her pussy so many times at sleepovers and in the gym, but had hid her forbidden lust and kept it a secret to all but Cheryl who bluntly asked her and Betty not being a good liar was busted. Her lust for her best friend, who she imagined dominating her just like Lizzo did, had simmered slightly as she became Lizzo's pet, and personal fuck toy (Lizzo's words while fucking her or sitting on her face), but not dissipated completely... especially with a hot outfit she was wearing today.
"Yeah, how has Principal Weatherby not called them into his office or sent them home?" The other girl asked, as Lizzo easily slid two fingers in her wet blonde pet.
"I mean you can see their entire stockings," the first girl said.
Betty was terrified of getting caught and having her good girl reputation destroyed, yet she also was at the complete whim of Lizzo. She was completely under her spell, addicted to her pussy and even addicted to the name calling and humiliating treatment. She couldn't explain it, but the nastier the names, the harder she was fucked the more turned on she got.
"Yeah, such sluts," the second girl said.
"As for sluts, how far did you let Archie go last night?"
"He fingered me and he jerked off on my face." Betty wondered who Archie was fooling around with.
"You slut."
"Says the girl who let Moose fuck her ass."
"Better than my pussy," the voice that was definitely Midge said, "I'm a good Catholic girl I'm saving myself for marriage."
"I'm not sure letting Moose destroy your ass with that huge dick of his is ever Catholic."
"Neither is getting finger banged and taking a load all over your face."
"It was a baptism.
"Sure, sure."
The girls left and Lizzo said, "You think Midge would take my dick?"
"I imagine," Betty said, with a moan, as Lizzo now was really finger banging her. "Who could resist you?"
"I know you can't you dirty slut," Lizzo purred, as she really worked the blonde's hole over good, planning to leave her red faced, cum coated and near eruption.
"I love being your slut," Betty moaned, her orgasm rising.
"Well, tonight I have something very, very special for you," Lizzo whispered into her ear, as she pulled her fingers out and moved them to Betty's mouth.
Betty, who had sucked her juices off of Lizzo's fingers and cocks, mindlessly savoured her own sweet nectar as she pondered what the surprise would be.
"You're getting the fucking of your life tonight my sexy submissive slut," Lizzo assured, before walking out and leaving the blonde a complete mess.
Overwhelmed with desire, Betty decided to go home at lunch and calm down... something she never did.
She walked in and as just about to call out, "I'm home," like she did every day since accidentally startling her mom when she walked into the kitchen one day and scared her, when she heard her mother beg, "Yes, fuck me, fuck me with that big dick."
Betty's eyes went wide and her jaw dropped open at hearing her mom's wicked words. She didn't see dad's car out front and it would be weird for him to be here during the day. Her perplexed pondering was answered when she heard a female voice asked, "Am I bigger than your husband?"
"Every dick you slam in my pussy is bigger than my husband," Mrs. Cooper moaned, loving the dominant persona of this sweet looking black girl who had awakened a submissive slut side she didn't know existed.
At first Betty couldn't place the voice, even though it seemed familiar, as she slowly walked to peek around the corner, the voice said, "Because who owns this slut pussy?"
"You do, Mistress," Mrs. Cooper moaned, getting excited every time the dick slammed into her and every time she was called a name... this black girl able to give her the fuckings she needed and the orgasms her husband couldn't.
Betty peeked around the corner and gasped. First, her mother was naked except for thigh high stockings, just like she was wearing and had been since she was ordered by her Mistress. Second, the girl pounding her mother and calling her names was the nerdy Tabitha.
Tabitha saw the reflection of Betty on the shut off television and asked, "What if I told you I wanted to pound that big white ass of yours, my slut? Would you give up that asshole for your black goddess?"
Mrs. Cooper had never once thought of her asshole as anything but an out hole for doing business, but she had come hard just a few days ago, at church, in a downstairs bathroom, during the service, when she was fucked hard with a dildo and then when close Tabitha slid a finger in her asshole making her scream and come instantly. Yet, she thought anal was a dirty sin and even though it slightly intrigued her she answered, "I don't think so?"
"What? Slut!" Tabitha said, pulling out to let the blonde girl watching know her mom was taking ten inches of cock.
Betty couldn't stop watching. It was so wrong. Yet, so hot. Yet, no girl took it in the ass. Of course, no girl was supposed to have sex with a girl either.
"I'm so sorry, Mistress," the mother said, desperately wanting that dick back in her pussy and not wanting to displease her either. Without a thought of the sin, the pain, or the taboo, she responded, "I'll take it up the ass for you, Mistress, just please keep fucking my slutty hole."
'Jesus, mom,' Betty thought to herself, you're more submissive than me.
"The same hole Betty came out of?" Tabitha wickedly said, seeing the stunned look in Betty's eyes in the television reflection.
"Yes," Mrs. cooper answered, mortified to think what her daughter would think of her utter submission to one of her peers.
"And what do you think your daughter would do if she walked in and saw you getting fucked from behind from a black girl?" Tabitha asked, resuming giving her hard back shots.
"Oh, she would die," the mother moaned, praying her indiscretions never got out. Only Mrs. Andrews who was also a slut to Tabitha knew of her sins. They were forced to 69 just a few days ago and she couldn't lie it was exhilarating... so much so they had met on their own during the school day twice more for secret lesbian rendezvous.
"I don't know," Tabitha said, looking at the television and thinking the blonde was definitely watching, definitely turned on and she couldn't see where her left hand was... but she had a hunch she knew exactly where it was. "I bet she would be fingering that young pussy or even," the young seductress added, "be wanting to come over here and join you. Be a white slut for black pussy too."
"No, she is a good giiirl," the mother defended, even as her orgasm was rising.
"Were you not a good girl before you ate my pussy at the school fundraiser, took my dick the first time right here while your husband was asleep and agreed to take it in the ass just a minute ago?" Tabitha listed off.
Betty was so turned on, which confused her, and the wicked truths about her mother had her in utter shock, as did the fact she realized her hand was under her dress and rubbing herself.
"Yes, that is true," Alice Cooper agreed, as the dick really filled her up, "but Betty is stronger willed than me."
Betty thought to herself, that definitely isn't true as she recalled her first time when Lizzo fingered her pussy in the classroom during a science experiment and she did nothing to stop it... at that time just in utter shock that the first person to ever touch her pussy was not Archie her kind of male crush or Veronica her lesbian obsession. She had to bite her lip as the black girl fingered her, rubbed her clit and had her a muddled mess. Just as her body was about to erupt Lizzo pulled out, leaving her soaking wet and confused. When the bell rang, ten minutes later, Lizzo said in a rather authoritative tone, "Cheerleader's room at lunch." Before Betty could respond she was gone.
"I think your daughter would eat any black pussy, take any big dick and let her pretty anus get slammed into just like you," Tabitha wickedly said, knowing two of them had already come true and the third was planned for tonight... this Betty catching them a wild act of sinful serendipity.
"Oh God," Mrs. Cooper moaned, confused by the fact those words were somehow making this hard fucking even hotter.
"You like the idea of your daughter becoming a slut for black women?" Tabitha asked, her moans telling her it was.
Betty was aghast with the question, yet dying to hear it, as she continued to watch in voyeuristic awe the unbelievable lesbian sex occurring in her living room.
"Please, don't," Mrs. Cooper moaned.
Tabitha again pulled all the way out, knowing that was any white woman's kryptonite when she was near orgasm. "Answer me fuck toy, does imagining your daughter on her knees in her cheerleader costume and sexy stockings like you are wearing eating a delicious chocolate pussy turn you on?"
"Yes," the mother admitted with shame as she imagined that exact image.
Betty gasped, but covered her mouth just in time.
"And would you like to see your daughter on all fours taking big black strap-in cock just like her Mommy?" Tabitha continued the humiliation and manipulate mind games with the red faced Betty watching, as she slammed hard back into the horny mother of two.
"Yes," the mom admitted, so overwhelmed with the twisted talk and the stimulation of being filled with ten inches of fat fucking cock.
"Yes, what, my white bimbo," Tabitha asked, stopping and this time resting deep inside her.
"Yes, I'd love to see my daughter eating black pussy, being fucked by black girls and becoming a dirty submissive slave for dominant black girls," Mrs. Cooper declared, her shame at the admission overshadowed by her utter desire to come.
Betty was in complete shock at the words out of her mother's mouth, even though they were already somewhat true, as she recalled going to the cheerleader's room with plans to tell Lizzo what she did was wrong and ended up on her knees eating Lizzo's pussy instead, while declaring she was a white slave and discovering nothing in the world tasted better than pussy. She didn't know yet if it was black pussy, as she had not tasted a white woman, although she had licked Veronica's used panties before and inhaled her unique pussy scent many times.
"More," Tabitha ordered, as she was not surprised to see Betty still watching.
"I'd love to have my daughter and I together side by side as we take every black dick you can give us," The mom said, riding that dick like it was her last fuck, "or side by side as we eat every black pussy in the community."
"Shit, you nasty slut," Tabitha said, that idea pretty hot and one to make a reality after they finished sodomizing Betty tonight.
The idea of her mother and her being white slaves for all the black women in the community was so wicked and wild that Betty couldn't help but wonder who else in the community were slaves to black girls. It couldn't be just the two of them and which black girls were dominant pussy slayers.
"Can I come, Mistress?" Mrs. Cooper begged, so close, Betty was too as she frantically rubbed her pussy watching and listening to the hottest thing she had ever seen.
"Declare you want me to make your daughter a slave for black pussy and you may come," Tabitha ordered, seeing Betty was still there and still transfixed on the fucking.
"Mistress, I want you to seduce my sweet daughter, turn her into a lesbian slut and a slave for every black woman," Mrs. Cooper declared, mortified by her words and yet equally turned on by them.
"Come, Slave," Tabitha ordered, unaware she was making an order for two slaves.
"Yeeeeeeee, Miiiiiistress," The mom screamed, as her orgasm ripped through her the moment permission was granted, unaware that just around the corner her daughter had leaned against the wall, no longer in view, and was coming herself.
"I'm going to make your daughter a three-hole come slut, my pretty Mommy slave," Tabitha said, as she pulled out of the pussy and watched the cum gush out of it and all over the carpeted floor.
Those were the last words Betty heard as she snuck back out of the house with her juices leaking down her legs.
.....
Meanwhile, Veronica and Cheryl were in the cheerleader's office getting their back doors hammered by Josie and Lizzo... it being three days since they both got matching tattoos on their ass cheeks, Veronica on her right and Cheryl on her left: A two-inch big black spade with a Q inside it. A forever message that their holes were purposed strictly for black women.
After they both came and both got their black Mistress off with their tongues, Josie explained the plan for tonight. That they were to meet at the Darkroom at 8:30.
Of course, both women nodded with obedience even though they had no idea what would happen tonight... other than they assumed they would be eating a lot of black pussy and taking a lot of big strap-on dicks.
.....
"So, how long have you had a crush on Betty?" Josie asked, as she lubed the butt plug that was about to go in her brunette's always slightly gaped asshole from getting plowed daily and usually multiple times.
"Always," Veronica admitted, having always considered her fantasies for Betty so taboo... that before she ate Josie's pussy for the first time in the bathroom after her band had performed at the school dance and her view of taboo would change dramatically.
"Ready to make that fantasy a reality?" Josie asked, as she knelt down behind her pet who was on all fours, naked in a club full of dozens of black women of all ages, except for the always required thigh highs... this time they were red.
"Definitely," Veronica said, as she looked around and saw black women everywhere. Some were paying attention to the her with amusement, most were pre-occupied with their own lives... or pets. She could see a girl under a table where four black women were sitting, she saw a white woman older than her mother on all fours, a collar around her neck and connected to a leash held by someone who was not much older than her... in fact, she recognized her as someone who graduated from her school a couple years ago... although she couldn't recall her name. Lastly, as her eyes went wide, she saw Mrs. Andrews crawl past her, following behind Tabitha.
"Good," Josie said, as she slid the fat butt plug in the amazing Latina's slut's ass.
"Ooooooh," Veronica moaned, recalling the first time Josie sodomized her. It was a couple of weeks since she had first eaten pussy, and a few days since she lost her virginity to a black girl, in her house, while her black maid watched as Veronica ate her servant's black pussy. Her sodomy happened at school, in Mrs. Grundy's classroom, apparently Mrs. Grundy had also been turned into a plaything for her black students, as she was bent over the desk and after her butt was fingered she eventually took a dick in her ass... and now that is all she wanted... to be sodomized... to be ass fucked... to be dominated. It was liberating when Josie saw past her rich, diva persona to the submissive slut hidden behind the expensive clothing.
"This is the smallest thing your asshole will take today," Josie promised, having brought her foot-long ass destroyer with her. She had only used it once, on a church minister's wife, but today she would use it again... Veronica already, after just a few weeks, easily taking ten-inches up her shit hole.
"I can't wait," Veronica said, looking over to Mrs. Andrews who was looking right into her eyes.


"Yeah, Tabitha turned Archie and Betty's mom," Josie revealed.
"And Cheryl's," Tabitha said, leading her Mommy pet to the conversation having done that just two nights ago.
"Just got to turn Veronica's mom," Josie said.
"If she ever returns from wherever the fuck she is that is the plan," Tabitha said.
"Paris."
"Of course, it's Paris," Josie said, the rich living such a privileged life.
Betty had been a mess all day since seeing her mom with Tabitha and saying the words she did. Dinner time was surreal, as Mom was now in a conservative dress like she usually wore, but seemed to be in the same nylons. She tried to push her mother getting fucked out of her mind, but she couldn't.
Thankfully, she had a big surprise coming tonight and she could focus on that.
Outside, Betty arrived at the club that was in a very sketchy part of town and saw Lizzo there talking to another black girl she didn't recognize.
Betty, dressed in the cheerleading outfit, and white nylons, as instructed by Lizzo, nervously walked to the two black girls... really standing out dressed as a compete whore.
"Hi, slut," Lizzo greeted, this being her territory.
"Hi," Betty sheepishly whispered.
"Is that how you address me you dumb white slave?" Lizzo angrily glared.
Humiliated and yet wanting to appease her pretty black dominant, who gave her pleasure she didn't know existed, responded, "Sorry, hello, Mistress."
"Better, fuck toy," Lizzo said. "Angela this is Betty."
"And you have fucked her?" The chubby black girl asked, admiring the pretty white girl. She was a lesbian, but had never had a white girl.
"Oh yeah, haven't I, slut?"
"Yes, Mistress, you have fucked me many times and allowed me to eat your pussy lots too," Betty said, feeling a little embarrassed, but wanting to show just how submissive and obedient she was.
"Well, shit," Angela said, shaking her head.
"If you want I'm sure I can lend her to you for a night one day," Lizzo generously offered.
"That would be great," Angela said, "I've never had a white chick."
"Let's go, slut," Lizzo said, "time to make your fantasy come true."
"Yes, Mistress," Betty said, then keeping her usual manners, "nice to meet you, Angela."
"You too," Angela laughed slightly, as Lizzo took Betty's hand and led her into the Darkroom.
Music was pumping as Betty followed Lizzo into the building, past a muscular black security guard who gave her a once over and into a room where her eyes went wide as it was full of black women.
Betty barely had time to look around before her eyes went to a stage area and she saw her best friend, naked, except for thigh highs, on all fours.
"Like your present?" Lizzo asked.
"Veronica?" Betty gasped.
Veronica looked up and said, "Hi, Betty."
"Uh, hi." Betty responded, trying to process this. First it was her mom and now Veronica.
"I'm told I'm your gift," Veronica said.
"You are?" Betty asked, even though Lizzo had inferred as much a moment ago.
"Yes, Betty," Josie's said, her strap-on harness and ten-inch ass destroyer already around her tight young body, took Betty's hand and led her behind Veronica, "she is all yours, but you will have to help her out."
"Help her out?" Betty asked, as she looked at Veronica from behind and saw something was in her ass.
"Do you have a crush on Veronica?" Josie asked.
"Um, I...." Betty struggled to admit, partly because she didn't want to change her friendship with her best friend and also because she didn't want to declare her love while others watched and she could tell every set of eyes in the entire club was in her.
"Betty, I have a crush on you," Veronica blurted out, just throwing it out there.
"You do?"
"Yes, I always have," Veronica admitted.
"Me too," Betty said, her heart melting at the surprising admission.
"While that is sweet," Josie said, "your friend is also an anal loving bottom who needs dick in her asshole multiple times a day, is that right ass slut?"
This should have humiliated Veronica, but she had long pushed those feelings out of the way, and having been informed that Betty was a submissive for Lizzo she had no reason to suspect Betty would judge her for her many submissive transgressions. "Yes, Mistress, I love cock in my asshole."
"So, Betty," Josie mused, her hand going under the blonde's shirt skirt and to her ass, giving it a squeeze, "if you want to please your best friend you will need to be able to fuck her ass multiple times a day."
"Really?" Betty asked, enjoying the hand on her ass, even as she also noticed Veronica had a weird spade tattoo on her ass with a Q inside it.
"Yes, Betty, I'd love you to come and fuck my asshole in the morning, at lunch, during our break, after school and during our sleepovers," Veronica listed off, the idea of Betty topping her very arousing.
"I don't know if I can do that," Betty said, as Josie gave her ass a squeeze and then walked to Veronica, pulled out the thing in her asshole, tossed it to the floor, knelt behind Veronica and slid her ten-inch hammer in Veronica's gaping asshole.
"Ohhhh, yes, fuck me," Veronica moaned, "fuck my asshole in front of Betty and show her what kind of anal slut I am."
"Veronica," Betty whispered, as she watched in awe a second person she knew very well get fucked... this time in the ass. She also couldn't believe how utterly hot it was... her pussy burning as she watched Josie fuck Veronica in the same position, albeit a different hole making it even more taboo, as Tabitha had fucked her mom just eight plus hours ago.
"Oh, Betty, there is nothing like taking a big dick up your poop shute," Veronica moaned, as her naked body and firm tits moved with the hard deep thrusts from Josie.
"Poop shute?" Becky mindlessly echoed, as she couldn't take her eyes off the act of sinful sodomy.
"Shit hole, anal cavity, butt hole, ass crack," Lizzo listed off, as she moved behind her blonde pet and whispered in her ear.
"So wrong," Betty whispered, her body trembling from the hot breath on her ear and neck, even as she watched the pretty Josie in only a bra and white stockings, which contrasted beautifully with her beautiful black skin, fuck Veronica.
"Was it wrong to eat my pussy and get fucked by my big dicks?" Lizzo asked, as she reached around and cupped both of Betty's tits.
"Not here," Betty whispered, her already red cheeks burning with shame as Lizzo said it loud enough for Josie and Veronica to hear.
"Do not dare fucking question me, slut," Lizzo snapped, slapping Betty's ass.
"Sorry," Betty quickly apologized, even as the humiliation multiplied, knowing that every set of eyes in this building were on either Veronica or her.
"Oh fuck, yes, pound my asshole with that big fucking dick," Veronica moaned loudly, partly because she indeed wanted to get fucked as hard and as deep as she humanly could, but she could also see the confused lust of her best friend who couldn't take her eyes off of her getting her ass destroyed.
"Tell your friend how much you love being an ass loving, chocolate pussy loving fuck toy," Josie said, as she pulled all the way out of the brunette and admired the very impressive gaping hole she had created.
"Oh, Betty," Veronica moaned, her eyes locked on her blonde best friend, her ass suddenly feeling so empty, "I fucking love black pussy and could eat it all day."
"You have," Josie pointed out, recalling Veronica's evening at the black sorority across town where she ate pussy after pussy after pussy for hours while simultaneously being the center piece of an anal train.
"And I would again," Veronica said. "Betty, I am also a submissive anal fuck toy who will do anything to have big, fat cock buried deep in my shit hole."
"Veronica," Betty said, as her tits were molested through her top and her hard nipples pinched, causing pleasurable sensations through her petite body.
"You're a submissive fuck toy too, Betty," Lizzo said, as she pulled the sweater over Betty's head revealing the blonde's perky tits.
"I am too," Cheryl Blossom interjected, crawling on all fours and moving right beside Veronica
Betty overwhelmed as she was suddenly topless, watched to see Cheryl Blossom on all fours, also naked except a garter-belt and stockings, with the same tattoo on her ass, but the opposite cheek. "Cheryl," Betty said, equally bewildered to see Cheryl in the same predicament as Veronica.
"Hey, slut," Cheryl greeted, as Toni with a similar ten-inch fuck stick, moved behind the well-trained fuck toy and slid right in her well-fucked hole. "Oooooooh," she moaned, even after all the back door poundings, the initial penetration still created a pleasure and pain sensation.
"Hi," Betty said, as the two richest, most entitled, girls of the community were both getting fucked by ten-inches of big cock in their assholes. Before today and hearing Tabitha's intention to sodomize her mother she had never even remotely pondered her asshole as a hole of pleasure, yet now she was witnessing it live and both rich women were moaning with sounds of undeniable pleasure.
"Slut," Toni said, stopping with her dick buried all the way in her pet bitch's asshole, "tell sweet Betty that you are black owned, a complete anal fuck toy, and love it."
"Oh, Betty, I know you are black owned too, even if you don't realize it, but there is nothing better than completely accepting the truth that you are a white slave and your purpose is to serve the dominant, better, black race. By letting go of your pretentious preconceived notion that our past generations have forced on us we will truly be free to be our true submissive selves," Cheryl answered, a powerful soliloquy that impressed all the black Mistresses in the club.
"Being black owned is completely liberating," Veronica added.
"Plus, there is nothing better than the taste of chocolate pussy and being bent over and sodomized by a huge cock," Cheryl continued.
"We were born to be fuck toys, Betty," Veronica said.
"Born to be obedient slaves for the dominant race," Cheryl added.
"Fuck toy mindless bimbos to be used as our black goddesses see fit," Veronica continued, always getting turned on by being belittled or belittling herself.
"Good answers, sluts," Josie approved, as she resumed pounding away at Veronica's back door.
"Oh yes, fuck my shit hole, show every black mistress here what I'm good for," Veronica moaned.
"Do you want your asshole pounded in front of all these black woman?" Toni asked Cheryl.
"Yes, Mistress, my purpose is to please and entertain the black race," Cheryl declared, looking up at all the beautiful women of colour, "I'll service or be fucked by anyone here."
"Good answer," Toni approved, loving hearing these once prim and proper rich bitches become mindless fuck toys.
Betty continued to watch the duel sodomy with fascination... Veronica and Cheryl's words turned her on as did their moans of clear euphoria... as Lizzo continued to feel her up.
"Oh yes, give me all that dick," Veronica moaned.
"Slam that fat fuck stick up my dirty shit hole," Cheryl countered, wanting to be nastier than the Latina bitch.
It was Tabitha who walked up to her and asked, "Do you think you could top Veronica like that?"
"W-w-what?" Betty stammered, having heard the question, but unsure how to answer it. The idea of being the one wearing the strap-on wasn't what she was thinking at all. No, what she was thinking was: what would it be like to have a cock in her ass?
"Could you?" Tabitha asked, her finger rubbing the blonde's sopping wet pussy, "fuck your best friend's ass with a huge cock?"
"I... don't... know," Betty answered, her eyes still transfixed on the two hot girls getting their asses fucked... especially Veronica's juicy Latina ass.
"It's a simple question," Tabitha said, teasing the wet pussy, "could you pound Veronica like Josie is doing? Could you fuck her asshole? Could you plug her butt? Could you use her as your personal fuck toy?"
"No," Betty moaned, the nasty words so hot, yet in her mind she imagined Veronica doing the fucking... and she being the bottom.
"No, what?" Lizzo asked, pinching Betty's nipples.
"No, I couldn't top her," Betty admitted.
"Oh, my God, I love the way you fuck me," Veronica screamed, bouncing back to meet the hard back shots.
"Give me all that cock up my white rich asshole," Cheryl moaned, as she was roughly hammered from behind.
"You couldn't pound that big Latina ass?" Tabitha asked.
"No."
"You couldn't fuck that juicy asshole and give your best friend the anal drilling she needs all the time?" Lizzo added.
"I don't think so," Betty admitted, even as she watched the rapture of the two rich hotties.
"Why not?" Tabitha asked.
"Because I'm a submissive bottom," Betty admitted.
"Just like your mother," Tabitha added, as she slid a finger inside Betty.
"Ooooooh, what?" Betty asked with a moan, even though she heard the question.
"Did you get all hot and bothered watching your mom get fucked today?" Tabitha asked.
"W-w-what?" Betty stammered, trying to play innocent even as she was being fingered.
"I saw your reflection in the television," Tabitha revealed. "I know you watched for a very long time."
"I was shocked," Betty explained.
"Oh yes, Mistress, plug my ass," Veronica moaned, loving marathon anal hammerings.
"Hammer all ten inches of that fat cock up my anus," Cheryl moaned, trying to always up Veronica just like she did in real life.
"Yet, you watched for a long time and touched yourself," Tabitha added.
"I was paralyzed with shock," Betty said.
"I'm going to fuck your mom's asshole next time," Tabitha said. "Does that turn you on?"
"Nooooo," Betty moaned, even as she imagined it, her mom's body being fucked by Tabitha's beautiful black body was ingrained forever in her head.
"Are you lying to me, slut?" Tabitha asked.
"You better not be fucking lying to my friend," Lizzo threatened.
"Fine, yes, I think that is hot," Betty frustratingly admitted, "is that what you want to hear?"
"That's exactly what I want to hear," Tabitha said, pumping two fingers in and out of the overwhelmed blonde.
"So, if you don't want to fuck that pretty asshole, what do you want to do to Veronica?" Lizzo asked.
"I want to eat her pussy," Betty admitted.
"Say it louder," Lizzo ordered. "And be specific."
"I want to eat Veronica's pussy. I want her to sit on my face. I want to make her cum and drown in her pussy juice," Betty rambled letting her long held fantasies to just gush out of her lips even as her pussy was on fire.
"And what will you do for the privilege to eat my pet's pussy since I own this Latina fuck toy?" Josie asked, without missing a beat as she hammered away inside Veronica's asshole.
"Anything," Betty answered, her desire to taste Veronica consuming her and the nasty anal double fuckings she was witnessing driving her wild.
"You know what that means?" Lizzo said, as she pointed towards the two fuck toys on all fours.
"I have to become completely black owned and take it in the asshole like those two sluts," Betty wickedly said.
"Yes, join us Betty, join us and become black owned," Veronica moaned, loving the idea of her best friend joining her in utter submission. Having someone to talk about her submission would be great... as it had been lonely in her perceived isolation as the only black owned slut in Riversdale.
"Yes, bitch, get on all fours and become a three-hole cum slave for our black goddesses," Cheryl encouraged, loving to see a sweet girl like Betty become a cheap slut.
"Knees, slut," Tabitha said, now wearing a strap-on that was already well lubed. She had made a deal with Lizzo to get to fuck Betty's asshole first in return Lizzo got to fuck Betty and Archie's mom first.
"Okay," Betty nodded, nervous about being sodomized, yet excited as well. The pleasure the two girls on all fours were experiencing couldn't be faked, plus the end result of being able to eat Veronica's pussy was a dream coming true.
As the blonde knelt beside Veronica, she looked around and saw everyone was watching her, including Archie's mom who was on all fours, getting fucked by an elderly woman.
"I'm so happy you're joining us, Betty," Veronica said, leaning over and kissing her.
Betty kissed her back as she felt her ass cheeks spread apart and then a tongue licking her butt hole. She was surprised how soothing the sensation of having her asshole eaten felt.
"I can't wait to eat your pussy and asshole, Betty," Veronica said, after she broke the kiss, as it was difficult to kiss while getting her backdoor pounded.
"Me too," Betty moaned, her pussy tingling at the idea.
"I've had a crush on you forever," Veronica revealed.
"You have?" Betty asked, just as she felt a finger penetrate her virgin asshole.
"Yes, I just didn't know how you felt."
"I have wanted to be your submissive pet since I met you," Betty moaned, as a finger began to explore her asshole. It felt weird. Awkward. Kinky.
"I can make that happen," Veronica moaned, liking the idea of having her own pet, while being a pet herself.
"Enough romantic declarations," Josie said. "Take Betty's asshole, Tabitha."
"Okay," Tabitha said, excited to take her first ever virgin asshole. She knelt up and positioned the dick at the ever so slightly gaped hole from her finger.
"Just slide it in," Betty said, ready to feel the submissive sensation of giving herself entirely to a black woman.
"You'll love it," Veronica assured, so excited that her best friend was going to discover the thrill of taking dick in her ass.
"I love yooooooou," Betty countered, as the thin dick slid inside her asshole. Tabitha generously started with a thin six-inch dick to prepare the anal virgin for bigger dicks... as Lizzo was already strapping on a thicker and longer eight-inch dick. The black women were dominant bitches, but they wanted to properly prepare an asshole so the white slut would enjoy it forever.
"I love you too, Betty," Veronica said, kissing her one last time.
"You took it all," Tabitha said, as she rested against the blonde's asshole.
"Feel so full," Betty said, her asshole burning with pleasure and pain... a sensation she found oddly exhilarating.
"Oh, this is just the small sample dick," Lizzo said, as she lubed her dick for her future turn in Betty's asshole. Going second, but with a bigger ass gaping dick, was better than going first... plus she got to sodomize two older women first in return... a really great deal.
"I'll take every dick here," Betty wickedly said, as she wanted to be the biggest slut she could.
"I'm sure the ladies here appreciate that," Josie said, as she watched the cute blonde slowly get fucked as Tabitha began fucking her.
"Oh yes, fuck my asshole, make me a black owned anal fuck toy," Betty moaned after a couple of dozen strokes that made her entire body burn with pulsating pleasure.
"I think we have another plaything to add to our anal pets," Toni said, just as she and Josie swapped pets.
"Yes, I'll be every black woman's pussy eating, ass taking white fuck toy," Betty declared, wanting to sound as nasty as the other two had been earlier.
"Me too," Cheryl said, as she was suddenly empty.
"Fuck that is a huge gaped hole," Josie said, as she moved to Cheryl.
"Yeah she is the biggest ass slut," Toni said, as she moved to Veronica and admired the equally huge anal entrance... gaped well.
"I'm a bigger ass slut than her," Veronica said, always being rather competitive, especially to the bitch Cheryl.
"Not even close," Cheryl laughed.
"You're both nasty ass sluts," Josie said, as she bent down and rimmed the tasty, tangy gaped hole.
Toni did the same to Veronica as Betty begged, "Harder, faster, use me as you would use any other slut."


"Oh yes, eat my gaping fucking shit hole," Cheryl moaned, wanting the attention on her and not the poor pathetic Betty.
"So hot," a middle aged black woman said, as she stood before all three sluts.
"Thanks, Mrs. Granger," Tabitha said, Mrs. Granger the leader of the community choir.
"I'm taking the redhead home with me," the chubby woman said, as a statement and not a request.
"Of course," Josie said, as she moved away from Cheryl's gaping hole and slid her dick back in the slut's ass.
"Keep up the recruitment girls," Mrs. Granger said, happy to have some young eighteen-year-olds to continue the crusade to turn the entire white community into slaves. She had over twenty submissive playthings she had recruited, the most recent Mrs. Grundy who while older than most of her pets ate pussy better than any other white bitch she had ever used.
"Yes, Mrs. Granger," Toni nodded, excited to get the acknowledgement from the most prominent black woman in the community.
"I'll be a good slave," Cheryl said, looking up at the woman she knew her own mother hated.
"How is your mother?"
"An entitled racist bitch that needs to be taught a lesson and become black owned," Cheryl answered.
"I'm sure we can make that a reality," Mrs. Granger said.
"I'm already working on it," Tabitha added, having turned her but not made her an anal slut yet.
"Mmmmmm," Mrs. Granger purred, "come see me tomorrow and we can have a chat."
"Yes, ma'am," Tabitha nodded, the entire time pumping her dick in Betty's no longer virgin asshole.
Mrs. Granger went to the bar to get a drink, as Lizzo tapped Tabitha on the shoulder. "My turn."
Tabitha pulled out and admired her brief gaping work. There was just something so erotically beautiful to admire a gaping white asshole.
"Not bad," Lizzo nodded, as she moved behind Betty and asked, "Ready for a bigger cock in your white asshole?"
"Yes, please, slide that huge cock in my asshole and fuck me senseless," Betty said, feeling empty with nothing up her asshole.
"Oh fuck, yes, give me that cock up my entitled asshole," Cheryl moaned, again trying to get the attention back on her.
"Oh God," Veronica moaned, her asshole still being eaten, which felt amazing, but she wanted a cock back in her asshole. "that feels so good, but please lodge that big cock in my shit hole."
"Lodge," Toni laughed, as she moved away from the delicious asshole and the tangy scent she really enjoyed. "Nice play on words."
Veronica hadn't intended that but laughed, "Well, lodge that dick in a Lodge."
"As you wish," Toni said, sliding all ten inches in the brunette.
"Ooooooh, fuck," Betty moaned as she too took a big dick in her ass, although a couple of inches smaller than the two experienced anal fuck toys. The burn was more intense as the much fatter cock spread her asshole wide.
"Relax, Betty," Veronica advised, recalling the original burn the first time she took a fat cock up her asshole.
"Trying," Betty said, the pain far intense this time... although she didn't mind it. It was a reminder of the reality she was willing to do anything to taste Veronica and do anything to be fully black owned.
"This slut's asshole is so fucking tight," Lizzo said, as she watched all eight inches disappear inside Betty.
"Not for long," Josie said, as she fucked Cheryl hard.
"Destroy that asshole," someone yelled out from the crowd.
"Yeah, make her scream," someone else yelled.
"Yes, destroy my asshole and make me a black owned slave," Betty said, feeling so full, feeling some pain, and yet wanting to be fucked hard... be used.
"Bring three stools here so our fuck toys can have some chocolate pie," Toni added, just as Lizzo pulled back out and slid back in, beginning to slowly fuck Betty's asshole, knowing she needed to take her time to properly gape this perfect white asshole.
"Oh fuck," Betty moaned, the sensations of intense pleasure and pain battling inside her anus with equal representation.
"Yes, give me some black pussy to eat," Cheryl said, even as three stools were placed before the three sluts... at the perfect height.
A large black woman sat before Betty and said, "I hope you can multi-task."
"I'm sure I can," Betty said, admiring the big fat pussy lips of the mostly shaved pussy. The woman slid her body closer and Betty leaned forward and parted the pink pussy lips so perfectly framed by her black skin.
An elderly woman with a hairy bush moved in front of Cheryl and a petite college girl moved in front of Veronica and soon all three submissive pets, although Veronica was Latina, were dining on delicious addicting chocolate while also taking big fat cocks up their poop Shute.
Moans echoed through the Darkroom.
Betty got accustomed to the cock in her asshole spreading her asshole wide and filling her so good that she wondered what the extra couple of inches the other two were taking would feel like.
As if reading her mind, Josie called out, "Swap sluts."
All three pulled out and each took a moment to admire the gorgeous gape of the asshole they had been pounding.
Toni moved to Betty, Josie returned to her pet Veronica and Tabitha, now wearing her own ten-inch ass annihilator moved behind Cheryl... while Lizzo seeing Mrs. Andrews on all fours licking Tabitha's mother's feet called out, "Mrs. Andrews come suck Betty's pussy juices of off my dick."
The mother wordlessly crawled to the pretty teen and obeyed the order like she did every black woman young or old and took the wet cock in her mouth... very curious what the supposedly sweet innocent Betty tasted like.
"All right, ladies," Josie said, putting her hands on Veronica's hips, "on three slam into your fuck toy as hard as you can."
"Perfect," Tabitha said, excited to pound Cheryl who she really still didn't like, finding her fake even in her submissive obedience.
"This may hurt a little," Toni warned, knowing Betty had yet to take ten inches in her ass and wasn't even sure she had completely got used to eight.
"Hurt me good," Betty said, even as she kept licking the sweet pussy that was tantalizing her taste buds. God, she loved eating pussy.
"One, two, three," Josie counted, and all three black beauties slammed their cocks simultaneously into the gaping assholes before them.
"Oh my God!" Betty screamed as the new cock filled her asshole deeper than the previous two... again creating a wild sensation of pleasure and pain.
"Yes," Veronica moaned.
"Give me all that cock," Cheryl said.
"Shut up and eat, Red," the elderly woman ordered, as she roughly grabbed the redhead by the hair and held her against her pussy.
"And out," Josie said.
All three pulled all the way out.
"Hammer my asshole," Betty begged, wanting to be ass fucked hard, feel the intense burn that created surreal sensations of pleasure somehow in her pussy.
"One, two, three," Josie counted again and all there again used all their physical might to penetrate the submissive slave before them as deep as they humanly could.
"Oh yes, you mother fucker," Betty screamed into the pussy in her face.
"Hey, I'm the mother fucker," Tabitha declared, "isn't that right Archie's Mommy?"
Taking the dick she had been sucking out of her mouth, the mother admitted, "Yes, Mistress Tabitha, you are an amazing mother fucker."
"And don't you forget it," she said, lodged deep in Cheryl's bowels.
"An amazing slut fucker," Cheryl said, this deep thrust and pull out driving her wild.
"Didn't I fucking tell you to shut up and eat, you dumb fucking cum rag," the elderly woman snapped.
"Sorry," Cheryl sheepishly said.
Then for a couple of minutes the cycle continued.
Pull out.
Admire the gape.
Slam into the slut.
After every five deep thrusts the rotation occurred, as the one last in Betty moved to Mrs. Andrews to let her taste Betty's asshole over and over, the one that Mrs. Cooper had thoroughly cleaned with ass juice destroyed Cheryl's asshole, the one in Cheryl slipped inside Veronica and lastly the one gaping the shit out of Veronica's shit hole ended up enjoying Betty's no longer virgin asshole.
During these rotations all three black woman reached orgasm and were replaced by three more black pussies.
This relentlessly back door deep dive, followed by a complete withdrawal was driving all three submissive sluts crazy with desire to just be anally destroyed.
Betty who just finished getting a second women off, begged, pleaded, with utter desperation, her entire body on fire, "Please, Mistresses, fuck the shit out of me."
"Hammer time?" Josie asked, as she pulled out of Betty's utterly delicious asshole that was gaped so fucking beautifully.
"Oh yeah, it's hammer time," Toni agreed, as she moved her entire hand to Veronica's gaping hole.
"On three," Josie said, as all three put their hands back on their current slut's hips. "One, two, three."
Moans echoed through the room, as all three anal fuck toys had their assholes hammered, all three black babes pounding them as hard and fast as they could.
"Oh my God, yes, that feels so good," Betty moaned, only pleasure sensations pulsating through her now.
"Yes, fuck my asshole, fuck it so good," Veronica moaned, haphazardly licking the bald black peach before her.
"Oh yes, destroy my shit hole, hammer my ass, pound me," Cheryl rambled off as she felt her long delayed orgasm rising.
"Are you one hundred percent black owned, Betty?" Josie asked, just as Lizzo walked over to Mrs. Andrews and decided to take her anal virginity right there.
"Oh yes, I'm black owned," Betty declared without hesitation knowing she would eat any black ever offered to her and take any cock up her asshole anytime, anyplace. A theory that would be tested over the rest of the semester.
"A pussy munching slave for black pussy?" Josie questioned, even as her big dick continued pounding away in the blonde's greedy asshole.
"I'll eat every black pussy here," Betty declared just as a third black woman, in her mid-fifties sat down and spread her legs revealing a very hairy twat. "Mmmmm chocolate cunt," and buried her face in-between the woman's legs and lapped up the luxury of sin.
"Such a sexy slut," the black woman moaned as Betty moved her tongue in the abundance of hair and found a path to the wetness.
Then, for a couple of minutes, there was intense back door banging and hungry licking. All three sluts got another girl off, Betty now having made three come, while the other two only pleased two, before all three girls were left alone to just get their assholes destroyed.
"Oh yes, may I come?" Cheryl moaned, her anal orgasm so fucking close.
"Me too," Veronica added, her pussy burning as she felt the rising of euphoria.
"I think I'm going to come from getting my tight asshole fucked," Betty moaned, feeling pleasure in both her holes, fascinated since her pussy was not being touched.
"You sluts want to come?" Josie asked.
"Yes, please," all three said in almost perfect unison.
"Betty you may come," Josie generously offered.
"Thank yoooooou," Betty screamed, as her orgasm hit just one deep thrust after permission granted. The intensity so extreme she collapsed forward and rolled onto her back.
"Veronica you can come by sitting on Betty's face," Tabitha suggested.
"Oh, thank you," Veronica said, as see quickly straddled Betty's face.
"Dream come true," Betty weakly said, her entire body still quaking from the aftermath of utter rapture, as she watched her best friend's glistening pussy quickly lowering on her face. The moment the pussy was in tongue's reach Betty began licking as her fantasy finally came true.
"And you, slut," Mrs. Granger said, putting a collar on the redhead with a leash and pulling her off the cock pounding her ass, "can come once you have serviced me and my friends."
"Yes, ma'am," a weak Cheryl agreed, weakly crawling behind even as wetness leaked out of her pussy.
"Oh fuck, may I come," Mrs. Andrews begged, the intense pleasure of getting her asshole fucked brought her pleasure she could not have fathomed possible.
"Ride my cock and come all over it," Lizzo ordered.
"Thank you," the mother moaned as she bounced back on the big cock like the nasty anal slut she had discovered she was. In under a dozen deep bounce backs, Mrs. Andrews screamed, as she erupted with the most intensity she ever experienced, "Yes, I'm black owned."
"Oh fuck, Betty, yes, eat me, eat me my sexy slut," Veronica moaned, the marathon ass fucking and Betty's tongue having her near apocalyptic eruption.
"Mmmmmmmm," Betty moaned, loving hearing those words, but focusing on continuing to eat her best friend's pussy and make her come.
"Oh fuck, don't stop, don't stop, yes, Betty, yes, Betty, yes, yes, yeeeeees!" Veronica babbled as her orgasm finally exploded out of her and her massive squirt of cum coated Betty's face.
"Give me all your cum," Betty said, as she hungrily lapped up the delicious nectar of her best friend.
A couple of minutes later, as her orgasm began to subside, she got off Betty's face, bent down and kissed her.
The black mistresses allowed the intimate moment since Betty had earned it.
A couple of minutes later, while Cheryl crawled out of the Darkroom after a night of serving four older women, Mrs. Andrews was heading home, hoping to beat her husband who was at poker night, Veronica was flipped onto her back while one black woman sat on her face and another slid her fat fist in her pussy, and Betty was led to a table where four black women were visiting.
Betty would get all four off over the next half an hour, before being led to another table to service three more pussies.
Veronica would have her face sat on by three different women, while coming herself twice from getting her pussy fisted and her asshole fucked by a huge foot long cock.
Eventually, long after midnight, Betty and Veronica left together, hand in hand.
Once in Veronica's house, they would enjoy a lengthy 69, each coming again before falling asleep in each other's arms.
While their submissive anal slut personas would stay secret, their blossoming romance would not as they would walk into school on Monday hand in hand.
The end
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Granny Lends A Hand: A BBC Fuck
Summary: Granny has a marathon sex session with a young BBC.
Note: This is Part 2. In Part 1, while walking on Nude Day, the widowed Bunny comes across a young man sitting naked in his truck at the park. He is also stroking a mouth-watering penis. Her urgently reawakened libido soon has her in the vehicle, stroking and then sucking him off. Now the story continues just minutes later...
Thanks to Small_Island for his editing and pushing the plot forward with great ideas and a re-written ending. Also thanks to OhDave1 and Shuj for proof-reading.
Granny Lends A Hand: Fucked
By the time I walked home from the park to my house, my libido had cooled down and the reality of what a wicked act I had just committed hit me like a ton of bricks. Me, a 62-year-old widow, had not only engaged in my first sex since my husband had died a bit over two years ago, I'd done it with a complete stranger my granddaughter's age... in public!
I had given this strange young man, this strange, young, black man, a hand job and a blow job in his truck right where anyone could have walked by.
I had shown him my breasts and let him fondle them.
I had swallowed his load and savoured every drop.
Even crazier, I had agreed to have him come over tonight to fuck me.
How did I allow that to happen?
What was I thinking?
There was no way I should have done what I did.
And there was no way I would text him my address tonight.
Thank God that I hadn't given him my address in the depths of my cock-madness... as such, I could stop this before it got even more out of hand.
Yet, as I walked through my empty air-conditioned home, I began to undress... it was Nude Day after all. I was already sans my bra which I had taken off in the truck. Soon I was just in my panties, my rather wet panties, as I got to my bedroom.
I quickly realized my libido hadn't actually cooled down as much as I thought it had as I moved my hand to my long neglected but undeniably wet vagina. I moved onto my bed, lay my head on my pillow and did something I hadn't done in years... I masturbated.
I closed my eyes, imagining my husband between my legs licking my pussy and getting me all revved up... he had been damned good at that. Once I was horny, I would beg for him to stop teasing me and fuck me.
Sometimes he would immediately spread my legs and slide his penis in me... other times he would tease me relentlessly. He would finger me. He would tease my clit. He would move up and suck on my very hard, sensitive nipples, which would send erotic chills through my entire body while making me moan loudly as it triggered instant burning in my vagina.
Yet, as my orgasm rose rapidly inside me now, the first in over two years, it was the young exhibitionist's cock, Joe's cock, that suddenly popped into my head. So big, so thick, so black. I just let the fantasy consume me. The idea of taking that big black dick in my long-neglected pussy was too much and in only a couple of minutes I was coming hard.
Once the orgasm had run its course through my body, I wondered what I should do. Could I actually invite him to my home? Could I allow another man to fuck me? Someone more than four decades younger than me. Shit, we were not even born in the same century.
As I lay there, I continued to ponder. I mean, I had two choices. Let a young man with a huge dick come and fuck me or not let a young man with a huge dick fuck me. It was a pretty simplistic decision. Yet, the weight of the decision overwhelmed me.
Deciding I needed to distract myself from this perplexing situation, I did what I always did when stressed: I prepared to clean my already clean house.
Getting up from my bed with the thought that I'd need to start by changing the now sex-scented sheets, I slipped on the house robe that hung on a hook on the door leading to the bathroom, then paused. I might not know what I should do about Joe, but I did want to live a bit longer in this surreal moment where one crazy impulse had awakened a side of me I thought no longer existed... plus, it was still Nude Day. I hung the robe back up and began stripping the bed... naked.
At first, it was kind of awkward, especially when I bent over and my tits swayed. For as large as they were, they were still pretty firm, but gravity had begun to take its course. Eventually, though, moving from room to room with all my bits jiggling became rather freeing... liberating. The idea that people were walking past my home walking their dog, going for a jog or delivering the mail oblivious that I was prancing around naked on the other side of the door was strangely perversely stimulating.
In this frame of mind, the cleaning wasn't distracting me much but perhaps it gave me a more appropriate frame of mind to consider my question... should I fuck Joe or not?
On the one hand, my husband would want me to be happy; to find another man... heck, even his own mother had encouraged me not to live the rest of my life alone like she had after her husband passed away.
And of course, this had also been preached by my friends Madelyn and Eve more than a preacher asks for money.
On the other hand, this was not me finding another man to share my life with, as there was no way this could turn into a relationship. This was me finding a man to fuck me.
On yet another hand, I am in my sixties and had only ever experienced one man. I had never regretted that... my Jimmy expanding and satisfying my sexuality quite adroitly. Eve, however, called this inexcusable and said that now I had to explore the plethora of cock possibilities. Her actual words: 'the plethora of cock possibilities'. But although I had seen various male penises watching porn with Jimmy, that had always been at a mental distance, and I'd only craved my husband's lovely tool. But now that I'd seen, and handled, Joe's dick... well... now I was confused.
While Joe had been quite a handsome young man, friendly and polite, it was his very impressive dick that was burning its way into my subconscious. His big, strong, young cock, so very different from my husband's, was the image that had popped into my mind and shoved me hard right over the edge of an incredibly powerful orgasm. And it was the image of that thick, long, beautiful, black dick that remained in my mind's eye now.
On yet another, another hand, why shouldn't I indulge this incredible opportunity? I am a single woman living alone and should be able to get laid once in a while... or just once for that matter.
Fuck.
Blessedly, I was temporarily saved from counting hands when my daughter called and we talked just like any other day. Though I did have to keep stifling giggles, imagining what she would think if she knew I was sitting there naked on the sofa as we chatted.
After hanging up, I began to think every day could be Nude Day, it really was a freeing experience. Plus, it means you might get to see more exposed young penises. I heard in my head in the devilish Eve's sultry voice.
Of course, there was really only one specific exposed young penis - dick - I had in mind, and as I made myself supper, slipping on an apron in a nod to Nude Day safety, I pondered if I should text him. The temptation was there, but if I did let him into my private space there was no going back. As I pondered this, my phone buzzed on the table.
When I picked it up, I gave a small gasp. It was a message from BigBlack. How did he have my number? I never gave him my number. As I stepped over to the oven and turned down the temperature on the chicken that was almost done, I rethought our encounter and was sure I'd had him type his number into my phone, so I was in control of the conversation. Yet here he was.
I clicked on the text and really gasped. It was a picture of his big, beautiful, black cock... hard. The message below it said: Thinking of what I'm going to do to you tonight.
I stared at the picture.
I clicked on it so it filled my entire screen.
It was so big... so black... so majestic. Could a dick even be majestic?
Of course, it wasn't simply that it was black, I had never been into race as a sexual fetish. But in this case, the darkness of the dick did enhance its visual beauty. I mean, I had seen my husband's dick for decades and never thought of it as majestic. It had certainly been a good dick, and I had drooled over it, thinking what it was going to do to me, but I hadn't stared at it like this, admired it as a work of art.
But this dick... this dick was something else.
I scrolled up and saw an earlier text I didn't remember sending... simply the word, 'hi'.
So, that explained how Joe got my number. He had texted himself while putting his number into my phone.
I felt two surreal perversions. One, my mouth watered. Two, my pussy dampened.
I couldn't not reply, could I?
No, it was the polite thing to do.
So, I replied, deciding to be playful, really feeling like I was eighteen again with a giddy sense of excitement: And what exactly do you plan to do to me tonight?
The reply came almost immediately... the three dots telling me he was already typing. I couldn't explain it, but I was really quite excited to see his response when it arrived. First, I'm going to eat that sweet pussy until you come all over my face. Then I'm going to fuck you until you have multiple orgasms.
Jesus... what a response. My pussy instantly burned with a lust I had not felt in a long, long time.
I had to reply, but what does one say to that blunt response?
I pondered what to write. Finally, I admitted to myself I was enjoying the naughty texting and replied: Don't you think I'm going to want to suck that big black cock too?
Before I pressed send, I went back and deleted the word black. I didn't want to fetishize his race. I wanted it to be about the dick. I pressed send.
I stared at the phone waiting for a response. When one didn't come after two minutes, I felt a strange sense of disappointment rush through me, but I did remember that I had chicken in the oven. I pulled it out just as my phone alerted me to another text.
I placed the glass dish on the counter and went to my phone and read his reply:
Well, that goes without saying. If we are going into details I also want to suck, worship and fuck those big juicy white tits.
I noticed he described them as white. Was the fact I was white a turn-on for him? Was it that I was old? Or was I just a sure thing for one wild night? So many questions... so few hours.
At this moment, I didn't care. I just wanted to be fucked. By that dick. Before I could change my mind, as I allowed my libido to make my decisions for me, I impulsively replied: I can't wait. Here is my address.
He texted back: I will be there as soon as I can after work. Likely round 10:15.
I replied back: So late? That is usually past my bedtime.
He responded: Trust me. I'll make it worth it.
Another text from him before I could respond: I have to get back to work. See you soon.
Feeling mischievous, I replied: Suck and fuck you soon.
There was no reply as I scrolled up and clicked on that image of his big hard dick. I stared at it like I was at the Louvre and admiring a work of the great masters.
God, that was the perfect dick.
I sat down to eat but kept admiring the picture. It was impossible to not admire. I pressed download. I didn't want to not have this picture to forever remember this one impulsive decision.
I glanced at the clock as I finished dinner. Ten to seven. It was still over three hours before he would be here.
I sighed.
Did I really send, 'suck and fuck you soon?'
Sweet Jesus.
I cleaned up the kitchen, put the leftovers away, and went to watch some television... taking off the apron to continue my secret Nude Day day.
I was watching a rerun of Cheers, it had been my husband's favourite show, when my phone rang. It was Eve. She greeted, "What you doing tonight?"
"Sitting naked on my couch watching Cheers," I answered, one hundred percent telling the truth, but I knew she wouldn't believe me.
"Bull shit," she said.
"Didn't you tell me it was Nude Day?" I questioned.
"Since when have you ever listened to me?"
"Well, there has to be a first time for everything," I retorted,
"I don't believe it. Prove it," Eve challenged.
"What do you want me to do? Take a picture of myself in the buff?" I questioned.
"I dare ya."
"Yeah, right."
"I double dare you," she challenged.
"Fine, whatever," I said, and took a picture that showed my bare legs resting on the coffee table. I framed it so you could see just the hint of pubic hair at the edge to prove I was really naked. I then went to Gallery, clicked the picture and pressed send.
It was only after I did so that I realized that I apparently had been so mesmerized by the sight of Joe's gorgeous dick next to my own pretty-good-looking legs (if I did say so myself) in the gallery, that I'd accidentally pressed on his photo and sent her Joe's dick-pic.
"Oh, shit," I gasped, as I realized my error.
"Oh my goodness, please tell me that dick is currently at your place," Eve said in genuine awe.
"Sorry, I didn't mean to send that," I said, mortified.
"You have been holding out on me. Who is the owner of that amazing dick?" she asked.
I sighed.
How was I going to get out of this predicament?
"Spill the beans," she said. "Are you fucking some black stud?"
"No," I could truthfully answer.
"So, then, whose dick is on your phone?"
"You would not believe me if I told you."
"Let me decide that," she said, clearly dying to hear the story... she was a gossip queen. "Whose pussy-splitting dick is that?"
I sighed. She always talked nasty, but right now I was very susceptible to its effects and wanted to answer in the same way. I literally held my breath to regain control.
"Tell me!"
"Joe," I finally answered vaguely.
"And who is Joe?"
"A man I met today."
"When?"
"After I left you and Maddy," I answered, keeping my answers as short and to the point as I could.
"Keep talking."
Having opened the door with my accidental image faux pas, I knew she wasn't going to let this go. "You wouldn't believe me if I told you," I repeated... in fact, I still couldn't believe I did it.
"Tell me what I won't believe."
I sighed again knowing there was no way she was going to let this go. In fact, if I didn't tell her over the phone, she would surely just come over to get it out of me.
"Just tell me," she repeated, "you know I will keep asking until you do."
After another sigh, I simply retold the story. "I was walking past a truck in the park's back lot when a young man began talking to me. As I walked to his vehicle I saw he was shirtless and all your Nude Day nonsense came back to me."
"Is he fit?"
"Oooooh yeah, he is fit," I answered, recalling his chiselled chest and my tone gave away just how impressed I was.
"Oh my, there is the Bunny I remember."
We had always been like sisters since our high school days... and as young brides we told each other everything about our new lives, including talking quite frankly about sex... so she knew I could be pretty kinky and wild... with my husband.
"I was a very bad bunny today," I admitted. It was actually feeling nice to have someone to talk to about what I had done. It made it more real. As did Eve's confirmation that it really was a great dick.
"How bad?"
"When I reached the truck window and looked inside, I discovered he was completely naked and jerking himself off slowly."
"No fucking way," Eve said with a note of incredulity, and I realized the story didn't seem believable and more like a very bad porn script.
"I'm deadly serious," I nodded, not that she could see me.
Apparently believing me, she said, "Please, please, please, tell me you reached in and stroked that big dick."
"It took a little sly convincing, but yeah I did."
"You hussy."
"I did more than just stroke it," I said, enjoying being the one telling the naughty story... having listened to Eve's wild stories for years.
"What else did you do?"
I told her about walking around the truck, getting inside, sucking his dick, showing him my tits and swallowing his load. Just retelling the perverse things I'd done had my pussy dampening.
"Oh, my fucking God," Eve said. "That is the hottest thing I have ever heard."
"I still can't believe I did it," I said, which was the truth.
"Welcome to the golden years, Bunny," Eve said with real excitement, as if I'd just joined the secret society of granny sluts. "They're fucking great... literally."
"Well, it did sure make me feel alive again," I admitted.
"I bet you wished you got that young dick in your pussy," Eve correctly said.
"Well, about that," I said, coyly.
"You, nasty bitch," Eve said. "Did you fuck him too?"
"Not yet," I continued my coy responses.
"But you plan too?"
"Can you keep a secret?"
"Not really," my gossip queen friend honestly answered.
I laughed. "I'm sure our entire friend group will know about this by tomorrow."
"Hey, I resent that, although it's true," she responded. "Now stop changing the subject. When are you getting that cobweb-covered pussy pounded by that big black dick?"
"He is coming over tonight after he is done work," I answered, her nasty words making my already tingling pussy burn with anticipation.
"What time is that?"
"After ten."
"That is way past your bedtime," Eve tauntingly, yet correctly pointed out.
"I know," I said. "Maybe I'd better take a nap," I joked."
"You know young studs can fuck for hours, right?" Eve said, a message she had mentioned many times retelling some of her wild nights with young men. She loved college boys.
"Not sure I can handle hours," I said. Then, trying to impress the group slut, "But I'll die trying."
"That is exactly how I want to go," Eve said, a joke she had made before... although none of us actually thought it was a joke.
Plus, in retrospect, it beat dying alone here in my now empty-feeling home or in a hospital bed.
"That was just an old saying," I pointed out.
"I want all the details," she stressed.
"I don't fuck big young dicks and tell," I wickedly said, trying to shock her as my old filthy tongue returned after years of remission.
"You brat," Eve scolded playfully.
"I hope I don't disappoint him," I said, shifting the conversation. There was a nagging doubt inside about not satisfying him.
"If you already blew him and he is coming over for more, you have already impressed him."
"He's like twenty or something, I'm triple his age," I pointed out... my insecurities bubbling over.
"Trust me," Eve assured, "young men love a woman with experience."
"I've only been with one man," I pointed out.
"True, but you were an insatiable slut for him; you have plenty of experience."
"I never saw myself as that."
"If all the things you told me over the years were true, you were on his cock every chance you got."
"I guess."
"No, 'I guess'," Eve stressed. "You were a nasty fucking cum dump for him and I envied you a husband who could keep up with a horny wench like you."
"Jesus, Eve," I gasped.
"Jesus, Eve," she mocked. "Remember, I saw how often you two snuck away at parties to fuck around in the bathroom... or in the garden shed... or behind a hedge just a few feet away... if the situation was right, you went straight into slut mode. Remember that time I had to wipe the cum from your chin before you walked back into the party at his boss's house? You may have been a faithful wife, but you're a natural-born slut."


"I guess," I said, processing her twisted logic.
"Just allow yourself to let go and give and receive pleasure."
"I do want that dick," I admitted, the beautiful big black dick engrained forever in my subconscious.
"There you go," Eve encouraged, "Be a little selfish, be a little slutty and get blacked."
"Get blacked?"
"Check out the website, Blacked," Eve said.
"I can already imagine what that is," I said, assuming it was a porn site.
"I'll text you my username and password."
"You have a subscription?" I asked, even though I shouldn't have been surprised.
"Trust me, you will love it," Eve said. "But I got to get going. You better take that black dick and I will want all the details."
"Yeah, yeah," I said.
"Get blacked," she repeated and hung up.
I shook my head at the words 'get blacked' and yet my pussy moistened at the idea of taking that juicy big black cock in my long-neglected pussy.
I did take a nap; I showered again; I looked at the clock and saw it was 9:45 when I was all freshened up.
So, even though it was Nude Day, I decided to get all dolled up... my husband loved me in lingerie and stockings. I went to my bedroom and pulled out my lingerie that I was surprised wasn't full of cobwebs since I hadn't worn it in years.
It was a red camisole that showcased my body rather perfectly and to my own glee I still fit in it.
It also had clasps for the matching red stockings... which I wasn't sure I still had. I searched my drawers and was happy to find I did still have them and better yet, they didn't have any runs in them.
Thank goodness, as they were sexy as fuck with a Cuban heel and a seam that went up the back. It gave me a sexy 1940s pin-up look.
Then I slid up a pair of red silk panties. Over the stockings and straps of course, so those could stay on even after he insisted I expose my pussy to him... or 'forced' me to, the way my sweet, dirty Jimmy had.
I admired myself in the mirror before putting on the matching, sheer robe that I left hanging open just as he texted: On my way.
Instantly, my pussy tingled and I felt both excitement and nervousness. It was one thing to have sucked his dick in the confines of his vehicle, but was I really going to allow this young stranger, this young pervert, into my home... the place I shared so many memories with my husband and family?
Yet I responded after just a brief hesitation: I can't wait.
In the end, Eve was right. I needed dick. I deserved dick. I deserved to be fucked. Pounded. Blacked.
Taking a last look in the full-length mirror, I thought about the heels that went with this outfit, but they were too high for me now... my knees not what they used to be. I didn't want to end up in the hospital because I broke my ankle before I was filled with black cock.
To make up for that missing element, and feeling extra naughty, I slid the red panties back off... an extra thrill for him and less interference for me getting that Herculean dick inside me. Luckily, the robe was long enough that I could sash it at my waist to hide that surprise until the right moment, while the upper part remained spread to the sides so he could see my full breasts almost spilling out of the cami's lacy cups.
I walked downstairs and waited. I felt like a schoolgirl. Giddy and excited.
The anticipation was killing me.
Finally, there was a knock on the door.
I walked to the door, took a deep breath and opened it.
I slowly released the breath, relieved and thrilled to see the look of pleasured surprise on his young face as he took me in, standing there so boldly exposed, like the madam of a brothel welcoming her next guest.
"May I come in?" he asked politely, after finally gathering his wits.
I nearly said, 'Yes, please come in me,' but managed to hold my growing slut back (Eve was apparently right about me) and simply said, "Please do," as I stepped aside for him to enter.
Once he was inside, I closed the door and stood in front of it, exposing myself again, and again making his eyes go wide... looking even younger than the twenty I'd guessed at earlier.
But the animal maturity returned to his face as his eyes traveled boldly up and down my naughtily attired frame. When he got to my feet and saw they were bare and then apparently took in the shoe rack to the side, he took off his own shoes. It struck me again, as it had in the parking lot, 'such a polite young man'. Well, except for showing his naked erection to little old ladies in the park and calling them sluts.
He raised his eyes to mine and said, "You look amazing."
I grinned inside as I thought about how his eyes had lingered hungrily on my big boobs and crawled extra slowly up and down my legs in their sexy stockings that he could see below the hem of the robe, including a very drooly look at my nylon-clad feet. I felt the grin pull wickedly at the corner of my mouth as I guessed how much he was going to like the surprise waiting for him behind the sheer robe covering my crotch. "You do too," I replied, sliding easily into full-on seductress mode... Hello, Mrs. Robinson.
He stepped over, pulled me into a warm embrace and kissed me. It was surprisingly intimate and I instantly kissed him back.
And... for a couple of minutes... we just kissed... well, and his hands moved to my ass and gave it firm squeezes over the top of my robe.
It was me who broke the intimate moment, as I took his hand, "Come to my bedroom, Joe."
"Lead the way, sexy," he smoothly said.
Once inside my bedroom, I turned to look at him and lifted his shirt up and off of him. I then moved my hands over his perfectly chiseled, smooth chest.
He smiled as he said, "Suck my nipples, Bunny."
"Mmmmmmmmm," I purred, as I leaned forward and sucked on his left nipple. I loved having my nipples sucked and worshipped... but oddly, it had literally never occurred to me to try it on a man.
"Yes, like that," he moaned, as it seemed my tongue and lips swirling around and sucking on his nipple were turning him on.
After thirty seconds or so, I switched to the other nipple and replicated the focused attention.
I began to lower myself down to pull out that big black dick I was craving when he stopped me. His hands cupped my breasts through the camisole. "My turn," he said, clearly meaning to take his turn at nipple sucking.
Then he figured out that getting to them would be easier if he pulled the cami's shoulder straps down, but to do that he would have to get rid of my robe. His hands moved to the sash, undid the simple knot, and pulled the robe open. That look of boyish wonder came over his face again when he discovered I had come to him without any panties. There was a catch in his voice as he said, "Bunny, you are beautiful."
Again, he looked so innocent and awestruck that my lust spiked, as did my self-doubt at trying to seduce someone so young.
"I am old," I replied. "I have a granddaughter your age."
"Don't do that," he said, kissing me once. "You are a beautiful woman."
"Thank you," I said sheepishly, feeling my cheeks go red at the compliment and the sincerity of his words.
"Say it," he said, even as he whisked the robe off of me. "Say you are beautiful."
The way he looked at me, the way he spoke to me, I felt beautiful. I felt alive. I did as he asked. "I am beautiful."
"Again," he repeated, as he tossed my robe to the floor, slipped the camisole's straps aside and kissed the tops of my shoulders while his hands roamed over my naked hips and ass.
"I am beautiful," I repeated.
"Again," he said, as his kisses moved to the tops of my breasts and cleavage and his hands went lower and down my legs, stroking the bare skin of my upper thighs.
"I am beautiful," I said again, this time with strong conviction.
"I have been thinking about you all day," he said, as his hands finally reached my stockings and he caressed my silky sheer legs.
"I haven't stopped thinking about you either," I admitted, my body trembling at his touch.
He slithered his hands back up my legs, and then suddenly lifted me up like I was a feather and carried me to my bed... just like my husband had decades ago in a hotel room in New York on our wedding night... oddly, today also felt like my first time in a way.
He placed me on the bed and then moved between my legs, his pants still on. "Hey, this is unfair," I protested.
"What is unfair?" he asked.
"I'm in this sexy lingerie and you are still in your pants," I pointed out.
"Fair enough," he smiled, as he got off the bed and slowly unbuckled his belt. The entire time his eyes never left me... although my eyes left his to watch him undress. God, I needed to see that dick again. I needed it so bad. His slow undressing was driving me wild.
He undid the belt, his button and slowly his jeans. I watched like it was the climax of a movie... completely captivated.
He took off his socks while getting out of his jeans and soon was just in boxers. The outline of his cock was very visible, and my mouth watered as I waited for him to release it from its fabric prison.
Without a word, he slowly pulled his boxers down and his big, hard cock sprang out. Fuck, it was so perfect.
I said, "Bring that cock over to me."
"This dick?" he asked, as he stroked it.
"Yes, that big fucking dick," I stressed, spreading my legs wide to give him easy, unfettered access to my wanton pussy.
"Shit, you are one hot bitch," he said, as he sauntered back up onto the bed and moved between my legs.
"I'm your bitch tonight," I said, looking at him with an eager lust.
"Fuck," he said, as he moved his hands over my nylon-clad legs. "By the way, this outfit is really hot."
"I wore it for you," I said, which I guess was pretty fucking obvious.
"I love women in stockings," he said, as his hands continued to roam all over my legs.
I almost said, 'So did my husband,' but managed to change it to, "I have always worn stockings."
"Well, I expect them on any time I come over," he said, and my eyes went wide at the idea that this could possibly be more than a one-night fling. Then he surprised me further by not shoving his cock into my clearly ready pussy, but dropping down to his belly between my legs and moving his face to my box instead.
I replied, letting out my full submissive persona, wanting him to know I was a rather willing slut, "I will wear and do anything you tell me to."
"I like that," he said, as he lowered his face to my pussy and, without a word, parted my swelling lips and began licking.
"Oh yes," I moaned, an immediate fire fueling inside me the instant his tongue made contact.
After just a few seconds of teasing the folds of my pussy lips and probing my wet hole I was already getting revved up. He groaned, "Shit, Bunny, your pussy is delicious."
"Thank you," I moaned, every woman liking hearing that. My husband always assured me I had a sweet taste and sexy smell, but hearing it from a second person was a nice confirmation.
"So fucking good," he added, then for a few minutes there was no talking, just me closing my eyes and letting out soft moans and hearing and feeling his tongue working me over.
As my orgasm was rising, I begged, "Don't stop, oh yes, right there."
"Come for me, Bunny, come like the sexy slut you are," he encouraged, just as he slid a couple of fingers inside my very well lubricated pussy.
His tender, soft tone and using both my name and calling me a sexy slut added fuel to the fire inside of me. "Yes, I want to be your slut, baby," I moaned, feverishly close to coming.
"So, you have a granddaughter my age?" he asked, catching me by surprise with this seeming non sequitur, even as he continued fingering my wet love hole.
"What? Well, yes, I think so. She's eighteen, so a couple of years younger, I suppose."
He gave a little chuckle. "A couple of months, maybe, but not a couple of years."
"You're only eighteen?" Oh, God, I really was robbing the cradle. What was wrong with me?
He must have heard the odd note in my voice because suddenly he was rising up over me, bringing his lips to mine even as his fingers drove deeper inside my pussy.
"I can't believe how lucky a teenager I am," he said directly into my mouth. "This incredibly beautiful, classy woman wants to be my slut." He kissed his way back down my body until he was again kissing my labia while massaging the inside of my love canal with his fingers. "Doesn't she?" he asked my sex.
"Yes, I want to be your slut," I declared with a wild desperate moan.
"And does your granddaughter know what a slut her lovely granny is? How she trolls the park for black cocks to suck and how she brings young men home to be her fuck toys?"
His words were so embarrassing, but even more exciting. As my granddaughter Loraine had blossomed into her full womanly beauty, I had consistently warned her to protect her virtue, and now here I was with a boy who could be a classmate of hers, whose own grandmother could have been a classmate of mine. Was I a hypocrite? Now that Loraine was eighteen, who was I to hold her back from exploring her nature and experiencing this kind of pleasure from surrendering herself to passion?
Surrendering herself to it the way I was now. "No, she doesn't know. She doesn't know what a slut her Nana is," I whined as I thrust my hips up to drive his fingers deeper inside me and press his thick, luscious lips more tightly against my pussy.
"But I know," he growled. "So come for me, Bunny, come like my granny slut," he ordered, as his lips wrapped around my clit, something he had purposely seemed to ignore the entire time he was going down on me, and then tugged it inside his mouth which made me go apocalyptic and come immediately.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuck!" was all I could muster as I screamed loudly, lifted my ass up in the air and placed my hand on his head and erupted my excessively squirting orgasm all over his face.
He lapped up my juices the best he could before I let go of his head and collapsed back onto the bed, my entire body quaking with the glorious after shocks of utter euphoria. "Such delicious cum, granny slut," he said, as he continued gently licking my pussy.
"And now I want some of that teen cum," I said, as I rolled onto my side.
"You like that I'm eighteen?" he asked.
"I love that an eighteen-year-old stud wants to fuck an elderly woman like me," I said, as I turned around and got onto my knees.
"Elderly, my ass," he chuckled as he also got onto his knees facing me... his mouth shiny and his young cock sticking out like a flagpole from eating my old, but obviously still juicy pussy. "I can't remember ever coming so hard as you made me in my truck. There is nothing like a seasoned woman," he complimented.
I reached for his dick and began to stroke it. "Well, I have sucked a cock hundreds, heck, thousands of times. Of course, it was ever only one cock before today."
"So, you really meant what you said earlier, that you've only ever been with... your husband?" His voice softened, showing his concern, which I appreciated... but I didn't want our dirty mood broken.
"Yes, I was a virgin when I got married," I revealed as I rolled my fingers over his cockhead and felt his sticky pre-cum. "But I got over it," I leered before lewdly licking and sucking on my fingers.
"So, I will be only the second man ever in this perfect pussy?" he asked, his hand reaching down to rub my clit while I slowly played with his dick.
"Yes," I admitted, and added, "and the first in many years."
"Well, let's make up for lost time," he said. "Do you have a favourite position?"
"On my back with my legs high in the air and this big cock plunging inside," I said, continuing to stroke his beautiful black member.
"Well, let's start there then," he smiled, before he kissed me. When he broke the kiss, he gently and playfully pushed me onto my back and said, "I have not been able to stop thinking about you since you left me."
"I can't believe that," I said, this still so hard to believe. This good-looking man could find a plethora of women who would line up to suck his dick and take it in their pussies... all of them younger than me.
"Stop that," he said, as he moved back between my legs and positioned his pistol at my soaking wet pussy. "You are beautiful. You are vivacious. You are who I want to be with."
"Really?" I asked, still bewildered by his interest and the strange underlying hints that this could be more than a come and go. I assumed he would come over, fuck me, leave and I would never see him again... yet now, this seemed more complex.
"Yes, Bunny, you are beautiful and I really like you," he said, as he slid his dick in my pussy.
"Ooooooooh," I moaned loudly and then played dirty as I responded, "that's because I blew you in your truck."
"Well, that doesn't hurt," he smiled. "But I hope you don't think I regularly hang out in parking lots flashing women. That was the first time I've ever done something like that."
"Really?" I responded, as his entire dick filled me up... reaching depths inside me never ever reached before.
"Yeah, it was a dare," he said in a choked voice as he held himself still, apparently wanting to enjoy this first deep plunge as much as I wanted to.
"A dare?" I asked breathlessly.
"It started with just celebrating Nude Day, then kind of got out of hand," he shrugged, and then pulled out... oh, so wonderfully slowly. "Trust me, I don't usually masturbate naked in my truck," he said, before gliding back into me. "However, I don't back down from a dare."
"Well, I dare to say it paid off," I playfully replied, his dick deep in me as he looked down.
He grabbed my ankles and moved them together and began slowly fucking me as he replied with just one confusing word, "Fate."
Now, it wasn't confusing in regards to what the word means, obviously, but how he meant it in this situation was confusing me.
He continued, "It could have been anyone who walked on past, anyone who chose to reach over and stroke me and anyone to get in the truck... but it was you."
It was surreally romantic, despite the fact my legs were high up in the air and his dick was pumping in and out of me. Yet, I could feel my heart speed up and my body warm at his words. Yes, I knew there was no way this could be a real relationship... no way he could be my boyfriend... yet, somehow this felt way more than a cum dump and go.
"Serendipity," I replied, a word I had always liked.
"Even better word than fate," he smiled, the definition of serendipity a fortunate discovery by chance or finding something special when not looking for it. No better word fits this surreal surprise circumstance.
"Serendipity," I repeated softly as his eyes bore into mine. If I were forty (or more) years younger I could imagine hoping to hear, 'I love you', right now. But I was 62 and had felt real love and what I wanted to feel right now was something very different. So, it was me who broke the tender moment when I instructed, "Now fuck this granny's cunt with your big black cock."
He smiled widely. "You really are a perfect granny slut."
"Then fuck me like one," I said bluntly. "Fuck me like you do any of your young fuck toy cum dumps."
"Jesus," he laughed at my wicked nasty words, but obliged as he began speeding up his deep strokes.
"Slam that big dick up my cunt, baby, hammer my hole, fuck your granny slut," I listed off as the pleasure of being fucked for the first time in years consumed me and a second orgasm was already rising.
"Fuck, I love this nasty side of you," he said.
"I get pretty nasty when horny or told what to do," I said, again hinting rather aggressively at my need to be dominated and used.
"Well, sexy, I'm going to keep you pretty horny," he assured, as his body rested on my legs as he pounded my pussy.


"Harder, faster, deeper," I rambled, as each thrust seemed to spark a more intense fuel to the fire than the previous one.
"Tell me what you want," he ordered, his body colliding into mine with each thrust.
"To be your slut, your fuck toy, your cum dump," I listed off, my own nasty words continuing to enhance the fire inside.
"So, fucking hot," he said, his eyes always focused on mine... it was as if he was seeing past my outer appearance and into my sexual soul... as weird as that sounds.
I added, really wanting him to know how big a slut I would be for him, the idea of that big cock splitting my asshole in two popping into my head, "I'll do all the things your teenage bitches won't do."
"Shit," he groaned, as it was obvious that his orgasm was getting close.
"Dump that load in my granny cunt," I demanded with a lustful urgency. While I would never use that word in regular conversation, I loved using it in the heat of the moment.
"You want my load, granny?" he asked, as he furiously pistoned his cock in my needy twat.
"Yes, fill my granny cunt with your big load and breed your cum hungry slut," I replied, my own orgasm imminent.
"Come with me," he said, as his assault on my pussy continued at a fever pitch.
"I'm so close," I replied.
"I'm going to nut soon," he warned.
"Give it to me, give me all that cum," I begged, "fill my granny box right up."
"Oooh fuck, here it comes," he grunted and I felt a massive explosion of his seed deeper inside me than I'd ever felt.
The instant his cock twitched and came inside me, it triggered my second orgasm in just a few amazing minutes as I screamed, "Yeeeeees!"
"Oh yeah," he said, as he continued pumping every last drop in my pussy although at a slower pace.
"So good," I said, as I lay there quaking uncontrollably as we both came together.
Then for another minute there was silence as we both enjoyed the purity of two bodies pleasing each other.
Finally, he pulled out, lowered my legs, and leaned down and kissed me.
Then for a couple more minutes, we didn't do anything other than tender intimate kissing.
When he broke the kiss, even as I felt cum leaking out of my well-fucked pussy, I asked, "So, I hear from my sexually ambitious friend that young men can go multiple rounds, is that true?"
"Oh yeeeeeah," he said, with a sly smile. "We are just getting started."
"Good, because I want a load on my face," I said. "I used to love facials."
"Well, then we have to go for some time as I also want to drop a load all over these sexy red nylons."
"You know I'm usually in bed by now," I smiled, as I moved my foot to his still hard dick.
"Well, you are in bed," he pointed out.
"Fair enough," I smiled.
An hour later, after sucking his cock until he unloaded on my face, a pee break for both of us, another orgasm from his masterful tongue, and another one from a lengthy marathon fucking in a few different positions, I was near one last orgasm, on all fours, cum still on my face, getting hard back shots from him as I begged, "Yes, fuck me, hammer my hole, pound my pussy."
"Shit, I'm going to come pretty soon," he said.
"Not before I come," I stressed, so fucking close.
He squeezed my wide hips and slammed into me as hard as humanly possible and moved a finger to my rosebud.
"Yes, finger fuck my asshole," I said, having already told him that with some alcohol courage I would be more than willing to take his dick up my ass... which we agreed would wait for another time.
His finger slid inside my forgotten back door pleasure hole and in just a few more strokes as I was somewhat double penetrated, a fantasy I had never had fulfilled, I screamed, "Yes, you granny fucker, your slut is comiiiiiiiiing!"
He stroked me through the height of my climax and then pulled out, pressed my feet together, and in seconds I felt the soles of my feet get plastered by large, warm gobs of cum.
"Yes, cum on your slut's stocking-clad feet," I encouraged, even as my body continued to tremble with the afterglow of multiple intense orgasms.
Just as I melted into the mattress, savouring that delicious feeling from my marriage of having successfully satisfied my man, my phone rang on the nightstand... it was Eve's ringtone. For some impish reason I reached out for the phone and her screen image, a photo of her flushed face she had sent me after having a threesome with two guys, pushed me even further into wicked thoughts.
I swiped to ignore the call and then handed the phone back over my shoulder to Joe. "Baby, will you please take a picture of your cum all over my stockinged feet? And make sure your big, beautiful cock is front and center."
My teen lover chuckled as he took the phone, while I pressed the edges of my feet together and raised them up. I felt him shifting around a bit, then felt the heavy weight of his still semi-hard dick resting directly on my feet. The phone's camera clicked.
"Something to remember me by?" he asked cheerfully as he handed the phone back.
"That too," I said. "But right now, if you don't mind, I'd like to send it to a friend of mine."
"Really?" His surprise was clear and genuine.
"Another granny slut," I said.
"Please do, I'm eager to hear her opinion."
I typed up a text: Can't talk now, still busy. Details tomorrow.
I sent it off with the very hot picture of a thick black dick lying in a pool of white cum on red-stockinged feet, then turned the phone off as I knew Eve wouldn't be able to resist calling back.
Joe noticed me shutting the phone down and asked, "Don't you want to know what she thinks?"
"I can already guess," I replied, "it can wait until morning." I paused a moment, uncertain of what I wanted to say next, then pressed ahead. "Would you like to read it with me then?"
I felt Joe's long, lean body stretch out alongside mine and when I turned my head that direction, his handsome face was there, smiling. "I'd love to." He stroked the hair away from my face, kissed me gently, then lay his head on the other pillow. "Good night, Granny."
THE END
.....
....
...
..
.
AUTHOR'S NOTE:
A Glance Behind the Curtain
...Including two alternate endings...
A question I'm often asked is, "Where do you get your ideas?" Well, this time the idea came from the readers who responded so well to a little Nude Day story about a widow who rediscovers her sexuality. So, not so hard to start this one.
But a truth about writing is that it can be just as tough to figure out how to end a story once you're into it and enjoying a character's escapades. That's what happened with Granny 2, which took some time to write as I played with so many different ways it could go. When I got to a good breaking point, I wrapped it up with a quick ending with a kinky twist and sent it off to Small_Island for editing. I also included a note asking him to particularly look at the ending, as I had my doubts.
Another truth about writing is that when you ask someone to edit, beta-read, illustrate or otherwise help with a project, you need to listen to them. Even when they say they don't like what you've written... which is what my editor said about my original ending. He pointed out I'd dropped in a standard Silkstockingslover trope where it didn't fit (can I help it if I'm a sucker for lesbian incest?).
He was correct and I rewrote the ending.
He said that one didn't seem so much an ending as a weak trick to give my readers the responsibility for what happened next.
Right again (sigh).
That said, the final ending, largely written by my editor, is much better and more authentic.
Alternate Ending 1 (a terrible idea that didn't make any sense for this story)... after he comes on her feet:
I likely would have asked him to slide that dick right back up my pussy and maybe even try anal without alcohol if the lengthy raw fuck session wasn't interrupted in the most ice-cold-shower way when I heard my daughter say in a stunned tone, "Mother!"
That was followed by my 18-year-old niece in an equally bewildered tone, "Nana?"
I looked up, cum still on my face, still trembling from the orgasm, on all fours, Joe stroking his cock to finish coming on my feet and said, trying to act casual and not ashamed for being caught in such a compromising situation, "Mom, Loraine, this is Joe; Joe this is my daughter and grandchild."
Loraine gave me one last heart-stopping surprise when she said, "Hi, Joe."
THE END
...
...
...
Alternate Ending 2, also after he comes on her feet:
Once he was spent, he collapsed on the bed beside me. He pulled me close and kissed me before pulling me into his arms and saying, "That was great."
"That was life-changing," I said, which is exactly how I felt... alive for the first time in years.
"Do you have any fantasies you would like to fulfill?" he asked. "I can make almost any of them a reality."
I didn't respond right away. Instead, I reflected on some of my dark twisted fantasies:
-being double-penetrated
-getting gangbanged
-having a lesbian encounter
-being the center of a bukkake
-going to a gloryhole
-doing a cum walk
I couldn't tell him that... could I?
THE END
......
If you liked this peek into my writing process, please mention it in a comment and perhaps I'll do it more often.


        Sapphic Surroundings

        A freeuse lesbian community draws in a straight widow.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sapphic-surroundings

Title: Sapphic Surroundings

Author: silkstockingslover

Category: Lesbian Sex

Description: A freeuse lesbian community draws in a straight widow.

Tags: orgy, milf, interracial, freeuse, group, lesbian, stockings, pantyhose, strap-on, seduction




Summary: A freeuse lesbian community draws in a straight widow.
Thanks to OhDave1 and Shuj for editing this marathon story.
Note: This is an April Fool's Day Contest Story although it is more for the twists and turns than an actually joke.
"It's time to sell this place and move into Harmony Springs," Janelle said, as they sipped on drinks on a glorious summer day on her youngest sister's deck.
"Yes, a room just opened up and we convinced Madame Davis to hold it a couple of days for you," Janelle's twin sister, Sarah, added, the two women coming to their sister's house with a planned marketing pitch.
"I don't know," Hannah said, looking out at her backyard. This hour, two of her sisters were trying to sell her on moving into a secluded women's only housing resort that was literally on the ocean. The location was amazing and she did find it the perfect setting when she visited her sisters... but this was her home... even if the kids had moved out and her husband had passed away just over a year ago. This home was all she had left of the decades of memories of being a wife and a mother.
"These apartments don't open up much," Janelle reminded her younger sister, for likely the third time today. "It really could be now or never."
"Yeah, Amber is only leaving because she is moving to Saudi Arabia," Sarah pointed out, not adding the fact that Amber was moving with her trillionaire Mistress and to be one of a dozen white lesbian playthings at her disposal.
"Is that a safe place for a woman to go?" Hannah asked.
"I'm sure she will be fine," Janelle said, slightly envious of her friend becoming a pet to one of the richest women in the world. Amber would be treated like gold, well, except when being sexually used by her Mistress and her family and friends. That said, Janelle didn't like the idea of having only one Mistress the rest of her life... even at sixty-two she had years left of sexual exploration.
"So, we are taking that as a yes," Sarah, the most outgoing of the three siblings, said.
"I don't know," Hannah said, with very mixed feelings. She was very lonely. She needed a change. She also loved spending time with her sisters, but this was her home.
"You can't live in the past," Sarah reminded her, a constant selling point reasoning the past couple of hours.
"Yes, especially when the present and future are so amazing," Janelle added.
"Amazing?" Hannah questioned.
"Yes, living at Harmony Springs has rejuvenated me," Janelle said, that being the understatement of all time. She had discovered her true sexuality and it had awakened a fire for life she had lost in her late fourties before a decade of her pussy being the Sahara Desert.
"And it will you too, Hannah," Sarah said, knowing it was really now or never. It was rare that an opening came up. Plus, she was serious; her sister needed this change.
"I'll miss my backyard," Hannah said, where she spent a lot of her time, even more when she retired two years ago from teaching because she had received a very large amount from her husband's insurance policy. She had enjoyed teaching, but didn't miss the grading, parents or lowering of expectations. It was almost as if breathing was a guaranteed pass.
"We live on the ocean," Janelle said.
"And we have a great garden I'm sure you could be a part of maintaining," Sarah added, knowing Hannah had a green thumb.
"That is tempting," Hannah said, seriously considering this. She had been to Harmony Springs twice to visit and it was an amazing living locale. She had always loved the ocean; it was one of the main reasons she moved from Wisconsin to California to go to college... and had never left. So, living on the actual ocean was a major positive. Harmony Springs also had a large, amazing garden. The idea of being able to help maintain it was also very appealing.
"You need to be closer to us," Sarah stressed. All three girls had been very close when they were young and had reconnected a decade ago when Hannah convinced them to move to California. While they had all lived in the same community a few years ago, the twins had moved to Harmony Springs just over two years ago. The only regret they had was that it had them almost two hours' drive away from their baby sister and that didn't include traffic.
"I do miss you guys," Hannah said, having loved when they lived just fifteen minutes away. With her daughter at Harvard and her son in London at a chef school, she only got to see her kids on Zoom. And while she was happy technology had advanced so she could see their faces, it didn't replace real face-to-face contact. And, no matter how she spun the fact she liked her independence and loved her home, the underlying truth was she was terribly lonely... in fact, so lonely she would likely be diagnosed as depressed. She had been considering returning to the classroom as well, but the growing number of student issues compounded by incompetent parents had kept her away.
"Then say yes," Sarah said.
"Please, Hannah, you will love it," Janelle added.
Sarah could sense Hannah was close to agreeing and said, "It's time, Hannah."
Hannah looked out at her yard, sipped on her wine, let out the softest of sighs and nodded, "Okay."
"Really?" Janelle asked excitedly.
"You'd better get me in there, help me move and sell the house," Hannah said, each of those tasks all alone a little daunting.
"Of course," Sarah said excitedly. "We know an amazing realtor and Harmony Springs has a deal with a moving company that is amazing."
"You guys had this all planned out, didn't you?" Hannah asked as she finished her glass of wine.
"What makes you say that?" Janelle said, as she finished texting Gabrielle, a black woman who didn't live at Harmony Springs, but who was great friends with Madame Davis and a very sexy Mistress who perversely had a thing for always wearing white pantyhose or stockings. The contrast with her beautiful black skin was sexy as fuck. She had a delicious pussy and a tongue that was wide, long and could make any woman come in a couple of minutes.
"I'm guessing that was you texting the moving people," Hannah accused.
"Wrong!" Janelle said. "I was texting the realtor."
"So wrong," Hannah said with a laugh.
"You are making the right decision," Sarah said.
"I know," Hannah nodded. "Its just this is all I know."
"Well, it's time for you to learn new shit," Sarah said, only partially joking, knowing that her sweet and innocent sister was going to be stunned to the core when she learned all the forbidden truths of Harmony Springs.
"Yeah, the opportunities are endless," Janelle added, as were the orgasms and sapphic orgies. Janelle couldn't even remember the last time she went a day without an orgasm or gave another woman an orgasm.
"I'm moving into a woman's community," Hannah said. "I'm not going to college."
Sarah laughed, thinking life at Harmony Springs was way wilder than her crazy college days, "Oh, I wouldn't be so sure of that."
"Yes, I've learned a ton since moving there," Janelle added. She didn't get into the details like how to pleasure a woman, how to wear a strap-on, how to take it in the ass, how to trib and that she was a natural submissive... especially to women of colour and her sister.
"You seem to learn something new every day," Sarah added, an innuendo her younger sister wouldn't understand, but her twin would. Just yesterday, Janelle was double penetrated, not for the first time, but for the first time by just her sister. Sarah's most recent purchase was a two-dick strap-on toy that could fuck a pussy and an asshole at the same time. It took a little bit of work to get into a smooth rhythm, but once she did, her twin came twice from the double dicking.
Janelle knew exactly what her sister was implying and smiled, "Yes, every day is a new adventure."
"You make Harmony Springs sound like heaven on earth," Hannah said, a little worried it wouldn't live up to the hype.
"It is, it really is," Janelle said, thinking of the first time she dined on the delicious chocolate pie she had now become addicted to.
Sarah added, "Its time to start a new adventure." She wondered if her younger sister wouldn't fall into the sexual submissions of the many black Mistresses, as well as a few white and other races, as easily as she and Janelle had. Hannah was much more conservative and shy compared to her and Janelle. Also, in reality, she was a little worried about how her baby sister would react to the incestuous relationship between them.
"I'm not sure adventure is the right word," Hannah said, as she stood up, "but it is time to move on."
"Exactly!" Sarah agreed, and a moment later all three were embraced in a sisterly hug.
An hour later, Gabrielle, the realtor, was at the house and doing an assessment as Hannah realized how real this decision was. An hour ago, she had agreed, but saying it and it suddenly being in the works were two different things. She was having mixed feelings. On the one hand, she was having seller's remorse and she hadn't even officially put it on the market. On the other hand, she knew it was the right thing to do; it was time to move on. It was time to let the past go. It was time to start her life again.
Hannah struggled showing Gabrielle the house, so Janelle did it for her. Sarah and Hannah stayed outside with another glass of wine.
As such, Hannah was unaware that her daughter's bed was being used for the first time as Janelle was between the stocking-clad legs and having an appetizer before dinner.
"You hungry slut," Gabrielle moaned, loving watching many white women crawl between her legs and pleasure her, "eating my pussy in your straight sister's home."
"I'll eat your pussy anywhere," Janelle said, a truth she had long accepted, absolutely addicted to all pussy, but there was something extra special in the taboo reality of white submitting to black and the subtly different taste of a black woman. She added, without stopping licking, so the words were a little muffled, "Plus, she won't be straight for long."
"Mmmmmmm, you are literally throwing your sister into the den of submissive sin," Gabrielle moaned, this actually a pretty hot concept. She had seduced a grandmother, mother and daughter on a couple of occasions; there was something really hot about incest... especially when every member was in the middle of the thrill of lesbian submission. This could be oral, this could be fucking, or this could be when she went and ate each of the three white woman's peaches and made each come. As such, the idea of fucking the twins and her slimmer sister one after the other, sitting on each pretty white bitch's face and devouring each pink pussy was very appealing. These thoughts had her pussy burning pretty quickly.
"I'm doing her a favour," Janelle said and she believed her words heart and soul. She had never been happier, never understood her purpose in life, never accepted who she really was until she moved to Harmony Springs and became a submissive lesbian... to black Mistresses, white dommes and her sister... who, unlike herself, could switch from submissive to dominant with natural ease. Janelle though was ninety percent submissive, although she did enjoy seducing a straight woman and imagined Hannah being her pet.
"Yes, the favour is feminine flavor," Gabrielle moaned, always having a thing for alliteration.
"Mmmmmmm, your flavour is heaven," Janelle complimented, never able to say no to Gabrielle's or, for that matter, any pussy regardless of race. While she loved black women's pussy, she adored all pussy. White, Latina, Asian, Muslim, it didn't matter. Pussy was the universal taste of feminine perfection.
"And don't you forget it, girl," Gabrielle said, as she moved her hand to the back of the chubby white girl's head which signaled without a word to shift from leisurely licking to hungry pussy pleasing.
Janelle began to attack the pussy with her eager experienced technique that usually had any woman go from simmering to boiling over in just a couple of minutes... often less.
"Oh yes, eat my pussy while your still straight sister is oblivious of her inevitable future," Gabrielle moaned, the fact that they were doing it in the house adding to the wicked encounter.
"Mmmmmmm," Janelle responded, not wasting any words that would slow her down from the task at tongue. Yet, she wanted Gabrielle to know she liked the idea. What still confused her, even after two years of daily dining on multiple feminine homemade delicacies, was how serving others, making others moan, making others come, made her own loins burn in a way nothing man could. It wasn't that she didn't enjoy men, and many had sexually pleased her over the decades, but nothing came close to sexually stimulating her like the thrill of eating pussy. And while she enjoyed the occasionally real dick hard cock in her mouth and pussy, revelled in having her own pussy being orally pleasured, enjoyed the raw rough feeling of getting her pussy pounded by a big strap-on, submitted with ioy getting her big back end plundered and every other kinky thing she had experienced the past two years, nothing made her happier or revved up her white pussy than licking a pussy and making another woman come.
"Yeah, soon it will be your baby sister munching on this sweet chocolate treat," Gabrielle added, knowing the surreal reality that most siblings, or any family member really got extremely turned on by the idea of crossing the taboo line of forbidden fruit. Sometimes it was the wrongness of the idea, sometimes it was the kindness of the thought and sometimes it was just the raw lust of people who loved each other, had the same DNA and had an unconditional trust for them.
"Mmmmmmmm," Janelle moaned again, knowing Gabrielle was about to nut all over her face... nut being a term she had never heard of before spending a fair amount of time submitting to black women in every possible way. She hated to admit it, but she was dying to see her baby sister submit like she had, to see her in utter rapture as she enjoyed the multiple orgasms of massive lesbian orgies and when she crossed the invisible line to family familiarity and submitted to Sarah. That inevitable reality had been decided and Sarah had made it completely clear that it would be her who first got to play with the family pet... what Sarah called Hannah when it was just the two of them having sex and role playing... a kinky act they often did.
"Oh yes, you naughty girl, I'm about to nut on your pretty granny face," Gabrielle moaned, lifting her ass up to press her pet's face hard against her about-to-erupt snatch.
Janelle enjoyed the rough treatment, loving having her face used for another woman's pleasure, as she kept her tongue extended, knowing the cum would be gushing out soon.
"Oh fuck, yes," Gabrielle moaned, as her orgasm erupted after just thirty seconds of grinding on the white woman.
Janelle attacked the clit and, as expected, the sweet juices erupted onto her face, lips, tongue and chin. While she had always been religious, this was where she most regularly worshipped. She ignored the reminder she was a grandmother now after being called granny. Her daughter had given birth just six months ago to a beautiful baby girl named Jenny. In case you are wondering, Janelle and Sarah had not yet corrupted any of their children. All girls. Janelle had a thirty-one-year-old single bisexual daughter named Heather who was a doctor in Boston, and a twenty-five-year-old married daughter named Kamryn who was still on maternity leave from being a grade three teacher in a small town back in their hometown in Wisconsin.
Meanwhile, Sarah had two girls too. Her eldest was 43 as she had her first child out of wedlock when she was still in high school. Her eldest was Emma and was a motivational speaker who traveled the world. Her youngest was twenty-five, born two weeks after Kamryn. Ella was a Broadway actress and had just gotten her big break playing the lead in a revival of West End Story.
Once Gabrielle let go of Janelle's head, she looked down at the pussy juice-glazed face and ordered, "Now keep my sweet juices on your face until you get home."
"You bad girl," Janelle purred, giving one last lick at the delicious pink pussy so perfectly framed by Gabrielle's beautiful black skin.
"Says the pussy munching slut who just ate pussy in her niece's bedroom while her sisters were outside," Gabrielle smiled.
"You know I can never say no to you," Janelle said.
"Or any pussy," Gabrielle smiled as she lifted one leg over the chubby talented white pussy muncher and rolled off of the bed.
"Fair," Janelle laughed slightly at the truth. She got off the bed too and stretched a little.
"Make sure you give your baby sister a goodbye kiss when you leave so she can get a sniff of my pussy," Gabriel said.
"Okay," Janelle said, thinking that was a kinky idea, and the first of many planted seeds. Yet, she was also a little nervous to actually be the one doing it. She loved Hannah; she wanted Hannah to join them in their many sexual escapades, but she was also worried about the risk of how her little sister would react.
"Get going, bitch," Gabrielle said as she fixed her skirt.
"Okay," Janelle repeated, admiring this beautiful black woman. They headed outside and Janelle sat across from her oblivious sister as Gabrielle said, "Hannah, I think I can get top dollar for your home."
"Really?" Hannah asked.
"Yes, it is a buyer's market, the house is in great shape, the backyard is immaculate and you are in a great location," Gabrielle answered, as she imagined sitting on that sweet white woman's face.
"Well, thank you for coming so quickly," Hannah said.
"I didn't come thaaaaat quickly," the black woman said, knowing the sweet innocent woman would not catch on to the sexual innuendo that the twin sisters would.
Janelle felt her cheeks burn at the shocking words, as Sarah added, "I'm sure Hannah will be very grateful."
"Of course," Hannah nodded. "If there is anything you need from me, please let me know."
"I will remember that," Gabrielle smiled warmly, giving Sarah a knowing look.
Hannah noticed the odd look from the relator.
"Well, I have all the photos I need. I will soon e-mail you some paperwork to sign and then get the ball rolling," Gabrielle said as she walked over to Hannah, bent down and kissed her on both cheeks.
Hannah was a little bewildered by the soft lips pressing on her cheeks, but then watched her do the same thing to both sisters. She also noticed when she bent over to kiss Janelle that the skirt rode up enough to reveal she was wearing stockings and not pantyhose. While Hannah had quite a few pairs of stockings, she couldn't imagine wearing them to show a house or in this heat. It must have been a hundred degrees today. In fact, since her husband passed, she hadn't worn nylons almost ever and never the many stockings she owned... those were for her husband who had had a nylon fetish. In her younger days she had worn thigh high stockings or a garter-belt and stockings on many occasions getting fucked in a variety of slightly risqué locations like a theatre, a couple of bathrooms and in some trees at an outdoor wedding... alas, those were many, many years ago... the couple's wild side mellowing as they had kids and got older.
"It was a pleasure to meet you, Hannah," Gabrielle said, as she got ready to leave having purposely stayed bent over just a little longer than was normal.
"The pleasure was all mine," Hannah said, being polite.
"Oooooh, it will be," Gabrielle said before walking out... the most blunt foreshadowing she could possibly give.
Hannah wasn't sure what to say to that. It was such an odd reply.
Once it was just the three of them, Sarah made a toast and they had another drink. Hannah was slightly confused at what seemed like wetness on Janelle's face, but eventually assumed it was just sweat from this heat.


The girls stayed overnight and risked revealing their incestuous relationship to their sister when they had a lengthy 69 once they were sure Hannah was asleep. Sarah was dying to eventually have her baby sister as her pet. Janelle was also excited about seeing her sister join their wild lesbian play, but had also been dying to eat some more pussy... if she didn't dine on two or three pussies a day... at a minimum... she wasn't sexually satisfied.
After both had come, Sarah kissed her sister, always enjoying the taste of her own pussy juice, and said, "Soon our baby sister will be one of us."
"Mmmmmm," Janelle smiled, looking forward to family threesomes and massive lesbian orgies.
.....
Six weeks later...
The house sold quickly. The sisters came and helped Hannah pack up her things and hold a garage sale. They sent a bunch of items to storage, and the movers did all the hard work of carrying everything out of the house and then bringing everything into her new home.
Hannah was excited to start the next stage of her life. She was unpacking boxes when Madame Davis knocked on the door.
Madame Davis was the headmistress of Harmony Springs. There was a clear hierarchy at the women's only community. She was on the top. Her decisions were always final. She had final say on Hannah moving in and looked forward to adding a new white pet... although she was a very patient woman who knew that each woman could be seduced and turned into a submissive, especially a white woman whose nature was to obey (even if they didn't know it). She wouldn't push Hannah. She wouldn't make her do anything she didn't want to. "Welcome to Harmony Springs, Hannah," she greeted.
Hannah smiled as she admired this well-dressed black woman in braids that made her look younger than her age, which she assumed was mid-fifties. She was a big-boned woman with very large breasts that no outfit could hide. She had always been self-conscious of her breasts as they were quite a bit smaller than her two voluptuous sisters... even though hers were quite ample as well. She greeted warmly, "Hello, Madame Davis." She had met her a couple of times and found her very warm and friendly. Her sisters had stressed to always, always, always, address her as Madame Davis. She didn't really understand why, but she just did what her sisters suggested.
"How was the move?"
"Surprisingly smooth," Hannah said. Her last move over twenty-five years ago was a nightmare.
"We try to make every member's move here as easy as possible," Madame Davis said, as she slid one of her feet out of her five-inch heels.
Hannah looked down and wondered to herself why wear such high heels... she had never been a high heel wearer. She found them impractical, uncomfortable and, truthfully, she was somewhat uncoordinated. "Everyone here has been so helpful. I really appreciate it."
"Well, at Harmony Springs we believe in supporting all our members with all their needs," Madame Davis said, as she wiggled her toes. She had learned, for reasons she didn't completely understand but used to her advantage, that many white women found feet sexually appealing. She always had her toenails painted red and always wore mocha-coloured nylons that accentuated her legs.
"I really do appreciate it," Hannah said, slightly distracted by Madame Davis's foot playing with her heel. She couldn't explain it, but she found it oddly hypnotic.
Madame Davis looked down at Hannah's legs in casual sweats and socks and reminded her new tenant, "Just a reminder that all members are expected to follow the dress code at all times."
"Even when in my own room?" Hannah asked, having learned of the strange hosiery expectations of the establishment. All women were expected to wear nylons. When she asked why such a peculiar requirement, she was told that Harmony Springs was sponsored by Silk Stockings Inc., a very popular nylon company that had rejuvenated the sale of pantyhose and stockings. Partially owned by Senator Daphne Greene and promoted and worn by a plethora of younger celebrities, that had led to a massive increase in sales in the younger female market.
"Yes, at all times except when having a bath, shower, in the ocean, on the beach or during sleeping hours," Madame Davis explained and then added with a sly smile, "although many of the women here wear them even during their sleeping hours."
"I can't fathom that is overly comfortable," Hannah said, although she wasn't really against the wearing nylons rule as she had always liked wearing them and thought they added a professional look when she was a teacher, but did find it a little odd as an actual requirement while living in an all-women's living community.
"You may be surprised," Madame Davis said, expecting all her pets to be in nylons at all times of the night.
"Um, okay," Hannah said, unsure what else to say to that.
"If you need anything at all, please let me know," Madame Davis said. "I am here to make sure your transition is as easy as possible."
"You have already been very helpful."
Madame Davis walked over to Hannah and took her hands in hers. Hannah was slightly perplexed by this, but looked into the woman's eyes. "Also, if you ever need to talk about your loss, please come see me. I too lost my husband."
"Oh, I'm sorry," Hannah said, surprised by how soft this woman's hands were.
"No reason to be sorry," Madame Davis replied. "I believe everything happens for a reason and I know my Jimmy is in a better place." Madame looked up above as she smiled slightly at her beloved who she had lost almost twenty years ago in a tragic car accident.
"I have tried to follow that philosophy," Hannah said, "but sometimes it hasn't been very comforting."
"I understand," Madame Davis nodded sympathetically, and she did. She cursed God, questioned her faith and resented the world for some time after her husband's death. "Time never completely heals, but it does help with acceptance."
"I'm not completely there yet," Hannah admitted.
"I believe that I will be with Jimmy one day again and I know he would want me to live my life to the fullest while I am on earth," Madame Davis continued, moving her thumbs ever so slightly over Hannah's hands... the subtlest small hint of seduction... human contact.
"I'm not sure where I stand on that," Hannah said. She had never been really religious. Yes, she believed there was a God, but she also believed that the Bible was written by a bunch of men... the contradictions were way too extreme to be from an all-seeing being.
"The Bible?"
"Pardon?"
"Is it because of The Bible and its male chauvinist propaganda?"
"Um, yes, actually," Hannah laughed a little since that was exactly what she was thinking. She also found the slow rubbing on her hands relaxing and safe.
"I understand," Madame Davis nodded, still slowly caressing the soft skin of the back of Hannah's hands. "The Bible is very problematic, especially to women, but the fact that there is an ultimate being and an afterlife I do believe."
"I hope so," Hannah said, the idea of seeing her late husband one day in the future very appealing.
"Otherwise, what would be the purpose of life?"
"Trust me, that has been a question I have asked myself a plethora of times since my Martin's passing," Hannah sighed heavily.
"Well, my philosophy once I accepted Jimmy was gone and in a better place was to live life to the fullest and help other women also live life like every day may be the last."
"That is a great philosophy," Hannah nodded, feeling very safe with this kind woman. "I have stopped living."
"Well, that ends now," Madame Davis said, giving the woman's hands a squeeze before letting go.
"I hope so."
"No, I hope so," Madame Davis corrected. "Living is a mindset. I want you to say this affirming message every day when you wake up. I am strong, I am beautiful. I will live every day without regret."
"Those are good words."
"Say them with me," Madame Davis said as she took Hannah's hands back in hers.
"Okay," Hannah nodded, feeling a strange comfort having her hands held like this.
"I am strong."
"I am strong."
"I am beautiful."
"I am beautiful."
"I will live every day without regret."
"I will live every day without regret."
"Perfect," Madame Davis smiled, looking into Hannah's blue eyes.
"Thank you," Hannah said, feeling a real connection with this woman and feeling confident in a way she hadn't in a long time.
"Hannah, you really are a strong and beautiful woman," Madame Davis complimented.
"Thank you," Hannah replied, feeling her cheeks go red.
"I mean it, you need to know it. Hear it. Live it," Madame stressed, meaning every word. Yes, she was a Mistress. Yes, she hoped to one day have this woman between her legs licking her pussy. Yes, she planned to fuck her to multiple orgasms. Yet, while all that is true, it didn't stop the fact that she cared about all her tenants. She strongly believed that awakening the true raw sexuality of a woman, any woman, was her purpose in life. To lead the lost to their true destiny, and Hannah was lost... luckily, she had two great sisters to help her get there.
"I will try."
"Don't try, do," Madame Davis said. She then added, "I know that is easier for me to say than for you to do. Remember I have been in your situation. I understand your loss and you can always come to my office and talk to me if you need to."
"Thank you," Hannah said, appreciating the offer. "I may take you up on that."
"Please do. It is only through talking through your emotions that you will be able to move on, and Martin would want you to move on."
"He would," Hannah said, realizing that reality just as Madame Davis spoke it.
"Yes, he would," Madame Davis nodded again, letting go of her hand. She had done what she came here to do... create a connection... plant a seed.
"Again, thank you," Hannah said.
"You are welcome," Madame Davis said. "And I mean it, my door is always open."
"Okay."
"And welcome to Harmony Springs," Madame Davis said. "The next stage of your life begins today."
"I feel it has," Hannah said.
"Trust me, it has," Madam Davis assured, as she wrapped her arms around Hannah and moved her hands just on the white woman's ass... no squeezing, no caressing... just a brief moment of slightly inappropriate contact.
Hannah was surprised by the sudden hug, more surprised by the hands on her ass, but moved her hands and hugged Madame Davis back.
After a moment, Madame Davis moved back and said, "Remember, my office is open anytime."
"Thank you."
Suddenly Janelle and Sarah walked in and Madame Davis said, "I'll leave you three to unpack."
"Madame Davis," Sarah and Janelle greeted, both moving their arms to the side and giving a respectful bow.
Hannah watched perplexed.
"Ladies," Madame Davis nodded and walked out.
Once alone, Hannah asked, "What was that about?"
"What was what about?" Sarah asked.
"The bowing."
"Respect," Sarah said.
"Respect?" Hannah repeated.
"Yes, she is like royalty here," Janelle said.
"Like a queen," Sarah added.
"Oh," Hannah said and then asked, "Was I supposed to bow to her?"
"Yes, but you didn't know that," Janelle answered.
"She didn't seem to expect me to bow," Hannah said, the bowing rather odd to her.
"She wouldn't," Sarah said.
"Then why bow?" Hannah asked.
"Respect," Sarah repeated her answer.
"I give up," Hannah said, noticing both her sisters were dressed more provocatively than when at her home. Sarah was in a black dress with black nylons. Janelle was in a white blouse, a plaid skirt and white nylons. While Sarah's outfit worked, other than it was too tight and her tits barely fit in it, Janelle's looked like she was trying to be a college coed.
"What did Madame Davis have to say?" Sarah asked.
"Oh, just welcoming me to Harmony Springs and she shared with me she too lost a husband," Hannah said,
"That is nice," Sarah said as she walked over to help Hannah with the box she was unpacking.
"Yeah, she really made me feel important," Hannah said.
"She does that," Sarah nodded.
With Sarah now near her, she noticed she wasn't wearing a bra and that her nipples were poking through the dress. "I can see your nipples."
"So?"
"So? It is weird," Hannah said, finding Sarah's reaction odd.
"At Harmony Springs no one cares what you wear or don't wear," Sarah answered, as Janelle went to another box and started opening it.
"People are okay seeing your nipples?"
"They love her nipples," Janelle interjected, having spent hours sucking on them... her twin sister's big, hard nipples very sensitive and an immediate way to get her pussy brewing for pleasure.
"I do have amazing nipples," Sarah added.
"Jesus," Hannah shook her head. Her sisters were always more outgoing and sexually comfortable than her, but this was just uncomfortable.
"The best part of Harmony Springs is the reality that you are free to be you twenty-four-seven without all the pretenses of society expectations," Sarah said.
"Yes, there is a freedom here that you can't have outside the community," Janelle added, beginning to take out the kitchen items.
"So, to clarify," Hannah said. "No one cares what you wear or," she paused and looked directly at her sister's barely contained voluptuous breasts and hard nipples poking out of the dress, "don't wear, but you must wear nylons."
"Exactly," Sarah said, grabbing a couple dresses out of a box.
"You got it," Janelle added, taking some spices to the kitchen counter.
"What did I get?" Hannah asked. "I was being sarcastic."
"We already told you the nylons rule is because we are sponsored by Silk Stockings Inc," Sarah said, before she walked out to hang the dresses in the closet.
"You understand it is weird to have a living community sponsored," Hannah pointed out.
"Why is it weird?" Janelle asked.
"Because we already pay monthly rent," Hannah answered, unsure why this was not an obvious oddity to her sisters.
"Yes, but we pay way less than market value," Sarah said, returning from the bedroom, "and, as you will see, there are a lot of luxuries here that are paid for by Silk Stockings Inc."
"Like what?" Hannah asked as she folded some shirts.
"Well, the garden for one," Janelle said, putting the spices in alphabetical order... one of her quirks.
"Oh?"
"Yes, they also sponsor the games room, the community center and, of course, the nylons," Sarah said, as she went to open a new box.
"The nylons?" Hannah asked.
"Yes, you get all the nylons you want for free," Janelle said. "I mean look at these ones. They have a seam down the back." Janelle walked in view and turned around to let her sister see.
"They are sexy ones," Sarah approved.
"They are free?" Hannah asked, even though it was obvious they were.
"Yes, pantyhose, thigh high stockings, garter-belt and stockings and even crotchless pantyhose," Sarah listed off.
"Crotchless pantyhose?" Hannah questioned, this just getting weirder and weirder.
Janelle went to grab more items for the kitchen as Sarah lifted up her dress and showed she was wearing crotchless pantyhose, "Crotchless pantyhose."
"Jesus Christ, Sarah," Hannah gasped, as she was suddenly staring at her sister's vagina... her completely shaved vagina.
"What? You have seen my pussy before," Sarah said,
"And doesn't she have a real pretty pussy?" Janelle asked.
"What is wrong with you two?" Hannah said, a little exasperated.
"Little sister, we have both come to accept our bodies are beautiful and nothing to be ashamed about," Sarah said, still holding her dress up.
"I didn't say you shouldn't be proud of your bodies," Hannah said. "That said, I don't need to see your vagina."
"My pussy," Sarah corrected.
"What?"
"My pussy," Sarah repeated. "A vagina is what a kid has."
"Or a cunt," Janelle added.
"Janelle!" Hannah gasped, looking at her. Hannah had always hated that word.
"A twat," Sarah added, enjoying seeing a flustered Hannah.
"Snatch, kitty, honeypot, muff, box," Janelle listed off, adding to her sister's discomfort.
"Enough," Hannah said, not appreciating her sister's nonsense.
"A beaver," Janelle couldn't resist adding one more as she took the Keurig machine to the kitchen counter.
"Neither of us has a beaver anymore," Sarah said, dropping her dress, "but I bet our baby sister still does."
"What?"
"Is your pussy shaved or hairy?" Sarah asked.
"Jesus," Hannah repeated, shaking her head.
"What? There is nothing wrong with having a hairy muff, but most women here like a shaved snatch," Sarah said.
"How do you know what other women do with their vaginas?"
"Pussies," Sarah corrected.
"Fine, pussies, is that better?" Hannah asked, annoyed.
"Yes, don't go out in the community and call it a vagina," Sarah said.
"Yes, that would embarrass us," Janelle said.
"When would that conversation even come up?" Hannah asked.
"Oh, more than you may think," Sarah said as she pulled out a dildo from the box. "Oh my, how old is this?"
"Put that away," Hannah said, her already red cheeks going ruby red at being outed as having a sex toy.
"What? We have lots of sex toys," Sarah said.
"We?" Hannah questioned.
"Yes, we, Janelle and I," Sarah nodded, as she waved the dildo around.
"You share toys?" Hannah asked, hoping she was misunderstanding.
"Why not? We are sisters?" Janelle asked, walking to the box Sarah had opened. "Is there anything else interesting in here?"
"Stop!" Hannah demanded, walking to the box and taking it away.
"I hope you have something that vibrates," Janelle said, loving her We-Vibe that sent pulsations inside her pussy and on her clit.
"Any anal toys?" Sarah asked, knowing she may be pushing her younger sister too hard but unable to resist.
"Yeah, I have a huge butt plug in my ass right now?" Hannah sarcastically snapped.
"That would be hot," Janelle said.
Hannah left for the bedroom and placed her box that did have a couple more toys. A vibrator and a suction cup dildo for the bathroom... both over a decade old... neither used in a long, long time.
When she returned, Sarah said, "Sorry for teasing you. There is nothing wrong with sex toys."
"Yes, every woman should have one, or two or twelve," Janelle added.
Hannah laughed, finally allowing her prudish first reaction to fade. She admitted, "I can't recall the last time I used one."
"I use one almost every day," Janelle said.
"Often more than once a day," Sarah corrected.
"I like orgasms," Janelle shrugged.
"You like giving orgasms," Sarah teased.
"Giving and receiving are both awesome," Janelle agreed.
"You two!" Hannah said.
"Hey, no one needs an orgasm more than you," Janelle said as she suddenly left the room.
"Where is she going?" Hannah asked.
"If I had to guess," Sarah said, ninety-nine percent sure she knew exactly what her twin sister was doing as they did think very much alike, "she is going to get you one of our really good toys."
"You really share toys?" Hannah asked.
"All the time," Sarah said.
"Is that sanitary?"
"We clean them," Sarah said. "We may be sexual deviants, but we are not uncouth savages."
"I didn't call you sexual deviants," Hannah said and then smiled, "I implied you were sexual deviants."
"Well, we both love sex and we are not ashamed of that," Sarah said.
"Nor should you be," Hannah said, not wanting to squash her sister's feminist rant.
"Now we just need to get you some action," Sarah said.
"Uh, I am not ready for that," Hannah said, just as there was a knock at the door.
Hannah went to open it, and her eyes went wide at the fact that she was staring at her former principal. The woman who hired her. A woman she respected greatly. "Olivia?"



"Hi, Hannah, I was thrilled when I heard you were moving in," Olivia smiled, holding a box.
"You live here?" Hannah asked, even though it was obvious she did.
"Have for seven years," Olivia said.
"What a crazy coincidence," Hannah said.
"Serendipitous even," Olivia smiled, looking forward to fucking her former employee.
"Crazy," Hannah said, still getting over the fact that she knew someone here.
"May I come in?" Olivia asked.
"Um, oh yes, of course," Hannah said, letting her in.
Olivia walked in and Sarah smiled, "Hi, Olivia."
"Hi, Sarah," Olivia greeted. Olivia had a strange relationship with the twins. She was submissive to Sarah and dominant to Janelle... usually. Olivia had a real fetish for bigger women, partially because she was such a thin woman, and the twins were very voluptuous in all areas of feminine wiles. They had huge heavy tits that you could worship and drown in with big hard sensitive nipples and areoles that were almost bigger than her own tits; they had big wide juicy asses that you could cup, lick, eat and inhale the naughty intoxicating scent that enveloped her senses; their thick legs could squeeze her into submission and their big fat pussy lips created excessive tantalizing tasty juices that she was greatly addicted to.
"Hi, my pretty girl," Sarah replied, resisting calling her 'pet' as she wasn't quite sure Hannah was ready for the real truth of Harmony Springs... her baby sister already seeming rather overwhelmed from what she had learned so far.
Olivia blushed slightly, her mouth watering at the thought of burying her face between those thick thighs and dining on that delicious pussy. Olivia said, "Here is a delivery from Madame Davis and Senator Greene."
"I still can't believe Senator Greene has an ownership in this community," Hannah said, that even stranger than the nylon rule.
"She highly believes in supporting strong women and even stops by on occasion," Olivia said.
"She comes here?" Hannah asked.
"Oh yeah, she comes here," Sarah said, stressing the word come which made Janelle give her trademark howl and Olivia to smile ever so uncomfortably.
Hannah looked at her sister with a questioning look but didn't say anything else as she opened the box.
"I remember my box," Sarah said.
"I do too," Olivia wickedly said, pretty sure the sweet innocent Hannah wouldn't catch on to the blunt innuendo.
"Oh, you are so bad," Sarah laughed, as Hannah looked up at the odd conversation that didn't make much sense.
"Open your box," Sarah said.
"Yes, open your box," Olivia added, although she was looking at Sarah with a look that made it clear she was talking about a different box.
"All in good time," Sarah assured, as Hannah pulled out a bunch of stocking packages.
Sarah grabbed a package and said, "Oh yes, she got the brand new cooling nylons."
"I didn't know they were released yet," Olivia said, her menopause mostly in the rear view mirror, but she was always warm and was looking forward to this new product that was presented to them a couple of months ago.
"Cooling nylons?" Hannah asked, always feeling like she was a step behind everyone today. It also felt like they had a bunch of inside jokes that she was not catching on to.
"Yeah, most of us here are in menopause or post menopause which is almost the same fucking thing," Sarah said, the one thing she hated... the hot flashes. "This new nylon was supposed to have cooling effects on your legs."
"Oh, that sounds like a brilliant idea," Hannah said, having really been having wild hot flashes for way too long. She had a cooling blanket for bedtime that Martin had bought her as a Christmas present years ago. It was the best present he ever bought her.
"Yeah, looks like she got a dozen of them," Sarah said, looking at them.
"I am sure you can take a pair or two," Hannah offered.
"I definitely will be," Sarah said.
"What else is in the box?" Olivia asked, wondering what kind of toys were in there.
Hannah looked and pulled out even more stockings and then some bath bombs and lotions.
"Oh, these are nice," Sarah said, looking at the lotions and the Epiphany Clit Arousal Serum that really made getting fucked even more intense. It was expensive but it was the fucking bomb.
Hannah didn't look closely at the lotions and had no idea one was sexual. She pulled out a box and gasped. She was staring at a sex toy.
"No way," Sarah gasped herself seeing the toy. "I have wanted this forever."
"What?" Hannah asked, trying to process why there was a sex toy in the welcome box.
"This is the Hera Flex Rabbit Vibrator," Sarah explained.
"Why is there a sex toy in here?"
"Because every woman should have a toy for themselves," Olivia said, having a dozen toys in her room. In her mind you could never have enough toy variety.
"Yes and this is supposed to be the best rabbit vibe out there," Sarah said, opening the box.
"Rabbit vibrator," Hannah echoed, although her tone was a question.
"You have never had a rabbit vibrator?" Olivia asked, her tone one of shock.
"Not like that," Hannah said, looking at the strange-looking contraption. How would it even fit inside her?
"You have not lived then," Sarah said, as she pressed the button and it began to vibrate.
"Shut that off," Hannah said.
"Just seeing how many speeds it has," Sarah said, pressing it over and over again.
"That clit hammer is thick," Olivia said.
"Yeah, this thing would make me explode," Sarah said, shutting it off.
"Clit hammer?" Hannah asked, still unsure how this toy worked. She was curious, but she didn't want to look curious.
"Yeah, while the long thick dick-like part goes in your pussy," Olivia explained, "the other part rests or taps your clit as you fuck yourself."
"I can't believe my hard-ass principal is saying dick and pussy to me," Hannah said, overwhelmed by the conversation.
"And fuck," Sarah added.
"Oh, she got a new toy, "Janelle said, returning finally with one of her rabbit vibes. She was delayed when she was pulled into Bethany's room for a quick lick and go.
"Hannah got the Hera Flex," Sarah said.
"No fucking way," Janelle said. "Let me see."
Can we stop talking about sex toys?" Hannah said.
"We talk about sex toys a lot," Janelle said, grabbing the toy. "Oooooh, wow."
"And she also got the Epiphany Clit Arousal Serum," Sarah added.
"The what?" Hannah asked, feeling like all she was doing was asking questions.
"Shit, best welcome box ever, "Janelle said, as her sister looked at her face which had a slight shine on it... like it had that one time at her house.
"I got to go," Olivia said.
"Are you hungry?" Sarah asked.
"I could definitely use a snack," Olivia said, actually licking her lips. She wondered if Hannah would catch on to the snack that was being offered.
"Hannah, I'll be back in a little bit," Sarah said.
"Okay," Hannah said, finding it odd that the two of them would go get something to eat so randomly.
Janelle said, "I want to try this after you do."
"Take it," Hannah said.
"No, no, no," Janelle shook her head. "It was gifted to you. You have to baptize it."
"I do?"
"Yes, it would be an insult to whoever made this box for you."
"Whatever," Hannah shrugged, trying to act like she wasn't a little curious to try it. All the sex talk was weird and quite uncomfortable, but it also made her a little horny. She wanted to ask about the slight wetness on her sister's face, but she again couldn't find the words.
The next half hour Hannah and Janelle unpacked before Sarah returned. She didn't say anything about the snack but she did say, "You really have to put nylons on."
"Right. I forgot," Hannah said.
"Put on these cooling ones," Sarah suggested, grabbing a beige pair.
"Sure," Hannah said, grabbing the package and going to the bedroom to put them on.
"You could put them on here," Sarah called out. "We have seen you naked many times."
"Or I could put them on in my bedroom," Hannah called back out.
Janelle said, out of hearing of her sister, "This is going well."
"Yeah, I think so," Sarah said.
Hannah came back out in the pantyhose, although she was wearing sweats so all they could see were her non-painted toenails.
"Really, getting all dolled up for the first day here," Sarah teased.
"I'm unpacking," Hannah said. "These are practical; pantyhose are not."
"Well, make sure you dress nicer when you leave your room," Janelle said.
"Like you?" Hannah asked, looking at her sister's rather slutty outfit.
"What are you saying?" Janelle asked.
"That you're wearing an outfit a schoolgirl would wear."
"Perfect!" Janelle nodded. "That is the exact look I was going for."
"Why?"
"I always want to look my best," Janelle answered, which was true. There was constant competition to get the best pussy. All the white women, the Asian women, some of the Latinas and even a few blacks all wanted to eat pussy. There were, for sure, more submissive pussy munchers than dominant pussy givers.
"Yes, in many ways, you are going back to high school where you are judged by what you wear," Sarah added.
"I don't understand any of this," Hannah said.
"You will," Sarah said. "Just remember women are women, and in a community of only women, there is always judgement and competition."
"I am not sure I would have moved here if I knew that," Hannah said.
"Trust us, you are going to love it here," Sarah stressed.
"Yes, you just need to understand things are different here," Janelle added.
"Better!"
"Way better!!!"
"Okay," Hannah said, knowing that her two sisters had become way happier people once they moved into Harmony Springs. They had both become a little bitter with society before they moved there. They were more vibrant, happier and even looked younger.
"We also booked you for a spa appointment at three," Sarah said.
"It's 2:45!" Hannah said.
"Then I guess you'd better get ready," Sarah shrugged, having almost forgotten about it.
"You are exhausting me," Hannah sighed, although a spa appointment sounded amazing.
"Then this will be great for you," Janelle added.
"Yes, Olga has the magic touch," Sarah said.
"Do I have to wear pantyhose for that too?" Hannah asked sarcastically.
"Wear them to the appointment, "Sarah said.
"And you can keep them on, it makes the massage a little more sensual," Janelle said.
"Sensual?" Hannah asked, perplexed.
"Yes, massages here can be very relaxing," Sarah said.
"Are not all massages relaxing?" Hannah said.
"Yes, of course," Sarah agreed, deciding it was better for her sister to find out herself.
"But you need to get going now," Janelle said. "Olga hates people being late."
"I don't even remember where it is," Hannah said, having been given a tour a couple of weeks ago once the deal was done and she signed the agreement.
"I will take you," Janelle said.
"And we will finish unpacking for you," Sarah said,
"Go get undressed and put on your robe," Janelle said.
"Really?"
"Yes, that is how it is done."
"And I keep the pantyhose on?"
"Or the stockings."
"Okay, this just keeps getting odder and odder," Hannah said as she went to her bedroom. "Wait, I haven't even found my robe yet."
"Use the one in the bathroom," Sarah called out.
Hannah went to the bathroom and saw a white robe hanging there. She got undressed, except for her bra, panties and pantyhose, which were very silky soft and did seem to have a slight sense of cooling to them. They also had a slight shine to them that made her strong sexy legs glimmer. She moved her hands on her legs and enjoyed the sheer softness.
"Ready to go," Janelle asked, startling her.
"Jesus, get out of here," Hannah said.
"You look hot in those pantyhose," Janelle said, walking to her sister and rubbing her hands on her ass. "Oh, these must be a really low denier."
"What are you doing?" Hannah said, moving away.
"Just feeling the nylons," Janelle said.
"Well, don't," Hannah said, grabbing the robe.
"Sorry, you look fucking hot," Janelle said.
"Jesus," Hannah said.
"And you have one juicy ass," Janelle added, admiring her sister's fine big booty... enhanced even more by the shiny silky pantyhose.
"What is wrong with you?" Hannah asked.
"Nothing," Janelle asked. "What is wrong with you?"
"I'm not the one squeezing my sister's ass," Hannah said, wrapping herself in a very surprisingly soft robe.
"Don't be such a prude," Janelle said, thinking she planned to be doing a lot more than just squeezing her ass... eventually.
"I am not a prude," Hannah said angrily, with a glare.
"Sorry, sorry," Janelle said, not meaning to offend her. "I chose the wrong word."
"I am not a prude," Hannah repeated, softer but hurt.
"I know, I know," Janelle said, pulling her sister into a hug. "I love you, girl."
"I love you too," Hannah said, almost about to cry.
"Now let's get that juicy ass to Olga," Janelle said, a moment later breaking the tender act with her usual brazen persona.
"You are exhausting," Hannah said, shaking her head, but accepting this is just who her sister was.
"Oh, I can exhaust you in ways you couldn't even imagine," Janelle said, her words bluntly sexual and yet her sister didn't remotely catch on. She took Hannah's hand and led her out of the bathroom, the living room, and out into the community.
As they walked, Janelle still holding her sister's hand, she pointed out, "As you know that is the library which I'm sure you will spend a lot of time in."
"I do love a library," Hannah said.
"There is even a special section of late-night reading," Janelle said, squeezing her sister's hand and adding, "if you know what I mean."
"Porn?"
"Erotica," Janelle corrected.
"Oh, so sophisticated porn," Hannah joked.
"No, it's nasty, raunchy, pussy dampening kink," Janelle said.
"Don't talk about me behind my back," Camila said, dressed in a black bikini and black thigh high stockings.
"You rather me say it right to the front of you?" Janelle purred.
"Not while standing," Camila smiled sexily.
Hannah was perplexed as her sister responded, "Well, I do my best work on my knees."
"Yeah, you do," Camila agreed with innuendo that even someone as naïve as Hannah would catch on to. The Latina diva with perhaps the juiciest ass in the community turned her attention and her heaving breasts that were barely hanging in the bikini to Hannah and said, "I assume this is the hot younger sister you have talked about so much."
"The one and only," Janelle nodded, as Hannah tried to not stare at the massive jugs suddenly right before her. "Hannah, this is the sexy and saucy Camila. Camila, this is my sexy sister Hannah."
"Hello," Hannah said. "It's a pleasure to meet you."
"Oh, the pleasure will be all yours," Camila said, and then wrapped her arms around her.
Hannah was perplexed by the words said to her and uncomfortable with being hugged by a total stranger.
"I have to get Hannah to Olga right now," Janelle said, looking at a clock.
"Oh, okay," Camila said as she moved her hands and squeezed Hannah's ass firmly. "Juicy," she said, before moving away.
Hannah stood there shocked. She just had a complete stranger squeeze her ass.
"Come to my room after you drop her off," Camila ordered.
"Will do," Janelle said and then led Hannah away.
"Why does she want you to come to her room?" Hannah said.
"Don't ask questions you don't want to know the answer to," Janelle replied, answering the question without actually answering the question.
"You don't mean..." Hannah began, but stopped mid-sentence.
Janelle let the half question linger in the air until they reached the spa room. "Make sure to relax. Olga will give you the best massage you have ever experienced."
"Um, okay," Hannah said, trying to process what she had just deduced. Her sister was a lesbian or at least bi.
"By the way, Olga won't want you wearing any underwear," Janelle added.
"None?"
"Just your birthday suit," Janelle smiled. "Unless you want the sensual massage, then take off your panties and put the pantyhose back on."
"Sensual massage?" Hannah asked, feeling like a schoolgirl who didn't know anything anymore.
Janell ignored the question... she had a pussy and ass to eat... Camila having a delicious asshole and one that needed constant attention. "I got to go. Camila is an impatient woman."
"Are you a lesbian?" Hannah blurted out, needing to confirm her suspicions.
"I don't like labels, but I love eating pussy and ass," Janelle answered, leaning in and kissing her sister on the lips, leaving her still straight sister dazed and confused. "Love ya."
Hannah watched her sister leave, bewildered by her sister's words. Was her sister really going to eat that woman's pussy and ass? Were both her sisters lesbian or bi? Why did her sister just kiss her on the lips? Suddenly, the door opened and a petite Japanese woman walked out and bumped right into Hannah.
"Sorry, ma'am," Zang said, nodding to the woman she didn't know.
"No, that was my fault, I'm standing right in front of the door," Hannah responded.
"I'm Zang, I have not met you before," the young Japanese woman who just turned twenty-one last week in what was a thirty person lesbian orgy that included her being blindfolded and having to guess owners of the pussies she sampled, a thirty minute train where she was fucked non-stop while eating pussy after pussy and ending with the largest daisy chain she could imagine as all thirty woman orgasmed within a five minute period.
"I'm Hannah. I just moved in today," Hannah said, extending her hand warmly.
"It's nice to meet you," Zang said, admiring this fifty-something woman. She moved here because she was a submissive slut who had a fetish for older women. She met Madame Davis at Le Chateau Club in Boston a year ago (she was there illegally as she was only 20, but ended up going back to Madame Davis's hotel, and six months later she was a resident here).
"It is nice to meet you too," Hannah said, looking at the woman in a thin pink kimono with matching pink nylons.
"So, this is your first time with Olga?"
"It is."
"You are in for a treat."
"That is what my sister tells me."
"Oh, my, you are Sarah and Janelle's sister," Zang said excitedly. "You look just like them."
"I am," Hannah nodded.
"Well, if you need anything," Zang said, going onto her tiptoes to kiss Hannah's cheek, unsure what she knew and didn't know about the community yet, "and I mean anything, I am in room 23."
"I will keep that in mind," Hannah said, surprised to be kissed on the cheek, making her cheeks go a little red. The hugs, the ass squeeze, the kiss on the lips and kisses on the cheeks were the most action she had had in years.
"Oh, about to have your first massage with Olga?" Madame Davis said.
"Madame Davis," Zang said, bowing.
"Um, yes, my sisters booked it for me," Hannah said, wondering if she was supposed to bow too. That said, by the time she wondered about it, it was too late.
"Zang, come see me in a few minutes," Madame Davis said.
"Yes, Madame Davis," Zang said, excited for the opportunity to service the beautiful black Goddess who had convinced her to come here... and now she came all the time... although in fairness, she gave orgasms a lot more than she received them.
"And bring Brenda too," Madame Davis added.
"Yes, Madame Davis," Zang repeated, nodding one more time and then headed off.
"Done unpacking?" Madame Davis asked Hannah.
"Not yet," Hannah answered, feeling both comfortable and uncomfortable talking to this beautiful woman. There was something so comforting about her, yet the addressing of Madame and the power she had contradicted that. "But my sisters, well Sarah at least, is working on it while I came here."


"Janelle is a room jumper," Madame Davis nodded.
"Room jumper?"
"Yes, she is a social butterfly," Madame Davis explained, not yet quite explaining what she really meant... it was obvious Hannah had not yet caught on to just how close this community was.
"She always has been," Hannah said, and this made her wonder if Madame Davis knew about her sister's shocking sapphic activity.
"You look great in the nylons," Madame Davis complimented. "Are they the cooling ones?"
"Yes," Hannah nodded. "They do seem to work a little."
"The shine really accentuates your legs," Madame Davis complimented, as she moved her hand to Hannah's silky sheer leg and gave it a sensual rub. "These are amazing nylons."
"Y-y-yes, they are," Hannah stammered, shocked at this woman touching her, although not in any real inappropriate way.
"I'm sorry," the Mistress said, "I am very touchy-feely."
"That seems to be a thing around here," Hannah said, as Madame Davis moved her hand off her leg.
"Yes, we are all one big happy family," Madame Davis explained. "Every woman here will do anything for another member of Harmony Springs."
"So, I am learning," Hannah said, everyone so friendly so far.
"Be sure to have an open mind," Madame Davis stressed. "Things here are quite different than anywhere else you have likely lived."
"Okay," Hannah said as the door opened.
"Are you Hannah?" Olga asked.
"Sorry, Olga, if she is late it is my fault," Madame Davis said.
"Oh, yes, hello, Madame Davis," Olga said, bowing to her.
"Enjoy your massage, Hannah," Madame Davis said.
"I am sure I will."
"And remember, keep an open mind."
"I will."
"Come in," Olga ordered.
Hannah walked in. Instantly, she was swarmed with a soothing scent that enveloped her. "This smells nice."
"Get undressed," Olga said, patience not one of her virtues.
"Okay," Hannah said, thinking Olga would leave, but she crossed her arms and waited. Olga was wearing a white dress and white thigh high stockings which were completely in view because she was so tall. Easily over six feet. She was also not wearing any shoes and her toenails were painted black. A weird colour choice.
So, Hannah took off the robe, her bra, the pantyhose and after a brief hesitation where she looked at Olga who just gave a stern nod, her panties.
"Lie down on your stomach," Olga ordered.
"Okay," Hannah repeated. As she went to the massage bed, she looked and saw a bunch of sex toys on a counter. Her eyes went wide. She lay down as instructed, as she wondered why in the world there would be sex toys here.
Olga then came over and began massaging her. Her hands were amazing and Hannah found the massage completely relaxing. She didn't realize how stressed she had been with the move. It wasn't until her feet, calves and thighs had been thoroughly massaged, even every toe was individually catered to, that she felt Olga's hands on her ass. Hannah's eyes went wide. Yet, for about five minutes Olga massaged her ass firmly. Hannah couldn't believe it was happening or how good it felt. It was slightly sensual, but mostly it added to the soothing aura of the massage.
Olga then did her back and shoulders before having Hannah turn over. Hannah was a little nervous as her vagina was a little wet which was quite embarrassing, but Olga's magical hands, especially on her ass, felt more than relaxing. Yet, she did as she was told. One thing about Hannah was outside the classroom she wasn't overly comfortable with confrontation and, she had learned through her marriage, somewhat submissive.
"You have nice body," Olga said, English not her first language. She had moved from Norway just two years ago. Serendipity had led to her giving a massage to American Senator Daphne Greene while she was in Norway for a UN event. That led to a wild night in her hotel room servicing five world female dignitaries and eventually being offered a job here at Harmony Springs by the Governor. Interestingly, although she had submitted sexually to the Senator and four other famous women who will remain nameless here, she was naturally a dominant. She had fucked many women, and a few men, but was able to be a sexual chameleon if the situation needed her to be.
"Thank you," Hannah said, appreciating the comment in this very vulnerable moment.
"Great tits," Olga said, as she lathered up her hands with lotion. While she loved fucking a woman, pussy or ass, she really loved to worship big tits. And while Hannah's were smaller than her two older sisters, they were still very impressive and sagged substantially less. Plus, her nipples were like diamonds and seemed made to be sucked. She knew, instantly, that Hannah's nipples would be the trigger to her pussy.
"Thank you," Hannah repeated, surprised by the blunt compliment.
"I bet you have very sensitive nipples," the blonde woman said as she moved her hands to Hannah's breasts and began massaging oil all over them.
Hannah's eyes went wide and she was speechless at the reality that this stranger was feeling her up. Worse, as the ridiculously beautiful woman's fingers slid over her nipples, she let out a moan.
"I knew it," the Norwegian woman said, always happy when she was correct.
"Is-is-is this normal?" Hannah stammered, her body enjoying the soft hands on her long neglected tits, but her head questioning it.
"Is what normal?" Olga asked. Yes, she knew exactly what the woman was asking her, but by playing naïve and if this was normal she hoped to make it seem so.
"Massaging breasts?"
"Your sisters suggested the full body massage," Olga answered, not wasting time with more words as she moved her expert hands all over the voluptuous tits.
"Oh," Hannah said, unsure what else to say. This was very pleasant and pleasurable, but also super awkward.
"Sisters love full body," Olga said, as she rolled her fingers over the hard nipples.
"Oooooooooh," Hannah moaned, the focused attention on her nipples, bringing instant burning to her pussy.
"Relax and enjoy," the expert masseuse who knows how to pleasure a woman and find their weak spot said.
"This is wrong," Hannah was able to get out even though as she said it, she wasn't sure she wanted her to stop. It had been so long since she had been touched so intimately.
"So, you don't want full body?" Olga asked.
"What else does it entail?" Hannah asked.
"Let me show you," Olga said, as she went and added more lotion to her fingers. She returned to the flustered woman and moved her fingers to the slightly glistening pussy.
"Oooooh, what are you doing?" Hannah gasped.
"Giving full body," Olga answered, sliding two slippery fingers inside the woman's pussy.
"Ooooooh no, not there," Hannah responded, even as the fire in her loins burned uncontrollably the instant the fingers slid inside her.
"You need to come," Olga said, pumping her fingers in while using her thumb to rub on the big protruding clit.
"Nooooooooo," Hannah responded in denial as the intensity of the fingers in her pussy and the thumb putting firm pressure on her clit had her shaking and coming in just thirty seconds as if she was a teenage boy.
"Good girl," Olga purred, enjoying seeing this shy woman reach orgasm... even quicker than most the first time she used her magical fingers and her double assault. She pulled her fingers out and moved them to her nose and inhaled. "You smell like your sisters."
Hannah, whose eyes had been closed, as her body trembled from the out-of-nowhere orgasm, opened them to see one of the hottest women she had ever seen in real life smelling her pussy juices.
"I bet you taste like them too," Olga said, as she moved the wet fingers to her mouth and sucked the juices off.
Hannah couldn't believe what just happened. Couldn't believe she just got felt up and then fingered. Couldn't believe she just came.
"Now relax and enjoy the rest of the massage," Olga ordered, as she moved to the feet. Hannah was still feeling the after shocks of an orgasm as the blonde woman massaged her... never again touching her intimately.
About twenty minutes later, Olga said, "Done," and walked to another room.
Hannah got off the massage bed and put her panties back on. Her hands were trembling as she put the pantyhose back on. Finally, she put on her bra and the robe and headed out feeling a sense of shame for having allowed herself to be molested. She headed straight back to her room and walked by a black woman, wearing a see-through white blouse, black pantyhose and a huge black strap-on dick around her waist.
"Hi, sexy," Bambi purred, seeing fresh meat she hadn't yet fucked.
"H-h-hi," Hannah stammered, shock compounding shock compounding shock.
"I haven't seen you before," Bambi said. "Are you the new girl in 14 or just visiting?"
"I'm the new resident," Hannah said, noticing the dick had wetness on it.
"Oh, that is Granny Wilson's juices," Bambi said, having just left fucking the eighty-eight-year-old who loved getting fucked by huge dicks.
"Oh," was all Hannah could say... things getting weirder and weirder.
"Want to clean it off?"
"Um, no thanks," Hannah responded and hurried off, finding the conversation and situation too much.
"See you soon," Bambi called out, admiring her from behind, although annoyed the robe hid what looked like a wide fuckable back end.
Hannah was almost at her room when she heard, "Oh yes, fuck me, give me that cock."
Hannah should have kept walking, but she looked into the open door and saw a chubby white woman on all fours, naked except in beige stockings, being fucked by a large black woman in a red garter belt and matching stockings. As she took a second look, her mouth dropped open as she realized she knew the woman getting fucked. It was an ex-director of her school division... someone who her ex-principal worked under: Mrs. White.
"Harder, fucking pound my cunt," Mrs. White urgently begged, her orgasm imminent.
Hannah stared in disbelief. How could yet another person from her past live here? How could another person from her past be a lesbian? She knew Mrs. White was married back when she was the director... although that was a decade ago... and who knows how the powerful feminist who hired many women into positions of authority ended up here being fucked hard and begging.
"Want a taste?" the black woman asked, a few seconds later when she saw she had a voyeur.
Hannah felt her cheeks burn with shame at being caught as Mrs. White turned her attention to the door to see her former employee. Hannah didn't answer and quickly walked away and reached her room. She walked inside, closed the door and leaned against it.
"Hey, you must be Hannah," Kimberly greeted.
Hannah looked up and saw a black woman who didn't look older than twenty with her legs spread on her kitchen table and her sister Sarah on her knees between the woman's black nylon-clad legs.
Hannah was again speechless.
"Oh, hey, Hannah, how was the massage?" Janelle asked, as she looked up from between the legs of Gabrielle who had come to give the cheque for the sale of the house. Gabrielle could have mailed the cheque or did a e-transfer, but she was more of a hands-on type of realtor.
Hannah looked to the couch and saw that Gabrielle was there and Janelle was on her knees.
This was too much.
"Does she not know about the code of the community?" Kimberly asked.
"We were getting to it," Sarah said as she stood up.
"Get back on your knees," Kimberly ordered. "You are not done yet."
"Sorry, Mistress," Sarah apologized, knowing her sister was going to walk in on them servicing pussy, but suddenly found it a little awkward... even though she was the one who planned it.
"So, Hannah, your sisters should have informed you of the rules of Harmony Springs," Kimberly said, as Hannah was processing her sister's use of the word 'Mistress'.
"Yes, to always wear nylons," Hannah said, seeing everyone was in them and Sarah had resumed licking this black woman's pussy.
"That is one of the rules," Kimberly smiled.
"What else is there?" Hannah asked, even though it was becoming more and more obvious this was a lesbian sex community... which was utterly unbelievable.
"Tell her one of the rules, slut," Kimberly instructed, pointing to Janelle who had not resumed licking Gabrielle's pussy.
"This is a freeuse community," Janelle explained.
"What is freeuse?" Hannah asked, trying not to watch Sarah eating pussy or look at Gabrielle's or Kimberly's almost naked bodies.
"It means that anyone here can have sex with anyone else here," Janelle answered.
"No way," Hannah said, her sister having to be pulling her leg... even though she had seen a fair amount of sex of some sort the past hour alone. In fact, she felt like she was in a poorly written lesbian porn movie.
"It's not that black and white," Kimberly said.
"Actually, it is black and white," Gabrielle laughed at the accidental witty response and reality of Kimberly's words.
"I guess it is," Kimberly laughed. She then pushed Sarah's head away gently and ordered, "Tell your sister, slut."
Sarah, her lips wet, turned to her sister but remained on her knees, looked into her sister's stunned eyes, "All non-black women in Harmony Springs are submissive sex slaves to the black goddesses."
"You can't be serious?" Hannah questioned, even though most of the naughty lesbian acts had been performed by black and white women.
"Oh, sugar, she is serious," Kimberly smiled, her legs spread wide and moved her fingers to spread her pussy lips, "Very few women, especially white women, can resist this pretty pink pussy."
"Hannah, we wanted to tell you, but were afraid you would not move here," Sarah said, still in her submissive position on her knees.
"And you desperately need to be here," Janelle interjected.
"I am not a lesbian," Hannah pointed out the obvious flaw of the twisted plan.
"Neither are we," Sarah said.
"I like cock and cunt," Janelle bluntly said.
"We are bi," Sarah added.
"Can everyone leave so I can have some quiet time?" Hannah asked.
Kimberly snapped her fingers and Sarah obediently buried her face back in the young black pussy of Madame Davis's granddaughter.
"You know what to do," Gabrielle said, looking down at Janelle.
"Yes, Mistress," Janelle replied, replicating her twin sister's position.
"Jesus, you two," Hannah said, looking back and forth between her two sisters orally pleasing two black women... yet she couldn't move... as if paralyzed by the situation.
"Do you want to replace one of your sisters?" Kimberly asked, seeing that confused look she saw so often in white women. No matter what a white woman said, or most other non-black races for that matter, behind the defiance was a curious submissive unknowingly waiting for the opportunity to submit.
"What? God, no," Hannah replied, shocked by the question.
"You sure?" Kimberly asked. "Sarah, tell your sister how good it is to be a submissive slut for black pussy."
Sarah, in a lustful state, her brain shifting to hungry mush when a black pussy was before her, responded, again looking at her sister, "Oh Hannah, there is nothing better in the world than being an obedient pet for black pussy."
"Sarah, this is ridiculous," Hannah said, baffled by her two sisters' behaviour and words.
"I once thought so too," Sarah said. "Now I will do anything to taste black pussy."
"Including getting your sister to move in here," Kimberly said, adding gasoline to the fire of tension.
"You brought me here to be a sex slave?" Hannah asked, anger suddenly bubbling inside her.
"Not a sex slave," Sarah stressed, not wanting her sister to think that. "We wanted to help you awaken your dormant sexuality."
"But I am straight," Hannah stressed, angry, frustrated and annoyed all at once.
"So was I," Sarah said.
"Me too," Janelle chirped in from between Gabrielle's legs.
"I can't deal with this anymore," Hannah said, storming out of the living room and going to her bedroom.
"It's inevitable," Kimberly called out, knowing it would only be a matter of time before Hannah joined her sisters on the floor worshipping black pussy. "Now make me come, slut."
"Yes, Mistress," Sarah obeyed, focusing on making this hot teenager come and worrying about her sister later.
"Oh yes, right there," Gabrielle moaned, close to coming.
Janelle attacked the pussy with lustful aggression, dying to get that full flood of taboo nectar.
Hannah could still hear the aggressive voices and moans of the black women. It was shocking. She was completely overwhelmed. Also, confusingly, her pussy was tingling a little. Why? She wasn't attracted to the women. She wasn't into women. She didn't like name-calling.
"Oh yes, I'm going to nut on your face," Gabrielle said, as she moved her left hand and rubbed her clit about to burst.
Janelle didn't slow down her eager licking and was soon rewarded with the cum she craved.
"Yeeeeeeeees, you nasty slut, I'm coming!" Gabrielle screamed, a little over the top than she usually would be, to make sure Hannah heard her.
"Oh, yeah, baptise the bitch," Kimberly said, as she grabbed the back of Sarah's head and pressed it hard against her pussy and began to grind.
Sarah loved when she was used roughly and also knew that when this occurred the woman was close to coming... from a lot of experience, and it was what she did with her pets when she was close.
"Hannah, last chance to replace your sister," Kimberly called out, even though she knew she wouldn't come back out.
Hannah heard the offer, but ignored it as she went on her phone and scrolled through Facebook to keep herself distracted.
"Oh yes, I'm going to nut all over her," Kimberly called out, about to come.
As Janelle finished lapping up the luxury of black cum, her sister was about to get her own treat.
"Oh fuck, you white cum sluuuuuut!" Kimberly screamed as she squirted all over the sixties slut.
Sarah caught as much cum as she possibly could from the gushing pussy as it overflowed.
Once done, Kimberly ordered, "Both you sluts, keep that pussy juice on your faces until after dinner."
"Yes, Mistress," both sisters repeated in perfect unison.
A few minutes later, after Gabrielle left the cheque on the table, and the two black women departed, Sarah and Janelle walked into Hannah's room.
Hannah looked up from her phone and said, "Did you really get me to move here to turn me into a lesbian for black women?"
"No," Sarah said. "That is not it at all."
"Although it is an added plus," Janelle added.
"Janelle, not now," Sarah snapped.
Janelle shut up.
"First," Sarah said, getting on the bed. "We brought you here because we love you, miss you and want you to start living again."
"Through sex?" Hannah asked.
"Honestly, partially," Sarah nodded softly. "Both your sister and I have really come alive in discovering the full sexual nature of our bodies: mind, body and soul."
"It is just sex," Hannah said.
"You remember when you used to suck and take a facial from Martin?" Sarah bluntly asked.
"Sarah!" Hannah gasped, having told her sister how her husband liked to come on her face and how it weirdly turned her on a long, long time ago.
"It is nothing to be ashamed of."
"I didn't say it was," Hannah said. "But what I did for my husband isn't the same as what you just did."
"Yes and no," Sarah said, trying to do this carefully, trying to push the agenda while keeping Hannah involved.
"How yes and no?"
"Well, I understand no. We are not married to our Mistresses nor are we even dating them," Sarah said.
"I have dated a couple the past year," Janelle said, wanting to be a part of the conversation, but also wanting not to get scolded by Sarah or do anything that would make things worse. She really had hoped Hannah would see the lesbian acts, get horny and then join them. Alas, she should have known it wouldn't be that simple.


"As have I," Sarah nodded. "But sex has been sold by society as an act of two people in love and that is a ridiculous old-school philosophy."
"That is how I have always seen it," Hannah said, having only had sex with two men. Her husband, of course, and her long-time high school boyfriend where she followed American stereotypes by giving her cherry to him on prom night.
"And there is nothing wrong with that, "Sarah nodded. "It's just not practical."
"How so?"
"No one person, man or woman, can sexually satisfy all your needs," Sarah said.
"Martin did," Hannah said.
"You think so," Sarah said, "but that is because you have lived a simplistic sexual life."
"Because I'm not a slut or lesbian plaything?" Hannah bluntly said, not appreciating the critical summary of her sex life when married. She had been very happy with it...even if she didn't come every time.
"I understand your anger," Sarah said, not taking the mean words to heart. "And I am a slut, I suppose and I can be a lesbian plaything. And it may seem lame or pathetic, but I have never felt more alive than when I am submitting to a black woman or using a woman for my pleasure."
"You are not just a submissive to black women?" Hannah said.
"No, no," Sarah said, shaking her head. "Most of the time, I am the one in charge of a sexual encounter. I am dominant by nature, unlike Janelle and you."
"Me?" Hannah said. She knew deep down she was submissive. She had read that women in fields of authority like doctors, lawyers, or teachers often were submissive in the bedroom. Her husband didn't dominate her or anything, but she was willing to do almost anything to make him happy. She did take facials, blew him on long drives, allowed him to take photos of her in sexy revealing lingerie (always in stockings) and had even given up her ass... having found anal sex quite enjoyable once you got accustomed to it (although a couple of glasses of wine helped relax her enough to enjoy it).
"You were a complete submissive for Martin," Sarah accused.
"He was my husband."
"I had a husband too, but I would never let him come on my face," Sarah said.
"I did," Janelle added.
"Because you are submissive and will do almost anything to make others happy," Sarah said.
"If you're not submissive, why did you just orally pleasure and obey that young girl?" Hannah questioned, her sister's argument full of holes in reasoning.
"I am submissive to black women and men for that matter," Sarah admitted. "I feel a natural desire to please, obey and submit to people of colour."
"Why?" Hannah asked, trying to understand why her strong-willed sister became so weak before a black woman. It surprised her less that Janelle did; she was always a follower.
"I wish there was a simplistic answer for that, "Sarah said, having pondered this herself during her earlier submissive encounters when she was back in her room alone and overwhelmed with guilt. "But it is a variety of things."
"Like what?"
"Well, I feel compelled to obey when ordered by a black woman," Sarah said.
"Me too," Janelle added.
"Why?"
"Like I said, I don't know," Sarah said. "Perhaps it is in my DNA or my subconsciousness, but I actually get sexually excited obeying a black woman regardless of their age."
"The younger the better," Janelle said, recalling when three high school students all used her at a party.
"How old is that girl who was in my room?" Hannah asked.
"Nineteen," Sarah said.
"And Madame Davis's granddaughter," Janelle added.
"You can't be serious?" Hannah asked.
"Yes, she is Madame Davis's granddaughter.
"Well, I do not want to do anything lesbian," Hannah said.
"And no one here will make you," Sarah assured.
"Good," Hannah said.
"But, they also won't stop doing what they are doing either," Sarah said.
"That is fine."
"You will see women have sex," Janelle added.
"That is fine," Hannah repeated.
"You will be tempted," Sarah warned.
"I can control myself," Hannah said.
"I thought that once too," Sarah said.
"And they will try to push you to play," Janelle added.
"As long as they respect my space and my decision, it will be fine," Hannah said.
"Not sure about your space, per se," Sarah said, "but they sure won't make you eat pussy or anything."
"Okay," Hannah said, unsure what else to say.
"How was the massage?" Janelle asked, after a lengthy silence.
"Um, it was...." Hannah said, instantly getting flustered.
"Did she fuck you?" Janelle asked.
"What? God, no," Hannah said.
"She is a great fuck," Janelle said.
"She also has an amazing tongue," Sarah added.
"Do you hear yourselves?" Hannah asked.
"Yes, we are just saying the facts," Janelle said.
"She definitely made you come," Sarah said. "It was obvious by the red cheeks you had when you got back to the room."
"Fine, she fingered me and made me come before I could say stop," Hannah admitted. "It all happened so fast. I was so shocked."
"Did she do her thumb thing?" Janelle asked.
"Yes, now let's talk about something else," Hannah said.
"See, you had lesbian sex and survived," Sarah said.
"No, I was molested and finger-banged without my consent," Hannah said, as she replayed it. Yes, she came. Yes, it felt good. But, in essence, she was molested.
"Did you enjoy it?" Janelle asked.
"That isn't the point," Hannah said.
"Did you tell her to stop?" Sarah asked.
"No," Hannah admitted, realizing she hadn't actually tried to stop her.
"Then she didn't molest you," Sarah said.
"I never gave consent," Hannah said.
"You could have said no," Sarah pointed out. "If you did, she would have stopped."
"I guess," Hannah said.
"We told her to give you the full-service package and that includes making you come," Sarah said.
"Although we assumed she would fuck you with one of her many dicks," Janelle added.
"Or at least licked you first," Sarah said.
"I can't believe you paid someone to make me come, "Hannah said.
"We didn't pay," Sarah said. "Olga is free for all members here."
"Well, that makes it better than," Hannah said, shaking her head and rolling off the bed.
"Don't pretend you didn't need to come," Sarah said.
"Or that you didn't enjoy it," Janelle said.
"I'm having a shower," Hannah said, not responding to either accusation.
"We will come get you for dinner," Sarah said, getting off the bed.
"Yes, it's chicken parmesan today," Janelle called out.
"Our chef makes amazing meals," Sarah called out too.
Once the shower was running, Sarah said, "Let's go back to my room. I need to come."
"Why not do it here?" Janelle asked, never saying no to pussy.
"I am not sure she is ready yet to know we are incestuous sluts too," Sarah said.
"Fair enough," Janelle agreed, as they headed out and ended up with Sarah sitting on her sister's face while leaning over and fucking her with the rabbit vibrator Janelle had originally brought for Hannah to try.
.....
"Dinner time," Sarah called out, now dressed in a red gown and dark mocha coloured thigh highs.
"What are you wearing?" Hannah asked.
"We always dress up for dinners when a new member joins the community," Sarah answered.
"And you didn't tell me?" Hannah said, dressed pretty casually at the moment. Still in the pantyhose she had put on and found amazingly sexy and comfortable, but just a t-shirt and sweats.
"I am now," Sarah shrugged.
Hannah sighed. "Do I really have to get all dressed up?"
"This is your introduction to the community," Sarah pointed out.
"It's not like it's a debutant's ball and my coming out," Hannah said, still recalling that day decades ago.
"Oh, it is almost exactly like that," Sarah said, walking into Hannah's room. "Now let's see what you should wear?"
"I am not sure I have anything as elegant as what you are wearing," Hannah said, thinking the dress her sister was wearing perfectly showcased her physical assets while still being classy and timeless.
"You must have something," Sarah said as she started going through the closet.
"I have a black dress I usually wear for funerals," Hannah said.
"We all have one of those now," Sarah said, as they went to way more funerals than weddings in their age.
"What about this?" Sarah said, seeing a nice poppy-patterned white dress.
"That isn't really on par with what you are wearing," Hannah pointed out. It was actually her favourite dress as she loved poppy flowers and her middle name was actually Poppy.
"No, it's perfect," Sarah said, thinking it would indeed be perfect for the white nylons her straight sister was to wear today to signal to all members her innocence and straightness.
"If you say so," Hannah said, feeling very comfortable in this dress.
"Although you would have to change into white nylons," Sarah said.
"Yeah, the black won't work," Hannah agreed. "Although I could also wear tan or beige."
"No!" Sarah said, perhaps too quickly and firmly. "The white will perfectly work with it."
"I suppose," Hannah said, although she hadn't worn white nylons other than on her wedding day and for some kinky role play with her husband when he played doctor or patient and she played naughty nurse... although that was a good fifteen years ago.
"Get dressed," Sarah said. "Dinner is in twenty minutes."
"Okay," Hannah said as Sarah put the dress on the king-sized bed. All the beds in the community were king-sized for when you entertained.
"I'll go see if there were any white nylons in the welcome box," Sarah said.
"I think there were," Hannah said, thinking there was almost every colour. Besides the basic colors like black, mocha, tan, beige and blue, there was also red, green, pink and purple. She didn't recall seeing white, but she assumed they were in there too.
"I'll check," Sarah said, although she knew there were white stockings in the box as they were the ones expected to be worn for the first dinner.
"Okay," Hannah said as she waited until her sister left the room to get undressed.
Sarah texted Janelle: Get over here!
Sarah found both pantyhose and thigh high stockings in white and chose, of course, the thigh high stockings... she then hid the pantyhose so her sister couldn't try to wear them instead.
Sarah received a text back from Janelle's number: She is busy having an appetizer.
Sarah wondered who, but responded: Please give her this message once she is done pleasing you.
Sarah returned to the bedroom just as Hannah finished putting the dress on. "You look cute in that dress."
"I have always loved it," Hannah said.
"Now to add some sexiness to it," Sarah said as she gently pushed Hannah onto the edge of the bed.
"What are you doing?" Hannah asked, as her sister knelt to the floor before her.
"Helping you with the stockings," Sarah said.
"I can do that myself."
"I'm sure you can," Sarah said, opening the brand-new package. "But at our age the less bending the better."
"Maybe, but are you not bending too?"
"Not down," Sarah said, Janelle having put these stockings on for her.
"I suppose," Hannah said and then added, "How did you end up with your stockings on?"
"Janelle helps put mine on and I help her with hers," Sarah said as she took the stockings out and began to roll the first one up.
"I guess that makes sense," Hannah said.
"Lift your foot up," Sarah instructed.
Hannah did.
Sarah rolled the silky sheer stocking up her sister's leg. Hannah felt a strange chill at the feeling of her sister's hands on her leg. She looked down and was shocked to see the nylons were not pantyhose but thigh high stockings.
"I don't want to wear these," Hannah said.
"I couldn't find any white pantyhose, so these will have to do," Sarah lied, as she ignored the protest and prepared the second stocking.
"At least the dress is long enough to hide them," Hannah said, before adding, having noticed the thigh high lace top on her sister's generously high slit.
"That is a shame," Sarah said, as she began to put the second stocking up her sister's leg.
"Who am I trying to impress?" Hannah asked. While it was obvious there was a fair amount of lesbian encounters here, she was straight and there wasn't one man here.
"There is nothing wrong with looking good at all times," Sarah said, avoiding a blunt mention of lesbianism.
"I suppose," Hannah said, having got very lazy in her efforts for fashion since her husband died.
"No, you got lazy once Martin died," Sarah accused, as if reading her sister's mind, as she finished putting the second stocking on.
"I had no one to dress up for," Hannah said, feeling a hollow feeling at the true reality she never would again.
"I know you miss Martin," Sarah said, looking up at her sister and her sad eyes.
"I do," Hannah admitted. "My world is split into before and after."
"I know, I know," Sarah said, as her hand slowly moved down her sister's nylon-clad leg. "But he would want you to keep living."
"I know," Hannah said, words she had been told a plethora of times since his untimely passing.
"I think it's important to just let go and allow yourself to experience whatever is meant to be," Sarah said, keeping it very vague... even though her intentions were clear.
"I'll try," Hannah replied, looking down and seeing her sister gently caressing her leg. She had to admit it, it felt kind of nice... even if somewhat odd.
Sarah said, seeing Hannah look at her hand, "These are so soft."
"They really are," Hannah said, as she stood up. Sarah did too. "So, let's go eat. I am quite hungry."
"I bet you are," Sarah said, her implication this time on target.
"I don't even know what you are trying to imply with that tone," Hannah said, as she walked over to her shoe shelf... which she had just finished filling before Sarah arrived.
"Nothing," Sarah said. "Just that you are likely hungry."
"Okay," Hannah said, grabbing a pair of three-inch heels, a little ambitious for her. They were sexy shoes that also had a poppy design and almost perfectly matched the dress. A pair of shoes she had not worn in years.
"I'm always hungry," Sarah added, trying to give subtle hints without being outwardly direct.
Hannah didn't have anything to say to that. Instead, she slipped into her heels and said, "I can't remember the last time I wore heels."
"Well, you should wear them more," Sarah said. "The heels with the nylons really accentuate your legs."
"Thanks," Hannah said, as Sarah looked at her shoes.
"Although you need a pair of fuck-me heels and fuck-me boots," Sarah said, assessing her sister's shoe collection.
"I can't imagine needing a pair of either," Hannah said. "Three inches is as high as I go."
"Try these on," Sarah said, slipping out of her black five-inch pumps.
"No, thanks," Hannah said, "Those would kill me."
"No, they won't," Sarah said. "Just try them on."
"Fine," Hannah sighed, knowing her older sister wouldn't take no for an answer. She slipped out of her heels and into the ridiculously impractical five-inch heels.
"While they don't work with the outfit you are wearing," Sarah said, looking at her sister in the heels, "you look great in them."
"I would kill myself wearing these all day," Hannah said.
"Practice makes perfect," Sarah shrugged, being able to now walk effortlessly in five-inch heels.
"I don't imagine I will have many reasons to ever wear these," Hannah said, although she had to admit she liked the slight increase in her height.
"Well, for one, they do look really hot on you," Sarah said.
"And for two?"
"They look really good when you are on your back and your legs are up in the air," Sarah wickedly smirked.
"Jesus, Sarah," Hannah said, taking her feet out of the heels. "You always push it."
"I do like to push it, push it," Sarah said, deciding to continue the naughty onslaught while doing a rather sexy and provocative dance.
"You are incorrigible," Hannah said as she put her heels back on. She wished she were a quarter as sexually confident as her sister.
"Hey, you almost ready?" Janelle asked, walking into the room.
"I am," Hannah said, seeing her other sister in a black dress and black nylons.
"Did you enjoy your appetizer?" Sarah asked.
"It was delicious," Janelle answered.
"I don't want to know," Hannah said, covering her ears.
Janelle walked over to her sister, pulled her hands away and said, "You know she is talking about the pussy I just ate."
"What part of I don't want to know confuses you?" Hannah said, still processing the fact her sisters were bisexual and not at all ashamed by it.
"I am not going to hide it," Janelle shrugged, after letting her sister's hands.
"Yes, it's important to understand that this is a freeuse community," Sarah reminded her sister.
"Yeah, I am not sure I understand that," Hannah said, even though she understood the definition.
"You will," Janelle said.
"Why didn't either of you tell me this before I decided to sell my house and move here?" Hannah asked as they headed out of her bedroom.
"Because you likely wouldn't have moved," Sarah said.
"Obviously," Hannah said.
"Just keep an open mind is all we ask," Sarah said.
"I think it has already been opened," Hannah said as they headed out of her room and to the dining room.
The twins smiled at each other knowing their sister hadn't really seen anything yet.
They walked to the dining room. The one rule was no sex in the dining room. Hannah was introduced to pretty much every person in the community. She was hugged by most, kissed on the cheek by a few and was in awe of the warmth and kindness of everyone. She was also stunned by the variety of outfits worn. Some were luxurious and looked to be right off a runway. Some were rather provocative.
Madame Davis came to her after dinner and said, "I'd love to have you come sit at my table for dessert."
"Um, okay," Hannah said, finding something very comforting when talking to this woman.
"Ladies," Madame Davis nodded to the twins.
"Madame Davis," the twins echoed with a nod.
Madame Davis surprised Hannah when she took her hand. Hannah felt a strange sense of comfort, yet could feel everyone's eyes on her.
At the table, Madame Davis sat down and pointed to the open chair beside her.
Hannah sat down as she looked at the girl whose name she couldn't remember but knew she was Madame Davis's granddaughter. Also at the table was another young woman, a very pretty blonde with blue eyes.
Madame Davis said, "Hannah, this is my granddaughter, Kimberly.''
"We have met," Hannah said, recalling the young black woman with her legs spread and her sister Sarah between them orally pleasing her. It was wild the reality she had learned about so far.
"Yes, she seemed surprised to learn her sisters were submissive lesbians," Kimberly said, looking right into Hannah's eyes.
Hannah turned away.
"Kimberly," Madame Davis said sternly and with a look that would terrify anyone.
"Sorry, Madame," Kimberly apologized, which made Hannah curious. Just one word, and a firm tone, and this wild wicked young woman shifted to obedience.
Madame Davis just as quickly returned to caring host as she said, "And this is Amber. She is Kimberly's best friend."
"Nice to meet you," Hannah greeted.
"Nice to meet you," Amber replied, her legs parted under the table with Kimberly's hand slowly rubbing her pink pussy.
"So, how have your first few hours been?" Madame Davis queried.
"An eye-opener," Hannah answered.
"Yes, Harmony Springs is full of surprises," the black woman smiled.
"That is an understatement," Hannah said, then wondered if she had crossed the line speaking so candidly.
"Well, at Harmony Springs, we greatly believe in freedom of expression, a judgement-free safe place, and an exploration of their long-repressed sexuality and social expectations," Madame Davis explained.


Hannah listened to the woman's words, but struggled to process her entire meaning. Sure, she agreed every woman should be able to express themselves as they wish and not be judged. Yet, this continual push to be a lesbian was strange. She replied, "Help me understand the long-repressed thing."
"Well, to be blunt," Madame Davis replied, "women have been living in a man's world for centuries."
"Yes, but...."
"Please let me finish," Madame Davis said, not liking to be interrupted.
"Sorry, Madame," Hannah apologized, sensing she had offended this woman which was not her intention.
"So, Harmony Springs is a refuge from the male hierarchy-led world," Madame Davis continued. "You see, we are expected to get married, have kids, and please our husbands, but there is so much more to life than that. Don't you think?"
Hannah wasn't sure what to say. She had just lived that exact life and found it very satisfying. Yet, that wasn't what Madame Davis believed, but she couldn't lie and did find this place so far just a strange unbelievable lesbian porn movie. "I was very content in those roles."
"I believe you thought you were," Madame Davis said warmly, as she moved her hand under the table and gently placed it on Hannah's leg. "That is what you were trained to believe."
Hannah noticed the warm hand on her leg, but didn't see it as anything sexual, plus she was a little annoyed by the conversation. "Are you saying finding true love, raising children and having a good sex life is not a good life?"
"No, no, no," she said, shaking her head. "You misunderstand me. I lived a great life with my husband. I was very happy. I was living the life I was expected to and I wouldn't change it for the world. But I have since discovered in our golden years there is more to life than a husband and kids."
"I have not yet found what is next," Hannah admitted, noticing Madame Davis's hand was still on her leg. Not moving... just lingering. It was strangely comforting...as dessert, cheesecake arrived.
"I need you to be able to let go of over a century of social norms," Madame Davis said.
"I am not even sure how to do that," Hannah said, feeling safe and comfortable talking to Madame Davis.
"Well, it means letting go of preconceived notions and just allowing the universe to guide you," Madame Davis explained.
Hannah wasn't sure what to say as she looked at the two young girls both looking at her. The blonde's face was quite red. She also noticed that the granddaughter's hand was under the table.
"You just need to be spontaneous," Madame Davis finished her planting of seeds, knowing that, unlike Hannah's twin sisters, this pretty thing would be a little more work to convert. That said, she had a near-perfect record of turning straight women into lesbians.
"There was a time," Hannah smiled, reminiscing about the many kinky things she did for her husband.
"Mmmmmmm," Madame Davis purred, looking at the light inside Hannah's eyes.
"Ooooooh," the blonde let out a moan.
Hannah looked at her... it was obvious she was about to come.
"Not at the table," Madame Davis ordered sternly.
"Let's go to my room," the granddaughter said, standing up.
The blonde sheepishly stood up, feeling wetness leak out of her as she was so close to coming.
"I hope to play with you soon," the young black beauty said as she moved her wet finger and slid it in the older white woman's mouth.
Hannah's eyes went wide at the reality she was tasting the vaginal juice of this beautiful blonde woman.
"Kimberly," Madame Davis said, her tone suddenly cold as ice... even though deep down she liked the brazen approach of her granddaughter and would tell her so later.
"Sorry, Madame," Kimberly replied, although she could tell by the look in her grandmother's eyes that it didn't match her tone.
"Go," Madame Davis waved, suddenly a little annoyed at the fact her granddaughter had interrupted the reveal that she had hoped to extract from Hannah.
Alone, Madame Davis knew the moment had passed. Hannah was stunned by what just happened and the window of revealing had faded, although perhaps the window of revelation had just opened. So, she stood up and said, "Like I said earlier, I am always here for you."
"Thank you," Hannah said, still having the aftertaste of the woman's vagina in her mouth. A taste she couldn't place... intriguing and odd.
Madame Davis gave a slow, sensual rub on Hannah's nylon-clad leg moving up enough to feel the top of the lace tops. "I hope you like the nylons."
"They are incredibly soft," Hannah admitted, feeling a confusing warmth in her body from the soft hands of the Madame.
"We only have the best for our community," Madame Davis warmly explained, moving her hand back down the leg before standing up, knowing when to leave with a potential future pet wanting more, "Well, have a good night."
"Thank you," Hannah said, feeling a little flustered and overwhelmed, just like she had after the shocking surprise orgasm. Her body was betraying her mind as again she felt the strangest burn in her vagina.
Hannah watched Madame Davis leave and followed her with her eyes. She watched her stop at a table with two women in their fifties if she guessed right. She continued watching the conversation with intrigue and wasn't surprised when the two women stood up and followed behind her.
"So, what did Madame Davis ask?" Sarah asked as she sat down beside her sister.
"Just told me to relax, let go and don't judge others," Hannah answered.
"Very good advice," Sarah said.
"So, is everyone here a lesbian?" Hannah asked.
"No," Sarah said. "But everyone here is bisexual and enjoys exploring their sexuality with other women here."
"Everyone?" Hannah asked, looking around at the now three-quarters-empty hall.
"Well, all but one," Sarah smiled as she moved her hand under the table and gave her sister's leg a squeeze.
"So, I am the only one here who doesn't eat pussy?" Hannah bluntly questioned, bewildered by everything she had learned today.
"I suppose that is true," Sarah nodded, after thinking about it. While there was a hierarchy here with Madame Davis on top, and the black women right below her, every one of them also ate pussy. "I mean, once you taste pussy there is no going back."
Hannah could still taste the pussy juice that was shoved into her mouth on Madame Davis's granddaughter's fingers. Finally, she replied, "I'll take your word for it."
"The temptation will be everywhere," Sarah warned, there being lesbian sex almost all the time somewhere and often in the open... the dining hall was the only location where sex was not allowed... usually.
"I think I will be able to control myself," Hannah said.
"Good luck with that," Sarah said, standing up. "I need to go get some dessert."
"Didn't you have any cheesecake?" Hannah asked, as she looked at hers.
"That is not the kind of desert I was thinking of," Sarah smiled. "I prefer homemade pie, especially chocolate." She winked and sauntered off.
"Jesus," Hannah said, really wondering if she made the right choice. Yes, she was happy to be living so close to her sisters, but she missed her home and wasn't sure she could deal with all this lesbian stuff. She ate her cheesecake, which was delicious, and finally headed back to her room. As she did, she wondered where Janelle was. Her first thought was probably getting her own forbidden dessert.
As she returned, Hannah saw the library and headed inside. It was an amazingly large room and she walked around looking for a book to read. She loved to read and could use the distraction tonight as she spent the first night in her new home. Although she couldn't really call it home... which made her homesick for the house she no longer owned and a life she no longer lived.
Hannah perused the library for almost thirty minutes, shaking her head at a section of many sex toys all hanging on a wall, some she couldn't fathom the purpose of. She also couldn't imagine renting out a sex toy... even if they had been cleaned thoroughly first. After spending, perhaps too long, looking at the sex toys she found the mystery section and chose three books, all mysteries with a romantic sub-plot (she loved Hallmark mysteries like Garage Sale Mystery series) and was signing them out using a machine when three women walked in.
"Hi, new girl," a large white woman said, walking towards her.
"Um, hi, I'm Hannah," Hannah said, still having one more book to sign out.
"I'm Fran," the large woman said. "And these two are Gretchen and Arielle."
"Hello," Hannah said. Gretchen was a skinny brunette in her early fifties, she would guess, while Arielle was a redhead and much younger.
"So, have you been given a full tour of the library?" Fran asked, her large breasts barely held in the red blouse she was wearing.
"I did one on my own," Hannah said, feeling a little uncomfortable being surrounded by these three women.
"Well, let's give you a real one," Fran said, taking Hannah by the hand.
"I rather return to my room," Hannah said as she tried to pull her hand away.
"I insist," Fran said, pulling Hannah by the hand and leading her right to the sex toys.
"I already saw these," Hannah said, feeling uncomfortable.
"And didn't sign one out?" Gretchen asked.
"No, it isn't sanitary," Hannah replied.
"Bertha makes sure every one is properly cleaned, charged and looked after," Arielle said, as she grabbed a strap-on harness with an eight-inch thick dildo that she often used to fuck someone... especially the larger big booty sluts like Fran and she hoped this cute innocent-looking woman whose big back end was begging for some hard, deep back shots.
"Bertha?" Hannah asked, as she saw the very pretty redhead with amazing green eyes grab a big fat penis.
"Yes, she is our librarian," Fran said. "Actually, it is odd she isn't here."
"I saw her getting banged in the hallway," Gretchen said.
"She does love dick," Fran said, as she grabbed a foot-long double-ended dildo.
Hannah shook her head uncomfortably with the casual way they talked about a person and sex in general, "I need to get going."
"Just wait," Fran said, grabbing her hand. "There must be something here you are curious about."
"More bewildered," Hannah said, looking at the thing that looked like a pylon. "Like what in the world would this possibly be used for?"
"To straddle," Fran answered.
"No way," Hannah replied.
"Show her, Arielle," Fran ordered, snapping her fingers.
"Yes, Mistress," the young redhead said as Fran pulled it into the open. Arielle lifted up her plaid skirt and straddled it, looking right at the new resident who looked completely overwhelmed.
"That won't fit," Hannah said.
"Oh, a pussy can spread pretty wide," Fran said, watching her young pet, a former student who was now going to a nearby college. Did she seduce her in her class just one day after she turned eighteen? Yes, and she had been her submissive pet ever since... as was her mother, auntie and grandmother.
"As can an asshole," Gretchen added, as Hannah watched in perverse shock this young girl's vagina swallow up this strange contraption. It was like when you drive by a car accident and look... you know you shouldn't, but you do.
"An asshole can really stretch," Fran agreed.
Hannah recalled taking it in the ass and how the nasty naughty act added to the thrill. She didn't give her ass up to her husband too often, and usually it included a fair amount of wine first. While it always was awkward and uncomfortable at first, the initial pain would subdue and an exhilarating pleasure would pulsate through her entire body, burn in uncontrollable rapture until she actually came without having her pussy touched. Of course, the next day, she would always feel dirty and pathetic. Mothers didn't get sodomized. Yet, eventually she would allow it to happen again and love it. This made her think just how long it had been since she last had been ass fucked.
"Distracted?" Fran asked, noticing Hannah looking right at Arielle who was now beginning to ride the pylon fuck toy. Yet, the new recruit seemed to have her head elsewhere.
"W-w-what?" Hannah stammered, shaking her head and realizing she was staring at a girl likely a third her age riding what could best be described as a construction pylon.
"Is it my slut fucking herself or did you reminisce about your anal past?" Fran said, seeing the look of memory in her eyes.
"E-e-excuse me?" Hannah stuttered, even as she felt her cheeks burn with guilt at the accurate accusations.
"Oh, so you do like it in the ass," Fran mused, the facial expression of the cute woman speaking a million unspoken words.
"I do not," Hannah replied too quickly.
"I'm not judging, we are all ass sluts," Fran said, grabbing a harness that had two dicks. "I prefer being double penetrated though."
"How would that work?" Hannah asked, knowing she should leave and yet was strangely intrigued by the unique contraption.
"I can show you," Fran said as she began to put the harness on.
"Um, no, that is all right," Hannah said, even though she felt a tingle inside her. She would never tell these three perverted strangers, or anyone for that matter, but one of her most intense orgasms was the one time she was drunk, had a vibrating egg in her pussy on full speed and her husband's dick pounding her asshole.
"Bend over, Gretchen," Fran ordered, ignoring Hannah's words.
"Mmmmmm, you going to pound both my holes right here?" Gretchen asked, although the question was rhetorical... that is exactly what Fran planned to do. So, she bent over, placing her hands on the wall.
"I need to get going," Hannah said.
"Wait, wait," Fran said, tightening the harness around her hips. "You asked how it would work. You at least have got to let me show you."
"Yes, show her," Arielle moaned, her orgasm rising as she fucked herself on the preposterously large sex toy.
"It won't take long," Fran assured, as she lifted up the pink sundress to reveal a white garter-belt and stockings and no panties.
"Just slide it in, I'm already lubed," Gretchen said, having lubed herself up after dinner as they were getting toys to go to the evening orgy. She loved anal sex, loved being double penetrated... especially while she was munching on some sloppy snatch.
"Already lubed?" Hannah echoed, even though she knew what she meant.
"Never head to an orgy not being prepared," Fran said, some rather good advice in her opinion. She moved behind the bent over slut and slid both dicks in the two holes.
"Oooooh, fuck, fill me up," Gretchen moaned, as both dicks slid inside her.
"See, it works that easily," Fran said, as she began fucking Gretchen.
"Have a good night," Hannah said, having to get out of there. The kinky lesbian sex scene was both disgusting and confusingly making her pussy tingle.
"Go to the 696 to watch the orgy if you want," Fran said.
"Or any of the 690s for a variety of hot porn," Arielle added, as the new girl turned and began to leave.
"699 is great to learn tips from Madame Davis," Fran added, as she pumped the double dick in her horny best friend.
"Oh," Bertha said, walking into the library and right into Hannah... making Hannah stumble and fall. "I'm so sorry."
"It's okay," Hannah said, as she reached up to grab the hand of the big-breasted woman in glasses.
"You must be Hannah," Bertha said, once she had helped the cute older woman up.
"I am," Hannah nodded, feeling embarrassed to be knocked down.
"Oh yes, fuck my holes, hammer me," Gretchen moaned, the dual dicks making her orgasm rise rapidly like being double penetrated always did to her.
"Fuck, fuck, fuuuuuck," Arielle screamed as she reached orgasm from fucking herself on the toy pylon.
"Did I interrupt anything?" Bertha asked, not at all fazed to see a mini-orgy
"I was just leaving," Hannah said.
"Well, if you need anything let me know," Bertha said.
"Don't forget your books," Fran said, as she slammed into her moaning begging pet.
"Harder, fuck me harder,' Gretchen begged, desperately close to coming.
Hannah quickly went and grabbed the books she had signed out, avoiding looking at the sex acts that were occurring.
"See you soon," Fran almost sang out as she didn't slow down her hard deep thrusts.
Hannah didn't say a word as she walked past the librarian and out. She kept her head down until she was in her room. She put her books on the table and went to the washroom. She tossed water on her face. She could feel the burn in her cheeks... even though she hadn't done anything wrong.
She had time to calm down... replay the surreal entire day. It seemed like the most twisted version of Candid Camera ever.
Hannah went pee, washed her hands and face, and brushed her teeth. She spent the next hour and a half continuing to organize her room... anything to keep her distracted from everything happening today.
Eventually, she got out of the nylons and put her pyjamas on. She got into bed and turned on the television. She liked to watch a little TV before bed. It was then she recalled the whole 690s thing. She saw the TV channel laminated sheet and reached for it. She looked down and found some of her favourite channels including Hallmark and pressed on it. It was an old murder mystery from the Murder She Baked series... one of her favourites.
She continued scrolling through the many channels before seeing the 690s and recalling one of the women saying there were special channels. She looked at the many channels.
690--- What's Happening
691--- Younger and Older
692--- Interracial
693--- Anal
694--- Oral Only
695--- Orgies
696--- Live Feed Play Room
697--- Trans
698--- Training
699--- Madame Davis Lessons
She didn't know why, other than curiosity, but after flipping through channels and not seeing anything she wanted to drift off to sleep with, she typed 690.
Happening now: Live double penetration orgy on live feed 696.
"Seriously?" Hannah said out loud.
The channel changed every ten seconds with the sign: currently playing.
691--- College student seduces her female professors through hypnosis in Magical Nylons; up next: Cookie-baking grandma seduces young ripe coeds with her baking in Grandpa's Homemade Pie.
"Magical nylons?" Hannah scoffed and while she liked to bake she couldn't imagine how that could be a plot for a porn movie.
692--- Black mother and daughter corrupt white trophy wives making them submissive playthings in Chocolate Conversion; up next: a white wife in the 1840s uses her black female slaves for her pleasure in Submissive Slaves.
"Jesus," Hannah gasped at the political incorrectness of a movie about black slaves being used sexually.
693--- A sorority pushes pledges to the limit in Sorority Butt Sluts; up next, bored housewives discover the joys of anal sex in Strap-On Housewives.
This did make Hannah recall the raw nastiness of the double penetration toy she had witnessed in the library. This made her again recall the rare time she got ass fucked and how much she would end up enjoying it.
694--- clips of woman doing what we all love doing best...
695---Four middle-aged women end up on a cruise... unaware it is for lesbians in Munch on the High Seas; up next, a bridal shower goes wild when a few sex toys are given as gifts in Toys for the Bride.
696---Hannah's eyes went wide as she was suddenly seeing a bunch of women in lingerie in a variety of kinky sexual positions. Oral sex, double penetration and more. She realized the one woman getting double penetrated was the same one from the library; she saw a young black woman with her face buried in the ass cheeks of a large white woman; she saw her two sisters both in raunchy sex scenes. Jasmine was fucking a large black woman while Sarah was getting double penetrated by two women.


It then changed. Was that live? Was that currently happening somewhere in this building? She looked at the channels: 696---Live Feed From the Play Room.
Jesus.
697--- Sexy cheerleaders with a little surprise under their skirts as they share the joys of victory in Cheerleaders with Cocks; up next, Supergirl Blacked, where the pretty blonde Supergirl is turned into a three-hole cum dump from three black trans-women (there is a lengthy set-up before the nasty sex scene).
Hannah then watched a girl in a red and white cheerleader outfit get spit-roasted by two naked girls with big dicks. Unlike the previous channel, Hannah watched having never seen a woman with an actual cock. It was pretty fascinating. She watched the pretty woman pull out and gasped at the massive cock attached to her. "Wow," she said to herself as she admired the dick. While she wasn't really convinced she was into this whole lesbian thing, the idea of a woman with a penis was somewhat intriguing.
As the dick slid back into the girl's mouth, Hannah could feel her mouth water. "God, I could use a nice big dick," she said, as she continued to be entranced by the perverse kinky scene.
Hannah could feel her pussy burning, but curious about the other two channels, she pressed the button just as the cheerleader was beginning to move back and forth like a live-action rocking horse. 'I wonder what that would feel like right now?" she pondered.
698--- Allow yourself to be immersed in the hypnotic words of Madame Davis and her friends. Repeated.
Hannah was perplexed by what this meant as she watched the video begin to play. It was a chubby girl between another skinny girl's legs, both in nylons, with what was unmistakably Madame Davis's voice: Watch. Breathe. Imagine.
Hannah was intrigued by the three words... each spoken sensually... each slowly... breathtakingly. What was this about?
The clip changed to a young white girl in pigtails licking a chubby black woman's very pink pussy while Madame Davis spoke: This is your purpose. This is your natural place.
Hannah was entranced by Madame Davis's sensual tone, but perplexed by the words. What did she mean by 'natural place'?
Slightly captivated and confused, she continued watching. The scene switched again. A pretty black woman, with her legs spread in red nylon stockings, was rubbing her pussy as Madame Davis continued her narrative: Look at that pretty pink peach. Isn't it inviting? Isn't it appetizing? Isn't your mouth watering?
Hannah did look at it. It was pretty, she supposed, but nothing like the big hard cock she had seen on the pretty trans woman. Yet, she could see the slight glistening on the pussy lips and was in awe at how perfectly framed the pussy was by the chocolate coloured skin.
As Hannah pondered this, the scene changed again. This time a young, petite Asian was sitting on the face of a very large black woman. Again, Madame Davis spoke: Imagine yourself on your back being the vessel of pleasure. Or perhaps you will use a woman's face for your own pleasure.
While Hannah couldn't really imagine lying on her back like that and having a woman sit on her face, she could imagine sitting on someone's face. When married, she loved to sit on her husband's face... it was the way she came best from oral. It was also the only time she was ever kind of aggressive in her sexual encounters with her man. As she pondered that, she could feel her pussy get a little tingle and a little damp.
The scene changed again. It was a close-up of a black woman eating a pussy of what may have been an Asian woman, as it wasn't white, nor was it black... but somewhere in between. As the black woman licked between the pussy lips, Madame Davis said: Admire that pussy. Imagine tasting its ripe forbidden fruit. Imagine allowing yourself to taste heaven. Stare at it. Don't turn your eyes away.
Hannah couldn't help but feel the need to obey. Madame Davis's voice so hypnotic. She stared at it. Watched the tongue part the pussy lips.
The scene switched again. A black woman was sitting on a chair, scrolling on her phone, as a tiny Japanese woman was between her legs. Madame whispered seductively: You want that to be you. On your knees. Servicing a delicious wet pussy.
Truthfully, she kind of wished that was her... but the one on the couch. She could feel the wetness in her panties. She wasn't sure why she was getting horny, but she was. She didn't think it was the lesbian scenes, although they were slightly erotic, but Madame Davis's words were intoxicating and keeping her on the unique channel stream.
Again, the clip changed to another two women. This time a white bride was on her knees in her wedding dress licking the pussy of a much older woman. Madame Davis ordered: Imagine being on your knees servicing a wet pussy. Imagine allowing yourself to be the natural submissiveness you are.
Hannah was a natural submissiveness... for a man. Even after all she had witnessed today, even after all she had learned, after all she had experienced, she still didn't see herself as a lesbian... or even bi. She preferred cock... although a trans woman maybe.
The scene then switched and it was Madame Davis herself in all black leather with her legs spread on a bed as she rubbed herself slowly. She looked directly at the camera and ordered: Get on your knees right now. Obey me.
There was a long delay, as the Mistress stared at the camera, Hannah feeling like she was looking directly at her, speaking directly to her. She felt herself obeying, as she moved up from under the blanket and knelt.
As if knowing the exact amount of time it would take for someone to obey, Madame Davis continued her firm yet somehow sensual tone as her eyes didn't break looking right into Hannah's soul: Imagine being my pet. My sexy little pussy munching slave. You were born to please me. Touch your pussy imagining pleasing me.
Hannah was entranced. She didn't want to eat pussy, but she felt compelled to obey this beautiful, intriguing woman. Hannah obeyed as she moved her left hand inside her panties and to her confusing, very wet pussy.
Madame Davis knew the weakness of most women... knew that the images and her words would entice even the most straight woman in the world to relax her moral code and be drawn in. She continued her video seduction while continuing to rub her pussy ever so slowly as she ordered: Stare at my pussy. Listen to my words. Rub yourself, my pet. Rub that wet pussy as you imagine serving me.
Hannah's pussy was burning as she obeyed every word that Madame Davis said. She couldn't explain it, but she was dripping with anticipation for each word coming out of the Mistress's mouth. Her eyes transfixed on Madame Davis's fingers slowly exploring inside the wet pussy lips... like the kinkiest hypnotist's watch ever. Hannah's hand was rubbing her pussy more aggressively as she suddenly needed to come.
The dominant Mistress pushed the envelope more and more: Say it, my pet. Say you want to come for me.
"I want to come for you," Hannah responded instantly.
Madame Davis demanded: Don't come yet, my sexy slut. Beg me for permission to come. Convince me.
Hannah had no idea what to say. Sure, she had begged her husband to come. Begged to be fucked harder. Begged to have his load blasted all over her face. But she had never begged a woman. Yet, she just let words flow freely out of her, "Please, Mistress, can your white slut come. I need to come so bad. Your pet is desperate to obey."
Madame Davis knowing from experience this was when the woman would say anything to come she looked directly into the camera and ordered: Come, my pet. Come for your Mistress. Come right now as you scream my name. Now, slut, Now!!!
Hannah rubbed her pussy desperately and obeyed mindlessly as she screamed as her orgasm exploded out of her, "Yes, Mistress Davis!!!"
Hannah collapsed forward as her body quaked uncontrollably from the intensity of the orgasm as Madame rewarded her obedience: Good girl, such a good girl, my pet.
The video went black a moment later as Hannah continued to enjoy the aftermath of an intense orgasm.
A new video started. Hannah didn't look up, but the voice was not Madame Davis's, but followed a somewhat similar script. About a minute later, Hannah rolled onto her back, reached for the remote control and shut off the television... so spent that she needed to just get to bed, her mind spinning with the wild masturbation session she just had.
As she crawled back under the sheets, her cheeks flushed, her pussy still leaking, she shook her head at her weakness. Yet, so spent, so sexually satisfied, she closed her eyes and drifted off to slumber in just a couple of minutes.
.....
.....
.....
The Next Day:
Hannah had an amazing sleep... the best she could remember having without a sleeping pill since her husband died. The lack of a body in her bed had always made her sad at bedtime and was a constant reminder of her lonely life.
As she sat up and stretched and looked around... almost forgetting she was not in her home of the past twenty-plus years. Instead, she was waking up for the first time in her new home... filled with lesbians and perverts. She sighed. What the hell happened yesterday? She had orgasmed more than once, the first time that had happened since before her husband died, witnessed both her sisters used as sex slaves and bumped into two former women who had positions of power over her when she was a teacher.
She actually collapsed back onto her bed. She wasn't even sure she could leave her room. Five minutes later, as she lay there, struggling with her weakness from yesterday, when there was a knock at her door.
Hannah got out of bed, put on a robe, and headed to see who it was. She looked in the peephole and saw it was her old education director, Mrs. White. She took a deep breath and opened the door.
"I brought you a welcome to the neighborhood present," she said, handing me a wrapped box.
"You didn't have to do that," Hannah said, always being nervous around this woman who was called the Wicked Which of The East since her office was out east and she could be a literal nightmare... although she had always been nice to her.
"I was thrilled to hear you were the new member of our community," she said.
"You are?" Hannah asked, kind of surprised to hear that, as she looked at what her former director was wearing. Mrs. White had always worn black business suits with either slacks or black skirts and pantyhose. She had another nickname: the black death. That came because, besides hirings, she was also in charge of firings. Yet, today she was in a red blouse, black skirt, black nylons and heels. Her hair was also down... something I don't think I ever saw in all her years as a director. It definitely allowed her beauty to be much more prevalent.
"Yes, I always liked you," she said.
"I always liked you too," Hannah countered.
"You didn't think I was wicked," she smiled.
Hannah laughed, "I can say I never used that word to describe you."
"The irony was I wasn't remotely wicked back then," she said, "in fact I was quite the prude."
"I loved that you hired many women into positions of power," Hannah said.
"I worked very hard to make the leadership team resemble the percentage of women in the school division properly," she said.
"Well needed," Hannah nodded, as she tried to keep the conversation casual.
"May I come in?"
"Oh sorry, silly me, come in," Hannah said, opening the door wider.
"Thank you," Mrs. White said.
Once Mrs. White walked in, Hannah closed the door and asked, "Sorry, I just woke up. Can I get you a coffee?"
"Sure," Mrs. White nodded, as she looked around. "I see you're already unpacked."
"Yeah, my sisters helped," Hannah said as she put the box on the table and went to her Keurig machine.
"Yes, they are very helpful women," Mrs. White said, having used both of them many times. Mrs. White had fucked quite a few women when she was still in the education field, but never employees. No, she kept the line between work and pleasure completely separated. Yet, she did have a couple college pets who would service her, a friend she had seduced, a couple community members and a dozen playthings in other communities when she visited. While on business trips, she would sometimes even wear a strap-on under her slacks and try to find someone to fuck in a public bathroom or in the back of a vehicle or back at her hotel. Her success rate on these endeavours was over fifty percent. Right now, the idea of fucking Hannah was very appealing. The idea of fucking all her sisters at the same time even more appealing.
"Usually, they are a pain in the ass," Hannah joked, as she popped a pod in the machine.
"They do like it in the ass," Mrs. White wickedly quipped.
Hannah sighed... she couldn't have one conversation that ended up sexually.
"Sorry, perhaps too early for that kind of talk," Mrs. White added, seeing Hannah's discomfort.
"Yeah, yesterday was one shocking surprise after another," Hannah said, as the cup was getting filled.
"Did you not know what you were getting yourself into when you moved here?" Mrs. White asked, actually surprised. She was well aware what she was moving into when her old friend, Mistress Davis, invited her to move in a year after her husband passed away.
"I had not the slightest notion," Hannah answered, as she grabbed the cup and brought it to her former boss.
"Well, that isn't right," Mrs. White said, taking the coffee.
"Tell me about it," Hannah said, before pointing to the sugar on the table. "Do you take cream?"
"Please."
Hannah went to the fridge and grabbed the cream, which took a little looking as it wasn't where she would have put it, and brought it to the table.
"Thanks."
"No problem, Mrs. White," Hannah said as she went to make herself a coffee.
"Please, call me Barbara."
"Okay, Barbara," Hannah said, that sounding a little weird... although now they were equals.
"So, what brought you here?"
"Well, my husband passed a little while ago and my sisters insisted this would be a great new start for me," Hannah said as she popped the second pod into the machine.
"And were you already bisexual?"
"I am not bisexual," Hannah clarified.
"You are straight?" Barbara asked.
"Yeah."
"You are a dying breed," Barbara joked.
"What do you mean?" Hannah asked as the machine filled up her cup.
"Well, obviously everyone here is bi or completely lesbian," Barbara answered, but added, "that said, almost everyone I know plays with women sometimes."
"Really?" Hannah asked as she grabbed her cup and immediately took a sip of the burning hot liquid.
"You take it black?"
"Yeah, it's the only way I take it."
"Well, here you can have it black, but I highly recommend you try all the exotic flavours," Barbara smiled.
"I didn't mean that," Hannah stressed.
"I know," the ex-director smiled, "but it is still a great recommendation."
"I have no intention of doing any of that."
"I highly recommend you keep an open mind," Barbara said. "You only live once."
"I have lived a great life."
"I am sure you have," Barbara said. "But it is important not to let yourself die inside. I didn't know what to do after my husband passed either."
"I'm sorry," Hannah said.
"Thanks," she said. "I loved him dearly, but he also knew that I liked to explore both sides of my sexuality."
"You cheated on him?" Hannah asked, as she sat down across from Barbara.
"No, not really."
"Not really?"
"Well, he knew I had female lovers," Barbara said. "He accepted it."
"Mine never would have," Hannah said, and then wondered if that was true. He did like his lesbian porn... it was the kind he chose more often than not when they watched porn together.
"Oh, we would have loved to see you eating pussy," Barbara purred. "No man can resist that."
"I suppose that is true," Hannah laughed ever so awkwardly.
"He would probably also enjoy seeing you get eaten," Barbara added, as she moved to her former employee. "In fact, he would probably love to see you sucking a strap-on cock before you got bent over a counter, just like this, and get fucked hard."
Hannah's face instantly burned at her former director's words... nervousness washed over her as Barbara was suddenly standing beside her. "I may have given him a heart attack if I did any of that," she joked, trying to act casual about such a brazen conversation.
"Well, that would be a great way to go," Barbara shrugged, as she lifted up her dress and revealed her six-inch small strap-on dick that had been concealed underneath. "I have much bigger, but they can't be hidden so well under my dress."
"Oh my," Hannah gasped, as a black dick was suddenly right before her and actually pressing ever so slightly against her thigh.
"Like I said, I have much bigger ones, but this one also vibrates which adds a certain wicked pleasure enhancement to a good fucking," Barbara said, as she moved the dick slowly on Hannah's leg. She then leaned forward and whispered into the clearly overwhelmed and shocked still somehow straight woman's ear, allowing her hot breath to melt the ex-teacher's submissive mind, "Especially when you are getting some real good hard back shots."
Hannah felt her body tremble. The hot breath on her ear and neck instantly dampened her pussy... such actions always had. She had a few kryptonites that weakened her resolve. "Barbaraaaa."
"Have you ever been fucked from behind with a vibrating cock, Hannah?" Barbara said, moving her left hand to caress Hannah's leg.
"No," Hannah answered, "but...."
"It will rock your world," Barbara said. "Plus, I can see past your exterior?"
"My exterior?" Hannah asked, the soft, sensual touch, mixed with the hot breath on her neck and ear making it hard to focus.
"Yes, almost every female teacher I have ever worked with, including and perhaps, especially, principals, are secretly submissive sluts underneath their professional attire and demeanour," Barbara whispered, knowing her soft spoken tone usually added to the seduction... like it had in many of the seductions she had done the past few years. There was no bigger rush than turning a straight married woman, a widow, a coed into a pussy loving slut that would do anything to[?] want pussy and get fucked.
"Barbara, I...." Hannah tried to speak, but her head was spinning with sexual confusion.
"Let me fuck you, Hannah; let me fuck that needy pussy; let me show you how good sapphic sex can be," Barbara said, moving her hand under the robe and directly to the wet panty-covered pussy.
"Noooooooo," Hannah said, pushing the hand away and standing up. "I am sorry, but I am not a lesbian."
"Getting fucked by a dick doesn't make you a lesbian," Barbara pointed out, slightly shocked to be rejected. This was a rare experience for her, and unheard of in the home. Every single woman here was bi or a complete lesbian.
"I'm just not into that," Hannah replied, flustered, as she glanced down at the dick which she imagined would feel good in her long-neglected pussy... besides yesterday's surreal surprise orgasms.
"You know there is going to be a lot of women here going to try and turn you," Barbara warned.
"Turn me?"
"Yes, turn you into a pussy munching, strap-on cock taking submissive fuck toy," Barbara wickedly said, seeing the weakness in Hannah's eyes. The former teacher may not be ready yet, may not have yet accepted her fate... but it was obviously inevitable.
The nastiness of Barbara's words, a former education director, was both bewildering and successfully stimulating... God, the nasty talk turned her on. "I think I can control myself."


"I have heard that before," Barbara said as she walked back to get her coffee. "Plus, I can see it in your eyes."
"See what in my eyes?"
"Curiosity... lust... desire," Barbara said. "Your eyes betray you. The façade you're presenting is brittle and ready to break."
"Because you got me horny?" Hannah asked, getting a little annoyed.
"Oh, I got you horny?" Barbara smiled.
"Yes, not because you're a woman," Hannah clarified. "But because hot breath on my ear and neck gets me wet and I haven't been laid in forever."
"Then what is the risk of you being bent over this counter and letting me fuck you?" Barbara questioned, as she again walked to her.
"I just can't," Hannah said, even though the temptation of allowing her former boss to do exactly that was suddenly very appealing.
"It doesn't make you gay, it doesn't turn you into a lesbian," Barbara said, now again standing directly in front of the woman clearly struggling to control her inner desires. "It just scratches an itch."
"Barbara, please, I...." Hannah began, before she felt Barbara spin her around and bend her over the counter... stopping her mid-sentence... even though she wasn't sure what exactly words would have followed next.
Barbara knew when to break a woman; knew when the no was a maybe; knew when a hesitation was a slight window opening; knew when the look in the eyes mixed confusion with desperation; knew when to go in for the kill. Being a dominant Mistress to everyone here other than Madam Davis and sometimes her daughter, she took what she wanted.
So, before Hannah even had time to process what was happening, she was bent over, her rope lifted up, and the dick slid deep inside her. Her eyes went wide. Her ex-director was suddenly fucking her.
"Just relax and take it, Hannah," Barbara said softly as she slowly began fucking her. "I won't kiss you. I won't touch your pussy. I will just fuck you. You need this so bad."
"I can't believe you are fucking me," Hannah moaned while not even remotely trying to stop her, although her tone mixed shock and pleasure.
"I can stop if you wish," Barbara said, as she reached into the pocket in her dress, purposely sewn in the inside to keep the small remote control, and pulled out the remote.
"I don't know," Hannah replied, so overwhelmed with a plethora of mixed emotions. Anger at having her just slide it in her... she wasn't sure it was rape, but she also wasn't sure it wasn't. Desperation as the moment the dick filled her and began slow strokes inside her the desire to come and get fucked hard consumed her. Shock at the reality she went from talking to getting fucked in a five-second span. Frustrated at the cold hard reality that her body was betraying her and she was too weak to stop this sudden lesbian act. Alive with inner fire at being used and dominated like the submissive she was... if the dick in her pussy wasn't fake and was attached to a man, she would be begging to get fucked right now... relishing in her husband calling her a slut. "Ooooooooooh," she moaned much louder when the vibrations suddenly began inside her.
Barbara pressed the top button twice and the lower button twice which was enough to get to speed two and pattern four which was the one that made women a muddled mess with its intense pulsations varied. She then stopped, the six-inch dick deep in the moaning straight woman... very confident she had already pushed Hannah over the line of no return. "I know I started to fuck you without your verbal permission, and I'm slightly sorry for that, but it was obvious you need someone to take charge and give you the fucking you so desperately need."
"Ooooooh," was all Hannah could utter as the dick inside her vibrated like an inner tornado... the sensations unlike any toys he had ever used. She assumed the fact Barbara's body was resting against her ass added pressure to the intensity of the situation.
"So, if you want me to fuck this needy pussy, tell me," Barbara said, ninety-nine percent confident she would get the answer she expected, but since she had already been rejected once by Hannah, there was a sliver of the unknown... which oddly excited her.
"Barbara," Hannah began and paused. Yes, she badly wanted to feel that cock pumping in and out of her; yes, she wanted to feel Barbara's body slamming into her from behind, having always loved hard, deep back shots; yes, she desperately wanted to come... the brief fucking and intense vibrations and intense stop and start vibrations were creating extreme intense pleasure; but, she feared this was another step closer to submitting to the twisted lesbian cult that seemed to exist here.
"Just tell me, Hannah," Barbara said, pressing the top button twice to double the speed of the pulsations.
"Ooooooooh, fuck," Hannah moaned at the sudden increase in intensity.
"Tell me you want me to fuck you," Barbara ordered, this time with a firmer, Mistress-like tone.
The pulsations, the desire, the desperation, mixed with her natural submissive persona to obey in the heat of the moment all added up to her saying exactly what she was told to. "Fuck me, Barbara, fuck me hard."
Usually, Barbara would make a pet peg, really make her use a nasty tongue, really push her to the brink of unbridled desperate lust, but she didn't want to give Hannah any opportunity to change her mind. So, she immediately began to fuck Hannah, obliging her request to 'fuck her hard'.
"Oh yes, give it to me," Hannah pleaded. The intensity of the vibrations mixed with the hard hammering strokes had her orgasm about to erupt almost immediately.
"You really need this," Barbara said, enjoying hearing the wild moans of the former teacher. God, she wished she would have been more confident to use her strap-on on her secretary, principals and teachers. Alas, better late than never.
"Harder, Oh God, faster, fuck me, oh shit, oh give me that dick," Hannah babbled as the fire inside consumed her and her inner slut took over.
Barbara smiled at how quickly Hannah had shifted from no, to hesitant, to insatiable slut. "Come for me, slut, come on my cock," she ordered, knowing that a submissive like Hannah would be turned on by being called a slut and likely make her come quickly.
"Yes, fuck me, fuck me, fuuuuuuuck me," Hannah demanded as the name-calling, the hard back shot hammering and the vibrating dick drove her over the brink and to an intense orgasm.
Barbara smiled as she kept pumping away, wanting to make sure she gave Hannah the fuck and orgasm of her life... confident this would lead to this sweet thing begging to be bent over and pounded over and over in the future.
"Oh God," Hannah said, as the intensity of the orgasm ripped through her like a tornado that touched down multiple times. Yet, even as the first orgasm made her body have fireworks from her head down to her toes, she could feel a second orgasm already rising inside her as Barbara didn't remotely slow down fucking her with the magical vibrating cock.
"I'm not done with you yet," Barbara purred, loving these morning workouts... they were way better than a treadmill... or yoga.
"So good," Hannah said, her head spinning as she could do nothing but enjoy the orgasm and the rising second orgasm.
"I see you are indulging in the perks of the community," Sarah said, after watching her younger sister getting railed by Barbara for about thirty seconds.
"Sarah!" Hannah gasped, shocked to see her sister staring at her and equally embarrassed.
"Don't stop on my account," Sarah said, as she walked in... purposely leaving the door open.
"Oh God, stop," Hannah said, although she didn't do anything physical to stop herself from being pounded... the pleasure so powerful and the second orgasm already rising rapidly just as the first was finally fading into oblivion.
"I can't believe you got her to bend over and let you fuck her, "Sarah said, now standing right beside the lesbian act.
"She almost resisted me," Barbara said, while continuing her hard, fast, deep, strokes.
"Sarah, please leave," the younger humiliated sister pleaded, unable to do anything else but take the cock.
"Come for me again, sexy," Barbara said, just as Sarah squeezed her ass.
"Oh God, don't stop, don't stop. I'm so close," Hannah said, a few strokes later, as she gave up her weak resistance to the surreal reality her older sister was watching her get fucked by a woman with a strap-on.
"Fuck my sister, Barbara, pound that sweet pussy," Sarah encouraged, so fucking turned on by what she was witnessing. She knew her sister's fall was inevitable, but after yesterday, she wasn't convinced it would be so quick.
"Fuck off," Hannah said, trying to show at least a slight hint that she wasn't impressed her sister had walked in on her getting fucked.
"You look so hot bent over getting fucked by a hot woman," Sarah said, ignoring her sister's words.
"Shit, the morning party is in here," Bethany, a beautiful black woman in her forties, said. She loved white girls and used the twins regularly. After Janelle had finished licking her to two orgasms, the older sister told her that the younger sister wasn't a lesbian and had no idea what the community actually was.
Hannah looked to see a very pretty black woman in her room. Mortified to have another person witness her getting fucked and yet unable to do anything about it other than continue to get hammered hard. She did muster to get a sentence out, "Sarah, close the fucking door."
Bethany walked out the door and called out, "Everyone, the morning party is in the new girl's room."
"Oh, God, nooooooooo," Hannah moaned loudly as she heard the woman's words and yet as so close to coming again.
"Just take the dick, sis," Sarah said, enjoying immensely watching her sister's flustered face.
"Damn yooooou," Hannah glared at her sister as Bethany walked over and moved her hand under Sarah's dress and began to rub her pussy.
"Just let go and enjoy the fucking," Barbara said, as two other girls sauntered in.
One a pretty redhead, Wanda, who was visiting her mother, walked in, hopped on the counter right beside Hannah and ordered, "One of you sluts get between my legs now."
Bethany,who loved submitting to young white girls, while dominating older white women, a strange quirk in her sexual persona, quickly moved her hand away from Sarah and moved between the pale white girl's black stocking-clad legs.
Hannah's eyes went wide as she was suddenly witnessing an oral actbetween two women while she continued to get railed.
The other girl, a friend of Wanda's, and a natural submissive and addicted pussy licker moved to Sarah and asked, "Do you mind if I eat your pussy?"
"Please do," Sarah said. "Watching my sister get her pussy hammered is fucking driving me crazy."
"Sarah," Hannah whined, although it was mixed with a moan as the cock just kept penetrating her with ruthless strokes.
"Shut up, slut and take that dick," Sarah said, as she lifted one leg up and put it over the shoulder of the pretty young brunette... the ponytail so cute, making the young thing look even younger than the high school senior she was.
"Let me have a turn in the new slut," Olivia said, walking in with an eight-inch fat strap-on already wrapped around her waist.
"Olivia!" Hannah gasped, yet again as her ex-principal was in her room naked except for a pair of green thigh high stockings which were a strange, yet somehow sexy colour... well and a thick-looking dick. Her hands were on her hips with a determined look on her face... a look Hannah had seen many times when Olivia fought for what she wanted.
"Only if I get to fuck you while you fuck her," Barbara said, getting a serious sweat-induced workout from the marathon fucking.
"Works for me," Olivia nodded, as she walked to the kitchen counter that had started as two women having coffee into a full-blown orgy.
"Yeah, lick my cunt, you black bitch," Wanda ordered, as she loved seeing a black woman between her legs.
"Such a delicious pussy," Gabrielle mindlessly said, addicted completely to young, fresh, ripe pussy.
"Get that tongue right up there, slut," Sarah added. "I want to come when my sister comes."
"Sarah, this needs to end," Hannah said, so humiliated and yet never feeling more sexually alive. The two contradicting sensations were having a war between her moral compass and her overstimulated pussy... between her head and her cunt.
"Not until I get to fuck you," Olivia said, as Barbara pulled out after over ten minutes of straight fast-paced assault on the no longer so innocent woman's pussy.
"Olivia, we shouldn't do this," Hannah said in a daze and frustrated too, as her second orgasm had been imminent, but all of the sudden witnesses had slowed it down. Yet, even as she said this, her pussy seemed suddenly empty and she wanted cock back in her.
"Oh, I have wanted to do this to you since I heard you were the new member," Olivia said, not waiting for any response from her ex-subordinate, and slid her eight-inch fat pussy stretching cock inside the veery wet pussy.
"Ooooooooh fuck, this is soooo wrong," Hannah moaned, although her resistance was almost non-existent as the longer and thicker cock filled her up so fucking deep and spread her pussy lips so fucking wide. In a couple of strokes the orgasm simmering inside her escalated rapidly.
"Shit, sis, this dick is soaked with your cunt juice," Sarah said as she looked at the still vibrating rod attached to Barbara.
"Clean up your sister's mess, incest pet," Barbara ordered, having seen the twins eat each other's pussies, assholes many times.
"I'd love to," Sarah said, as she gently pushed the cute brunette away to get on her knees and suck off the wetness just as the buzzing stopped.
"Don't do that," Hannah said, aghast at the idea of her sister tasting her pussy, but barely able to listen to the wall of sound of moans and kinky admissions as the large cock was driving her pussy wild.
"Too late," Barbara said, as Sarah sucked on the dick.
"You haven't been munched by your sister yet?" Bethany asked, between licks of the very wet redhead's pussy... a natural redhead as the pubes were ruby red.
"God, noooooo," Hannah said, with a sound of disgust even though it was mixed with a moan that weakened her defiance of the idea of incest.
"Your sister is one of the best cunt munchers here," Wanda said.
"Yeah, no one knows how to please a pussy like a sister," Barbara added, as she pulled out of Sarah's mouth and moved to be the caboose of a short three-woman train. The longest she had ever experienced was twenty-eight... just a couple of weeks ago... which set a community record.
"In fact, your twin sisters once ate every pussy at the sorority in one evening," Wanda added.
"That was a great night," Sarah recalled, where she just lay on her back for an hour straight while young fresh pussy sat in her face; followed by an hour where she was on her knees and girls just sat down in front of her and she licked away. It was heaven.
"Let her enjoy getting her welcome fuck," Olivia said, as she placed both her hands on the wide hips of her former employee and began to really fuck her... slamming hard into her.
"Oooooooh my fucking God!" Hannah bellowed as the dick reached new unexplored depths in her pussy while the colliding of bodies enhanced the euphoria inside her.
"She doesn't eat pussy," Sarah said, as she stood back up and allowed the brunette to resume her fevered twat.
"No?" Bethany asked, surprised, as Barbara waited a moment to join the fucking as it was obvious the newest future pet was about to come.
"I'm not...a... les...biaaaaan," Hannah struggled to say as the pleasure was consuming her and her second orgasm was about to burst.
"You look pretty lesbian," Bethany smirked, looking at the red-faced white woman from between the legs of the sexy redhead.
"Get back to eating pussy, you dumb cunt," Wanda ordered, grabbing the black woman's head and shoving it deep in her sexy swamp juice.
"This just haaaaaaappennnnnnned," Hannah defended as her second orgasm cascaded through her.
"Has she ever eaten pussy?" Wanda asked.
"Never," Sarah answered, as Hannah's body trembled uncontrollably from back-to-back incredible body tingling orgasms.
"Well, then how would she know if she is a dyke or not?" Wanda questioned, as from her experience she had yet to find a woman who had not begged to eat her pussy once they sampled from her sweet treat box.
"Yeah, from my experience most white women of her age are either bi, lesbian or sexually stunted," Bethany said without moving from behind Wanda's legs and the delicious young white pussy that had its own exotic scent and taste. She added, this being true from the majority of her own experience, "Which is solved once they get that first taste of pussy."
"You have at least had your pussy pleasured by a woman, right?" Wanda asked, moving her hand to the well-fucked woman's chin and pulling her up to meet her gaze.
"Never," Hannah answered, with glazed over eyes from the utter euphoria of being fucked so damn good. Suddenly, as orgasm two continued its expansive journey through her big body, she felt Olivia stop, although the dick was buried deep inside her still.
"Enjoy the orgasm and just get ready for something really wild," Olivia instructed, as she put her hands on Hannah's shoulders.
"No more, no more," Hannah weakly echoed, as she felt like all the energy in her body had been usurped.
"Oh, we are just getting started," Olivia assured, as she felt the vibrating cock slide inside her pussy.
"I can't do this anymore," Hannah said, although she was bent over and literally pinned down.
"Welcome to Harmony Springs, sis," Sarah said as she grabbed the back of the brunette's head and began face fucking her.
"Open your eyes," Wanda ordered, as Hannah opened her eyes to see two fingers in front of her.
"What are you...." Hannah began to ask, before two wet fingers were slid into her mouth.
"Taste heaven, slut," Wanda said as she pumped her own pussy juice fingers in her mouth.
For the second time since arriving at Harmony Springs, a woman had shoved pussy juice-coated fingers in her mouth. For a second time, she was intrigued by the taste, not that she would ever admit such a thing. Plus, at the moment, every couple of seconds she was feeling the cock somehow move inside her without Olivia moving... Olivia's body resting on top of hers.
"Oh shit, slut, eat my cunt, eat it, fuck, fuck fuck!" Sarah screamed as her orgasm flooded out of her and onto the cute coed's pretty face.
Quinn lapped up the juices like a starving man finding a water trough after almost dying of thirst in the desert.
Barbara was resuming her workout... slamming into Olivia's pussy... which had Olivia's body pressing hard into Hannah's.
"I love trains," Wanda said as she began to grind her face on Bethany's face and tongue.
"Choo, choo," Barbara said as she pumped her dick.
When Sarah let go of Quinn's head, Quinn licked her lips, looked at the train and then asked, "Why isn't the new fuck toy wearing nylons?"
"She isn't?" Olivia asked, as she remained bent over getting fucked good. Barbara's vibrating strap-on cocks was a very different feel.
"What did I tell you, sis?" Sarah said as she headed towards her sister's room.
"I was supposed to be home alone," Hannah defended.
"I'll fix this," Sarah said.
"Yeah, if Madame Davis finds out, there will be hell to pay," Wanda said.
"Seriously?" Hannah said, the second orgasm dissipating, although this strange feeling of having a cock deep in her and moving randomly kept her entire body on sexual pins and needles.
"Rules are rules," Wanda said, as she was close to coming on Bethany's pretty black face.
"I don't really care about the rules," Hannah said, as she tried to show a slight show of defiance under the humiliating and excessively compromising situation.


"Look, you dumb twat," Wanda said. "Stop pretending you are not just like the rest of us. You are fucking bent over your counter with a dick in your pussy."
"It just kind of happened," Hannah said, which was the truth. One moment she was chatting with her former director, the next minute she was bent over her kitchen counter getting fucked. Since then she couldn't even begin to explain how her home was full of women, she had received two orgasms and was currently still bent over with a dick in her pussy while a very pretty redhead was right in front of her having her pussy eaten while she scolded her. "I didn't want this," she added, although she let out another moan as she said that... her body continuing to betray her.
"And you obviously protested adamantly," Wanda sarcastically teased.
"I didn't ask for this," Hannah stressed.
"Looks and sounds like you are enjoying it," Wanda pointed out.
"Oh, yeah, she loves my cock in her pussy," Olivia moaned, as her orgasm was rising as she was bent over Hannah taking the vibrating dick in her pussy.
"Ohhhhhh, Olivia, stop," Hannah moaned. The vibrating dick attached to Barbara was in Olivia, yet somehow was creating sensations inside her.
"Lift your left leg up, sis," Sarah said.
"Go away," Hannah said.
Sarah ignored her sister's protest as she bent Hannah's left leg up and then began to put the pink stocking on.
"Oh yes, slut, eat my white cunt, beg for my cum," Wanda demanded, close to coming.
"Please, Wanda, come on my tongue, nut all over my black face," Gabrielle begged, with a lustful hunger that couldn't be faked. Her pussy was burning with desire just licking a white pussy and getting her off. Gabrielle was a switch who could dominate a slut or be dominated... both sexually satisfied her, but in very different ways.
Hannah couldn't believe what she was hearing... watching... and feeling. She needed this public humiliation to end, yet the pleasure inside her was still controlling her.
"Oh yes, black bitch, don't stop, don't stop, fuuuuuuuuck!" Wanda screamed as her orgasm hit her.
Gabrielle felt a rush of sexual adrenaline cascade through her as the sweet nectar of the pretty white dominant gushed out of the pretty pink pussy and into her eager hungry mouth.
"Harder, Barbara, fuck me harder," Olivia moaned, wanting to come.
"One done," Sarah said, although she couldn't get the stocking past the knee... that would have to wait until her sister was in a different position.
"So, you allow women to fuck you," Wanda said, after about a minute of verbal silence, other than moans from women in rapture, even as she enjoyed the orgasm still washing through her, "but you don't eat pussy."
"I didn't allow this," Hannah stressed.
"Are you saying I raped you?" Barbara asked from behind her.
"N-n-no," Hannah stammered, "I didn't say that."
"Then what are you saying?" Wanda asked.
"Yes, what are you saying, Hannah?" Barbara asked.
"I-I-I don't know," Hannah stuttered, as somehow Barbara's fucking of Olivia and somehow her too didn't slow down.
"I did ask if you wanted me to stop, didn't I?" Barbara asked.
"Yes, but by then you were already fucking me," Hannah said, as her sister put a second stocking on her leg.
"You could have told me to stop," Barbara reminded her.
"I know, but...." Hannah wasn't sure what else to say. This was all true. Yes, Barbara slid that dick in her pussy without permission, but once it started sliding in and out of her and the vibrations stimulated a fire, she turned into a muddled mess of desperate to come slut.
"If you think getting fucked is good," Wanda said. "Wait until you feel any of these eager submissive cunt munching bimbo slaves can do to your pussy with their tongue."
"I just want to get fucked," Hannah said, and then couldn't believe she just said that.
"Because being bent over your kitchen counter getting railed by fake dicks isn't gay, right?" Wanda asked, her tone dripping with sarcasm.
"Fuuuuuuuuuuck," Olivia screamed, interrupting the conversation as her orgasm hit her... God, Barbara could fuck.
"Yes," Hannah answered with a moan, as somehow hearing Olivia come and feeling her body tremble against hers made her third orgasm begin to rise inside her. She couldn't recall ever having three orgasms in a row... in fact, two in the same situation had been a very rare occurrence.
"So, to clarify," Wanda said, as she gently pushed Gabrielle's head away, "you are fine with getting your white cunt pounded and being fucked like a cheap slut, but you draw the line at allowing a woman eat your pussy."
"Yes," Hannah repeated even as the third orgasm continued to somehow rise, as Barbara pulled out of Olivia.
"Bring her to the sofa," Barbara ordered.
"No, no more," Hannah protested as Olivia pulled out of her.
"Do as you're fucking told," Wanda roared, as Quinn, who had been completely silent the past few minutes, just watching the hot sexual debauchery, dropped to her knees as Sarah spun Hannah around, and pulled up the left stocking all the way to the thigh.
"Sarah, please, this has to stop," Hannah said, although her words didn't match the glazed look of lust in her eyes, as she stood there and allowed a stranger to pull up both her stockings.
"You need this, sis," Sarah said. "If you don't want to have your pussy licked or return the favour to these ladies, that is fine, but no one here needs to get dicked more than you."
"Jesus," Hannah said, bewildered by the words of her sister and the sad truth in them, as she allowed herself to then be led to the couch where Barbara was now sitting down with her legs together and her dick waiting to be engulfed by a pussy.
"Can everyone else leave?" Hannah asked, as she stared at the cock she did indeed want back in her pussy.
"Sit on my fucking cock," Barbara ordered.
Hannah avoided eye contact as she sheepishly straddled Barbara and lowered her sopping wet pussy on the vibrating cock.
"There you go, sis," Sarah said excitedly. "You are one of us now."
"No," Hannah said rather sternly, albeit with a moan, as the vibrations shook her insides and quickly had orgasm three rising.
"You got to be kidding me," Janelle gasped as she walked to see her younger sister riding a cock.
"It's not what it looks like," Hannah said, even as she began to bounce on the cock.
"You are not riding one of Barbara's vibrating dicks?" Janelle asked.
"Yeeees, but it's not that simple," Hannah said, as Janelle moved to the sofa... there was no simple way to defend what her sister had walked in on.
"Quinn, come eat my pussy while I watch my sister fuck herself," Janelle ordered.
Quinn quickly obeyed, dying to eat some more pussy, while Wanda walked over to Hannah and squeezed her ass as she ordered, "Sarah, come eat my asshole."
Sarah quickly obeyed as Olivia walked over and said, "I look forward to sitting on your face, Hannah."
Hannah didn't say a word as she bounced on the cock... shame cascaded through her as she was unable to resist from submitting. That said, she was determined to keep it to just getting fucked. No kissing... no licking... no get licked... just fucked.
Olivia walked out and Janelle said, "I figured you were going to last a little longer after your condoning of our way of life."
"It just happened," Hannah said, as she continued to ride the cock which continued to weaken her explanation.
"It often does," Janelle said, as she placed her hand on Quinn's head.
"I'm only letting myself get fucked," Hannah clarified, as another orgasm began to rise inside her.
"Stop your pretentious bull shit, slut," Wanda said, annoyed by the woman and waiting for the strap-on to arrive that she had texted one of her sluts to bring. "You're a lesbian slut just like your submissive sisters."
"I am not," Hannah protested, although the name-calling sent mixed emotions of anger and submission through her burning body.
"You are going to be the biggest fuck toy of the three," Wanda assured, winking at Janelle as she enjoyed the other sister's tongue probing her asshole. While she didn't really love anal sex, she loved feeling her rosebud bathed with wetness.
Hannah repeated, "I am not," but her loud moan weakened her attempt at firm defiance.
"Just let go, sis," Janelle encouraged, as she moaned from the experienced tongue lapping away.
"Oh fuuuuuck," Hannah moaned, as yet another orgasm was about to rip through her well fucked body as she continued bouncing on the dick.
"Here you go, Mistress," the elderly woman said, handing Wanda a ten-inch dick on a harness.
"About time," Wanda said, grabbing it.
"Desiree, welcome to the party," Janelle greeted. Desiree turned eighty, four months ago and the entire community celebrated with a massive six-hour orgy where Desiree ate and got off every single woman who lived at Harmony Springs, and a dozen guests including her two daughters and five granddaughters. This orgy was the one that convinced the twins they had to get Hannah to move here.
"Good to see you," Desiree greeted, always enjoying an orgy.
"This is my sister, Hannah," Janelle introduced.
"Hi, I'm Desiree," the elderly woman greeted, moving her hand to the pretty woman bouncing on the dick like a trampoline... she bet those tits bouncing underneath were amazing.
Hannah awkwardly moved one hand from the sofa she was using for balance to shake this fragile-looking woman's hand. "Nice to meet you," she said, while trying to keep the smooth bounces and get the impending orgasm to rip through her wanton body.
"I see you're enjoying the community culture already," Desiree said.
"It's not what it looks like," Hannah repeated her mantra, as she placed her hand back on the sofa to give herself the balance she needed to really fuck herself. While she wanted to make it clear this was just fucking and not lesbianism, she also needed to come so fucking bad.
"It looks like you're about to come," Desiree smiled, knowing an about to come face when she saw one after more than sixty years of cunt munching.
"Ooooooh fuuuuck," Hannah bellowed as she collapsed forward and her body quaked against Barbara's.
"You look so hot coming, sis," Janelle said.
"Yeah, she looks pretty damn orgasmic," Sarah added, having stood up after helping Wanda tighten the strap-on around the young petite body.
"Oh, wait until I am done with her," Wanda said.
"No more," Hannah said weakly, as this orgasm shook her to her core and she needed this humiliation to end.
"Not until I fuck you," Wanda said. "Help roll the slut over so I can fuck her."
Janelle gently pushed Quinn's eager tongue from her excessively wet pussy, and said, "Just give me a second."
"Okay," a pussy juice-coated-faced Quinn replied.
Janelle stood up, moved to her sister, who was still quivering with the after waves of the orgasm, and pulled her to the left until the dick slipped out of her.
"Please, no more," Hannah pleaded, so exhausted.
"You will want this," Janelle assured, as Hannah was moved and repositioned like slut Barbie until she was on the couch, her back resting against it and her legs spread open.
Wanda instantly moved towards the spread legs and Hannah saw the massive cock. "Please no, that will never fit," that cock way bigger than anything she had ever felt inside her.
"Desiree, give me your panties," Wanda ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Desiree obeyed, one of the few in the community allowed to wear underwear because of her inability at times to control herself when she sneezed.
Hannah heard the term 'Mistress' for a second time and couldn't fathom this woman likely in her late seventies, perhaps older, addressing such a young woman in such a submissive way. The idea of respecting your elders clearly wasn't a thing here.
Once the wet panties were in her hand, Wanda shoved them in Hannah's mouth and slid the dick deep into the whiny bitch.
Hannah's eyes went wide with her suddenly soiled panties in her mouth and the fact a huge cock was suddenly in her again.
"Take it, sis, take that big fucking cock," Janelle said, as she sat beside her sister and leaned into her shoulder, snapping her fingers and Quinn wordlessly returned to the task of orally servicing the delicious pussy.
Hannah couldn't believe this was continuing to happen. Yet again, she was being fucked. Yet again, it felt so good.
"Oh yeah, she needs this fucking," Wanda said as she pumped about eight inches of the cock in her pussy.
"Yeah, she loves it," Sarah said, just as Barbara moved behind her and slid her vibrating rod in her pussy. "Oh yes, fuck me," Sarah added, as she moved her hands to the side of the sofa.
"This is too much," Hannah said, after she spat the panties out of her mouth.
"Don't you dare disrespect Desiree like that," Wanda snapped, grabbing the panties and shoving them back into the woman's mouth.
Hannah was aghast at the scolding and the utter humiliation, yet she now remained there with her legs spread, being fucked by a massive cock attached to a very pretty bitch.
"Yes, sis, spitting out the sweet scented and tasting pussy in a pair of panties is a serious no-no," Janelle said.
Hannah didn't say a word; instead she closed her eyes and decided to just allow the pleasure of the big cock to give her yet another orgasm.
"Suck on those panties," Desiree ordered. "Enjoy my nectar."
Hannah didn't want to, but she also felt compelled to obey and also to not insult her. So, she sucked on the wet soiled panties, surprised by the subtle taste.
"Yeah, Desiree has one of the most delicious pussies here," Sarah said, as she began to get fucked good from behind.
"Absolute heaven," Janelle added, as she began to grind her pussy up and down on Quinn's pretty face.
Wanda, taking control, pulled out, grabbed Hannah's legs and pulled them up and quickly slid her dick back in the soaking wet pussy. At this angle all ten inches could easily fill up the moaning bitch.
"Ooooooooooooh," Hannah moaned loudly, as the last two inches filled her up reaching new depths inside her she didn't know existed. Wanda began slamming into her, and the euphoria of the deep hard pounding fueled the fire inside of her rapidly.
"You like this, slut?" Wanda asked.
Sarah pulled the panties out of her sister's mouth and Hannah responded although not directly to the question, while actually still answering the question, "Don't stop, harder, fuck me harder."
"Answer the question, slut," Wanda demanded, stopping buried deep inside of the glazed eyed desperate woman.
"Yes, I like it," Hannah blurted out, opening he eyes for the first time since she closed them when the fucking started.
"You like being a fuck toy?" Wanda questioned, giving five hard, deep furious strokes.
"Please, don't tease me," Hannah begged, not wanting to give in to the humiliation of the question... especially in front of her two twisted siblings.
"Say it, say you want me to fuck the shit out of you," Wanda ordered, pulling all the way out and slapping the fat swollen clit with her cock head.
"Fuuuck," Hannah trembled with the intensity of the clit hit.
"Say it," Sarah added, as she enjoyed the small buzzing back shots.
"Please," Hannah trembled as Wanda slapped her clit three more times.
"Tell me," Wanda ordered, as she tapped the clit three more times. "And I'll fuck you like you have never been fucked before."
"Fuck!" Hannah cursed, so delirious by the pleasure she actually couldn't remember what she was supposed to say anymore. She stammered, "W-w-what was the question again?"
"Do you like being my slut?" Wanda said, although she also couldn't completely recall the wording of her first demand.
"Her fuck toy," Janelle added.
"Thanks," Hannah said, glaring at her sister.
"You are welcome," the older sister replied, oblivious to the look or the tone.
"Yes, I want to be your slut," Hannah declared, her fevered pussy and natural submissiveness consuming her.
"And?" Wanda asked, sliding deep into the wet, wet pussy.
"Your fuck toy," Hannah added, doing exactly as she was told, just like she used to do when her husband made her talk nasty to him when she was near an apocalyptic orgasm.
"There you go," Janelle said, as her own orgasm was rising rapidly.
"Fucking yes," Sarah added, as she too had an orgasm building inside her body.
"Now fuck me, fuck my cunt and make me come like some cheap slut," Hannah begged desperately with a lustful desire that couldn't be faked.
"As you wish," Wanda smiled, loving seeing the look of utter desperation in a wanton woman.
"Yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me," Hannah moaned wildly after just a few rapid deep thrusts as her cunt swallowed whole all ten inches of this dick.
"Oh fuck, eat me," Janelle moaned, about to burst.
"Oh yeah, Wanda, pound my sister," Sarah added, as she moved her free hand to her clit and began rubbing herself.
"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me, yes, yes, yes!" Hannah screamed as yet another orgasm ripped through her body like a tornado in a trailer park.
"Yeeees!" Janelle screamed, allowing her orgasm to follow swiftly after her sister's, as both girls quaked against each other.
Hannah couldn't believe the pleasure that pulsated through her entire body. She had always enjoyed being fucked. She had always come from being fucked. Yet, never with such intensity.
"Harder, fuck me harder," Sarah begged, dying to come, as Wanda pulled out of her sister.
A couple dozen more strokes and the final sister had her orgasm before she shifted her body to collapse on the sofa beside her baby sister.
Hannah said, her orgasm just beginning to fade away, "We never talk about this."
"No, never," Sarah responded, although she knew they would be replaying this over and over again... although perhaps not for a little while.
Everyone headed out and Janelle said, "So, that was hot."
"What fucking part of we never talk about this was confusing to you?" Hannah said, standing up.
"There isn't any going back," Janelle said.
As her juices leaked out of her, Hannah said, "This is all too much. I am not staying here." She then stormed out and into her bedroom... locking the door.
"Let her be for now," Sarah said, knowing the situation had quickly turned precarious.
"Okay," Janelle nodded.
"Let's go and have breakfast," Sarah said.
"Your room or mine?" Janelle smiled as the two incestuous sisters went to have breakfast between each other's legs.
Hannah stared at herself in the mirror, her cheeks still red from the multiple orgasms and her eyes glazed. What happened? How did she let it happen? Why did she allow it to continue? Why didn't she say no? Stop!
She sighed as tears began to stream down her face even as she felt her pussy juices still leaking out of her well-fucked pussy.
Hannah knew she needed to leave here. If she allowed herself to be fucked by multiple women, what else would she do?
She also knew that she had never felt such intense pleasure as she had today. The vibrating dick and the massive ten-inch dick reaching new unexplored depths in her pussy were so intense. While she had always come from her husband's fucking, she had never come that hard or that many times.
She sighed again before she went to the shower and tried to wash her sins away. Alas, like Lady Macbeth, the water couldn't wash away the memories of what had just transpired.
Nor could she get past the mixed emotions. No longer horny, Hannah was disgusted by her weakness. While she could not have expected or been able to stop that first cock from sliding inside her pussy, she could have easily stopped it from continuing. Yet, she didn't. She could have demanded more forcefully for the others to leave when they entered her room. She could have prevented the continued fucking of her pussy. She definitely could have resisted the temptation and order to straddle a cock and ride it. And, of course, she could have not given in and begged and debased herself like some cheap slut.


Alas, she didn't do any of that.
Even as the warm water washed over her, the fire in her loins seemed to refuse to dissipate completely. The replaying of the debauchery she had just experienced for some reason was still making her pussy tingle.
As she got out of the shower and dried off, she told her, "That wasn't a big deal. It was just me getting fucked. I didn't eat any pussy; I didn't do anything lesbian. I was just getting fucked." Hannah repeated the last sentence a dozen times as she went to get dressed.
Hannah looked at the nylons on the floor. She pondered not wearing them. She pondered the idea of making a clear statement she wasn't going to blindly obey rules she thought were ridiculous... but... but she didn't want to offend Madam Davis.
Alas, she put on panties, put on the same stockings she just got fucked in and a long, flowered dress. She needed to talk to Madam Davis. She needed to let her know she was going to have to find a new place to live.
Hannah headed out of her room and walked directly to Madam Davis's office. Thankfully, she only passed two people, both of whom just smiled and gave her a nod, before she reached the office.
"May I see Madam Davis?" Hannah asked the secretary, a pretty blonde who couldn't be more than eighteen.
"She isn't in the office at the moment," the blonde said, "but I can page her."
"Please do," Hannah said as she looked into the blue eyes of this girl.
Mary, the secretary, paged twice, "Madam Davis to the office, please."
Once the blonde had placed the phone back down, Hannah asked, "You don't live here, do you?"
"No, I am a college student and work here in the mornings," Mary said.
"Oh, I see," Hannah said.
"You are Hannah, right?"
"Yes."
"Welcome to Harmony Springs," Mary greeted, as she stood up and walked around and gave Hannah a hug.
"Um, thanks," Hannah said, surprised by the sudden embrace. Equally surprised how the girl's sweet perfume scent enveloped her senses and the hug sent a warm rush through her body.
"Are you enjoying it so far?" Mary asked as she let the woman go.
"Um, it has been something," Hannah answered, seeing the young girl was in a plaid skirt and beige nylons that shimmered. Hannah had always loved plaid skirts, although her body frame and age led her to no longer wear them... but they were a go-to outfit in her younger days.
"Yeah, you can say that," Mary smiled, having eaten every pussy in this place and had hers eaten by almost everyone. Mary was bi and although she had just turned nineteen, she was very sexually experienced and adventurous. She was a natural switch... able to be completely obedient and submissive to a dominant or a strong Mistress to a submissive... she enjoyed each equally. It took just seconds to see that the newest resident was a submissive. Her lack of ability to make constant eye contact, her sheepish responses and her clear nervousness all screamed submissive.
"It is more than I can handle," Hannah admitted.
"Oh, really?" Mary said. "I have never heard that before."
"I'm straight," Hannah said firmly.
"Oh," Mary responded, slightly surprised by this. "You didn't know about the living conditions here?"
"I had no idea," Hannah answered. "My sisters kept that a secret."
"Your sisters?"
"Yes, Sarah and Janelle," she answered.
"Oh, I love them," Mary said, both very sexual beings and a lot of fun to be with.
"I love them too," Hannah said and then added, "as sisters. But I am pretty pissed off at them at the moment."
"I see," Mary said.
"Oh hi, Hannah," Madam Davis greeted as she walked into the outer office.
"Hi, Madam Davis," Hannah said, turning around to see her dressed in a white blouse, red skirt and black pantyhose... she looked very professional and gave no hints that she was the Mistress of a community of lesbians.
"What can I do for you?" Madam Davis asked.
"I need to give my notice," Hannah said, blurting it out before she changed her mind.
"Oh," Madam Davis said, having been informed about Hannah's first fucking by more than one resident, "well, let's discuss this in my office."
"Thank you," Hannah said, and then added, "It was nice to meet you, um...."
"Mary," the redhead offered her name.
"Mary," Hannah nodded, and thought that seemed the perfect name for this pretty girl.
"Come with me," Madam Davis said warmly before adding, "and I do not want to be disturbed, Mary."
"Yes Madam," Mary nodded, this usually meaning there was going to be a sexual encounter of some kind. She really wondered how Madam Davis was going to play this situation. "But Senator Winger is supposed to be here in fifteen minutes."
"Oh right," Madam Davis nodded, having briefly forgotten about that meeting... although meeting wasn't perhaps the right word... since it included using her double strap-on dildo to fuck both the Senator's holes after the senator ate her to multiple orgasms. "See if she can do a walk-through and enjoy herself as she wishes until I am done with Hannah here."
"Of course, Madam," Mary nodded, thinking it would be nice to maybe have the Senator eat her pussy... the hotness of a very powerful woman being on her knees, under her desk, licking her pussy was exhilarating.
Hannah's eyes went wide at the idea of Senator Winger coming here, seeing the kink that is here. She was the youngest Senator in the country and was a rising star. The thought she could possibly know about this lesbian community confused her... especially since she was married to Mark Smithers, arguably the biggest movie star in the world at the moment.
Once in the office, Madam Davis locked the door and walked to her desk. "Please have a seat."
"Thank you," Hannah said as she looked around the luxurious office. Books lined an entire wall. A long leather sofa on the other. A big window behind Madam Davis. A room that she assumed was a bathroom.
"So, are you seriously thinking of leaving already?" Madam Davis asked as she sat at her desk.
"Yes," Hannah said, then added, "I am just not sure it is for me."
"I see," Madam Davis nodded, as she pondered this. This wasn't the first time someone wanted to leave early, although it was very rare. Yet, to this day, she had yet to actually lose one. She also knew if she kept her early words to a minimum, Hannah would speak and perhaps open the door to staying all on her own.
Hannah was uncomfortable; there was something about Madam Davis that was intriguing; for some reason she didn't want to offend or disappoint her. There was a lengthy pause and Hannah hated such silences so she explained, "It's just I am not a lesbian."
"Did anyone say you were?" Madam Davis asked.
"I'm not sure, but it has been inferred for sure," Hannah replied.
"Sexuality is fluid," Madam Davis responded, again saying just enough to keep the conversation going, but stopping before finishing the thought... the idea was that it would force Hannah to respond.
Hannah wasn't sure what that meant. This morning flashed into her head and she could not deny it was the best sex she had ever had. Yet, she couldn't verbally admit that. "I am not sure what you mean."
"Well, every person, man or woman, has a dual sexuality, sometimes even more than dual," Madam Davis said, but again not explaining what she meant by that. She knew that Hannah would connect to this basic concept as behind the strong-willed woman was a submissive.
"With my husband that was true," Hannah agreed, as she was a feminist and a strong woman who had to be in the world of education; she also was a good wife and well-respected in her community back in the day; yet, behind the scenes she did like to be fucked, dominated, used as a slut.
"Yes, obviously the double life of teacher verses submissive is core to your sexuality," the sly seductress said.
Hannah hated that this woman could read her so well; yet, if she could read her so well, why didn't she also see that she wasn't interested in sex with a woman? Yet, this persona had faded with the death of her husband and her retirement. "Yes, but that is a part of my past."
"Only because you let it," Madam Davis said, this time going further. "You can ignore your true inner sexuality, but it doesn't ever go away. It is who you are."
"With a man," Hannah stressed.
"Do you believe that?"
"I do," Hannah said, although the tone of the question had her rattled a little. Madam was a powerful woman, an attractive woman, a seductive woman, and no doubt she was using her sexuality to try to seduce her.
"Do you really deep down?" Madam Davis asked as she stood up and walked around her desk.
"Um, what do you mean?" Hannah asked, feeling an instant nervousness course through her as this woman walked towards her.
"Well," Madam Davis said, as she sat on her desk right in front of her pet-to-be and slowly crossed her legs, "let me ask you something blunt."
"G-g-go ahead," Hannah stammered and then was frustrated with herself at stammering; it made her look weak and nervous.
"First, let me clarify, I know about this morning," Madam Davis said, allowing that information to marinate in Hannah's head before she had anything else.
Hannah's eyes went wide at learning this. She felt her cheeks instantly burn red. "Um, I, it just happened."
"It often does," Madam smiled warmly, as she allowed her left heel to dangle off of her toes. It had often had a magical, almost hypnotic power before a woman.
"I didn't want it to happen," Hannah said, which was true, yet as she had accepted, she had done nothing to stop it.
"Really?" Madam asked, "My sources tell me you seemed to be quite willing."
If Hannah could look in the mirror, she would see her cheeks were the reddest they had ever been. "Well, I...."
Madam Davis assisted the rattled woman, "It's okay. I am not judging you."
"It-it-it just happened," Hannah stammered, unable to make eye contact with this woman and instead focused her attention on the dangling shoe. Ironically, she found this slightly sensual.
"I could see how the first time could just happen," Madam Davis smiled warmly, her heel swinging teasingly on the tip of her toes, "but what about the other orgasms?"
"I don't know," Hannah replied, unable to give a real answer to the question, other than her inner truth, "well...."
"Well, what?"
"Well, it's kind of embarrassing," Hannah whispered, still unable to make eye contact, as she watched the shoe dangle so delicately.
"If you have not caught on," Madam Davis continued, "there is no such thing as embarrassing here."
"Well, I have been embarrassed pretty much since I got here."
"Far enough," she laughed, "but I promise that will fade if you allow yourself to just let go."
"I did and I got fucked for over half an hour," Hannah bluntly said.
Madam Davis let out a major roar, which made Hannah finally look up and make eye contact. "Shit, I wasn't expecting you to say that. So, let's help you become more comfortable."
"How so?"
"Let's both take off our clothes and continue this conversation without any clothes on," Madam Davis suggested, getting off the desk and beginning to take off her blouse.
"Really?" Hannah asked, even though she was watching Madam unbutton her blouse.
"Yes, you have been naked before around women."
"Of course," Hannah said.
"So, let's just continue our conversation free of our outer exterior clothing that hides who we truly are," Madam Davis suggested.
"I don't know," Hannah said.
Madam Davis, her blouse now open, and her dark black skin revealed and her breasts now only hidden by a white lace bra, grabbed Hannah's hands and pulled her off the chair. "Just let go," she repeated the advice as she grabbed the sundress and pulled it up and over Hannah's head before the prey even had time to think.
"Oh my," Hannah said, with a shiver as she was suddenly only in bra, panties and stockings.
"You have an amazing voluptuous body, Hannah," Madam Davis complimented, tossing the sundress aside. "You shouldn't hide it."
"I don't really hide it," Hannah said.
"Well, you don't showcase it," Madam Davis said, as she cupped her own breasts. "I say flaunt what your Momma gave you." She then unclasped her bra and tossed it away too, revealing her very big black breasts.
"I was taught to be conservative in public," Hannah said.
"Well, we are not in public, are we?" Madam Davis smiled as she moved to Hannah, reached around and unclasped Hannah's bra.
"I g-g-guess not," Hannah stammered, as she was suddenly no longer wearing a bra and was wondering how she kept getting herself in such situations. Yet, even though she was nervous, she wasn't really uncomfortable.
"There, isn't that better?" Madam Davis asked, as she stood in front of Hannah, topless, but still wearing her skirt.
"It's weird," Hannah admitted, "but not completely uncomfortable."
"I will often walk around the office topless," Madam Davis said. "These titties don't love being confined."
"I can see why," Hannah said, very impressed by the firmness of the woman's large tits.
"Feel them," Madam Davis said, grabbing Hannah's hands and placing them directly on her tits.
Hannah's eyes went wide as she was suddenly cupping the Madam's breasts. Besides being incredibly heavy, she was captivated by how large the areola region was... almost double her own. Also, the three different colours were a perfect piece of art. Her pink hard nipples surrounded by a light brown almost perfect circle and then framed so elegantly by Madam Davis's perfect dark chocolate skin. "They are perfect," Hannah said, unsure what else to say... even as she held them in her hands... the contrast between their two skin colours was equally fascinating in a purely innocent way.
"These babies have got me in and out of a lot of trouble," Madam Davis said, including out of more than one speeding ticket and into a plethora of fun, kinky and outrageous sexual situations.
"I bet," Hannah laughed, hers having been a blessing on a couple of occasions in the past, but now more a hindrance as they were back breakers.
"I'm sure you have used these puppies to get out of trouble yourself," Madam Davis teased, as she moved her hands over Hannah's breasts and cupped them. "Damn firm for your age."
"Yeah, they are somehow still defying gravity," Hannah joked, not at all surprised to have her tits cupped suddenly. In truth, Madam Davis's warm soft hands were a nice feeling on her cold breasts.
After a few more seconds, while both cupped, but didn't squeeze the other's breasts, in a strange stand-off of who would first, Madam Davis moved away and hopped back up on her desk.
"So, you still haven't told me what you stopped earlier," Madam Davis said, continuing a conversation from minutes ago as if there had not been a lengthy pause and undressing.
"What do you mean?" Hannah was unsure what she meant, even as she tried to not stare at the amazing tits... it was like the hard nipples and large areola area were drawing her in. She could actually feel her mouth water a little bit. She did love having her nipples sucked... it was an instant pussy dampening guarantee... and for the first time ever wondered what it would be like to suck on another woman's nipples.
"You started to say something, but stopped partway through," Madam Davis reminded her.
Hannah pondered this before remembering what the conversation had been about. "Well, it's embarrassing."
"And we have already established nothing here is embarrassing," Madam Davis pointed out. "It's why we are topless here."
"Fine," Hannah sighed a little dramatically before she admitted, "In the heat of the moment, I am quite submissive."
"I know."
"You know?"
"Yes, I am very good at reading people," the seductress said, plus for some reason even most strong-willed dominant women shifted to submissive in the presence of her... although she kept that to herself. She had had many women in positions of power submit to her: politicians, lawyers, celebrities, a few members of royalty, including an actual Queen and a wife of a high-up member of the KKK (which was wickedly delicious).
"I thought I was too," Hannah said, replaying the shock of her sisters as well as two members with power in the education system.
"So, it was your submissive side that allowed you to give in so easily this morning?"
"I don't know," Hannah said, unable to properly answer the question. "It just happened."
"Did you enjoy it?"
"Yes, but that isn't the point," Hannah said, as she knew there was no point lying to this woman; it was obvious she was a smart woman.
"Isn't it?" Madam Davis asked.
"I didn't have a choice," Hannah said, just like she didn't have a choice when she allowed herself to be undressed and now sits almost naked in the Madam's office.
"No?" Madam asked. "It sounds like you could have stopped it at any given point."
"I know, but...."
"It just happened," Madam Davis finished Hannah's statement, but with a smile on her face.
"Yeah," Hannah said with a slight, defeated sigh.
"It's okay to be submissive," Madam Davis said. "It's actually incredibly common."
"I know," Hannah said, "I mean I had no problem being submissive in the bedroom with my husband, but here with strangers and women."
"It's different," Madam Davis said.
"Yeah."
"But that natural submissiveness inside you is not gender biased," Madam Davis said.
"Pardon?" Hannah asked, a little distracted by the swaying of the heel... it was a little like a hypnotist's watch.
"Submissive tendencies are not based on gender," she reworded, "In other words, if you are submissive to a man, you will almost always be submissive to a woman or even a trans person," Madam Davis waxed on poetically.
"I guess," Hannah said, thinking how easily she allowed herself to be fucked and fucked and fucked.
"And there is no shame in that," Madam Davis said, as her heel dangled precariously from her toes. "If you enjoyed it."
"I did, but...." Hannah began to respond, just as the heel slipped off her toe and landed on the floor. Hannah glanced at the perfectly painted red toenails that seemed to shimmer encased in the nylons.
"Could you be a dear and get that for me?" Madam Davis asked politely... a test... a simple one.
"Yeah, sure," Hannah said, getting off the chair and bending down to get the heel.
"Can you put it back on?"
"Sure," Hannah agreed, and put the heel back on.
"Thank you," Madam Davis said.
"Of course," Hannah said.
"See," Madam Davis said.
"See what?" Hannah asked as she sat back on the chair.
"You instantly did what you were told," Madam Davis pointed out.
"I was just being nice," Hannah said, not seeing that as a submissive act at all.
"Perhaps," Madam Davis said as she leaned back, allowing her big tits to sway ever so slightly... purposely drawing Hannah's attention to them.
Hannah couldn't stop staring at Madam's tits; the slight sway added to the hypnotic surreal sensations of this entire situation.
Madam Davis lingered there in a sexy pose for a few seconds before she changed the subject as she continued to push the submissive further along the road to utter submission, "Now, even I was a little shocked to hear the language that escaped your pretty lips this morning."
"I get kind of verbal in the heat of the moment," Hannah responded, feeling her cheeks blush at the statement and the reality that this woman knew the entire debauchery she allowed to happen this morning.
"I understand," Madam Davis smiled. "I can too."
"Really?"
"Of course," the seductress responded. "During intimacy, the raw truth of who you really are comes out."
"I'm not sure that is the real me," Hannah said.
"Oh, Hannah," Madam Davis said as she got off her desk. "Sex is where our true raw truth comes out. In the heat of the moment, all facades are broken, all masks come off and the real you comes alive."


"Then I am a submissive slut," Hannah half-heartedly joked.
"Well, what happened this morning was the real you. The you that you truly want to be."
"I don't think so," Hannah said, but she was flustered again.
"Hannah," Madam Davis said, as she walked back around to her desk, "I know so." After a pause, she added, "Trust me. You may not have come to accept it yet, but you are bisexual."
"No, I may have allowed them to fuck me, but I didn't do anything lesbian like any oral or receive any oral," Hannah defended, although she was almost completely naked in a woman's office and had felt up and been felt up by another woman.
Madam paused at her desk and said, as she ignored the weak rational, "You understand that a woman can give much better oral orgasms than a man."
"Maybe," Hannah said, recalling the power of those strap-on dicks and the intensity of her orgasms, yet refused to admit it, "but I'm not a lesbian."
"Oh Hannah," she sighed as she opened her desk and reached for her strap-on. "I am an expert at seeing through the façade of a woman and getting to the true inner soul."
"Then that would make me a submissive insatiable slut," Hannah repeated her assessment of herself, recalling just how intense the pleasure was this morning which sent a tingle to her well-fucked but still somehow slightly horny pussy.
"You said it, not me," the head of the community said as she pulled out the strap-on.
"Oh my," Hannah gasped, her eyes going wide at a massive dick on the harness.
"Like it?" Madam Davis asked.
"It's very impressive," Hannah said. It looked to be ten inches, but even thicker than the earlier ones that had been inside her.
"Yeah, it's my favourite," Madam Davis said. "I have longer, I have thicker, but this one is the perfect size in length and girth to make anyone come. Plus, the slight curve helps it give epic fucking G-spot orgasms."
"I imagine it is," Hannah said, mixed emotions spinning inside her. She came here to end this sexual debauchery, but obviously, this amazing woman had other plans. Part of her knew she should get up and leave; another part of her wanted to bend over the desk and take all ten inches of the fat fuck stick. These two polar opposite mindsets went to war inside her even as she stared at the massive cock... and her pussy tingled as it sided with the whole 'bend over the desk and get that pussy pounded' side.
"Have you ever worn one of these?" Madam asked, surprising her.
"Pardon?" Hannah asked, even though she had heard the question.
"Have you ever worn a strap-on dick?" Madam Davis repeated, holding it in front of her chest.
"No."
"Well, if you are considering leaving," Madam Davis said, "I can't let you leave without at least letting you get to wear one once."
"Pardon?" Hannah repeated, again hearing the words, but not processing them.
"I want you to fuck me," Madam Davis said bluntly.
"Really?" Hannah asked.
"Well, you prevented my morning cunnilingus. I was going to review from Senator Winger, although I'm sure she is getting her fair share of pussy from our residents today," Madam Davis said, as she walked to the stunned recruit, "but my pussy has been neglected and that is something I can't have."
"Senator Winger?" Hannah questioned, although based on all she had learned in just twenty-four hours, this shouldn't have surprised her. She was equally bewildered by the reality that this beautiful woman wanted her to fuck her.
"Yeah, she is one of the best pussy munchers I have ever experienced," Madam Davis said, which was true. The Senator had been eating pussy for decades and had a magical tongue and an equally magical gift that she could find any woman's G-spot. "Plus, she is a G-spot detective."
"What?" Hannah said, so overwhelmed with information.
"She can find any woman's G-spot," Madam Davis clarified, as she gently grabbed Hannah's two hands and pulled her up.
"Oh," was all Hannah could muster as she continued to be overwhelmed.
"So, will you fuck me?" Madam Davis asked, now looking down at her newest pet-to-be... although she was taking a very unorthodox approach. She added, "This doesn't make you a lesbian for the record."
"You want me to fuck you?" Hannah asked, even though that was obviously exactly what this black beauty wanted.
"Yes, I was all horny, looking forward to Senator Winger's tongue and finger getting me off and now, since you may be leaving much sooner than I had anticipated, it's the least you can do for me, "Madam Davis said rather pragmatically, as if this was just the logical and only solution.
Hannah had assumed the Madam was a Mistress; in fact others had referred to her as that, so this was quite a surprise. In her mind, for whatever reason, a Mistress didn't get fucked... she did the fucking.
Not hearing a no, she lowered to her knees, not a position she was often in, the Madam usually the dominant in the sexual encounter, but desperate times call for desperate measures, and said, "Lift up your left foot."
Hannah mindlessly did as she looked down at the black woman in awe.
"Now the right," Madam ordered.
Again, Hannah obeyed, so stunned by what was transpiring and also a little curious about being able to fuck the head of the community. Finally, as the Madam began to pull the harness up Hannah's stocking-clad legs, she asked, "Have my sisters fucked you?"
"No, they have not," Madam answered, as she made her way up to the waist, resisting the temptation of rubbing the pussy suddenly right in front of her, just hidden by a pair of panties.
"Why me?" Hannah asked, even as she got a rush of adrenaline at the reality that if she did this, she would have something on her two sisters... a real bragging chip. Hannah was indeed a competitive woman.
"Because I'm horny, because I want to let you feel the power of the cock, because it's obvious you have a perverse side hidden behind that sweet outer demeanour and I hope it somehow helps you reconsider your decision to leave."
"Well, I have always had a secret side that before today only my husband knew about," Hannah admitted, as Madam Davis stood up and tightened the harness around her waist.
"We all do," the Madam purred, her hot breath blowing onto Hannah's ear and neck.
"Everyone?" Hannah asked.
"Every single person... man or woman," Madam assured. "The only difference is that women hide their sexual perversion a lot more than men do."
"I guess that is true," Hannah said, thinking about her past relationships.
"Women protect their public persona at all costs," Madam Davis said, "including for many never being truly sexually satisfied."
"I was truly sexually satisfied when my husband was alive," Hannah stressed.
"Then you are already a very lucky woman," Madam Davis smiled, as she walked back in front of Hannah, bent over her desk, lifted up her skirt, revealing she was wearing a garter-belt and stockings and no panties. Of course, she never wore panties; no one wore panties, so this wasn't a surprise. If Hannah stayed, she would point out this expectation. "Now, fuck me. Give me that big dick."
"You sure?" Hannah asked, even though it was obvious she wanted it since she was bent over and her beautiful big black butt was bent over asking for it.
"Yes, Hannah, fuck me, fuck me right now," Madam Davis demanded, looking back at the white woman with a firm authoritarian tone.
"Okay," Hannah said, a little startled by the woman's demanding tone, although equally turned on by it. Also, she felt a surreal sense of excitement coursing through her. There was something strange and empowering about having a dick. She couldn't explain it, but she wanted to fuck her... she wanted to pound her... she wanted to make her come....
Hannah moved behind the black woman and positioned her cock at the pretty pink pussy. Deciding to be a man, or at least be like her husband, she decided to tease her first... rubbing her dildo cock head up and down the wet pussy lips.
"Ooooh, you tease," Madam Davis moaned, hoping that his would awaken a new side inside Hannah... one that would start a lesbian fire inside her. "Just shove it in and fuck me."
Hannah considered making her beg, but wasn't sure how far she could push it with someone as powerful as Madam Davis and so she slid her dick inside and watched in voyeuristic awe as it disappeared between the beautiful black ass cheeks.
"Oh yeah, bitch, that's it, fuck this black pussy," Madam Davis moaned. Sure, while she was usually the one doing the fucking, she did enjoy the rare role reversal where she was the one being fucked. That said, she still usually stayed in charge.
"Yeah, you like this," Hannah said, as she began slowly pumping in and out rather tentatively, feeling a pleasurable pulsation against her own pussy with each thrust inside. Also, a dominant side began to emerge, a side she didn't know existed.
"Don't make love to me, fuck me," Madam Davis demanded. "Slam that big body of yours into me. Hammer my hole. Fuck me."
"You want it hard?" Hannah asked, as she pulled all the way out and obliged, slamming into her... just like she liked to be fucked from behind... hard and rough... her tits swaying wildly.
"Yeah, fuck me like a man," Madam Davis said, looking back at her.
"All right," Hannah said, shocked at just how much fun this was... the power that was enveloping her. She placed her hands on Madam Davis's hips and began fucking her... slamming into her with firm force from behind.
"Oh yes, Hannah, like that," Madam Davis moaned loudly. "Give me all that cock. Fuck the shit out of me."
"That would be another hole," Hannah wickedly said, as the adrenaline continued to course through with each deep thrust.
"Oh, I take it up there too," Madam Davis said, enjoying a good sodomy. She then added, "I bet you love it up ass too, don't you, slut?"
"I plead the fifth," Hannah smiled, which she knew was a non-answer in the affirmative... but the wicked sex act, the thrill of wearing a dick, and the power of being the fucker instead of the fuckee was exhilarating.
"Oh yeah, you love a big dick up that big white ass," Madam Davis moaned, enjoying the fucking but also making sure to be pushing Hannah to open up and be drawn more into the wicked web of sin.
"Fine, I used to love getting my asshole pounded," Hannah admitted, before adding, "although usually only after some wine for some liquid courage."
"Liquid courage," the black woman moaned with a slight chuckle.
"It does dissolve insecurities," Hannah said, without missing a stroke. She had to admit, as she could feel sweat beginning to drip down her forehead, that this was quite the workout... especially as her tits swayed and bounced like a crate of basketballs tipping over.
"Well, maybe we need to get you drunk," Madam Davis said.
"Maybe," Hannah responded, so in the moment that she wasn't thinking of the future and would definitely let this black woman fuck her asshole. It had been so long that there may actually be cobwebs at her rosebud entrance.
"Now hammer my hole," Madam Davis said, feeling she had been pretty successful in her plan so far. "Show me you can fuck."
Instead, Hannah pulled out and ordered, really getting into the role of dominant, "Beg, slut, beg for this cock."
Madam Davis was shocked... she could not remotely remember the last time someone had had the gall to call her a slut.
After Hannah uttered the words, especially calling the black goddess a slut, instantly regretted them... had she gone too far?
Madam turned her head around, horny as fuck, and replied, "Please, fuck me. Make me your black fuck toy. Hammer my hole. Turn me into your slut, your pet, your slave."
Hannah secretly sighed with relief and slid the cock back in now oozing with confidence. She was also wildly horny. With each deep thrust as she slammed into Madam Davis, the end of the dick rubbed her swollen desperate clit through her panties. "Come for me, slut, come all over my big fat cock."
"Oh fuck, more, you nasty bitch, more," Madam Davis moaned, liking the verbal debasing... something she was usually on the giving end, not the receiving.
"Today this is my cunt," Hannah moaned, as she somehow gave and received pleasure at the same time and her body was on fire as she found a new persona inside her.
"Oh yes, you own my cunt, Hannah, you own this nigger slut," Madam Davis wickedly declared, something she had never done before with a white woman... she used the 'N' word. Yes, she had used it when dominating a white woman, but never uttered the word in a rare submissive act.
Hannah was stunned by the words she heard even as a wild wave of ecstasy coursed through her. In no way did she consider using the word herself, but hearing the most powerful woman in this community declare she owned this cunt and use the 'N' word was exhilarating and made her pussy burn.
"Come for me, slut, come all over my dick," Hannah ordered.
"Oh yes, harder, harder," Madam Davis begged, her orgasm so close.
"I own this cunt, slut; I own this cunt, my sexy bitch," Hannah continued, as she reached around and squeezed Madam Davis's tits, although it was awkward, as Madam Davis's chest was resting on the desk.
"Oh yeah," Madam Davis moaned, "give it to me, fucking dominate me."
"Come for your white Mistress," Hannah added, the closest she would come up with to use in this wicked moment.
"Oh yes, Mistress, fuck me, fuck me, make me your slut slaaaaave," Madam Davis rambled on and then screamed as her orgasm hit her like a ton of bricks.
Hannah wasn't sure what to do now that Madam Davis was coming... so she kept the fast paced deep hard thrusts going. She really didn't want this thrilling power trip to end. She may not be a lesbian, but she could sure fuck one. Ironically, like being fucked by a woman with a cock, she didn't find being the one doing the fucking as a real lesbian act. Sure, it was semantics and just her weak rational to keep her straight girl dignity, but for now it was what it was and it was the thread she was going to hang on to.
"Oh shit, Hannah," Madam Davis weakly said, actually surprised to have such an intense orgasm coursing through her... or the fact that as the dick continued pounding her pussy throughout her orgasm, she could feel a second orgasm already building even as the other one hadn't even begun to dissipate.
Not wanting it to end and listening to the sounds escaping Madam Davis's lips, Hannah took control and said, "We are not stopping at just one orgasm."
"You bad girl," Madam Davis purred.
"You may have awakened a beast," Hannah said, sweat really dripping down her now.
"A fucking stud," Madam Davis corrected, as she continued to enjoy the hard deep back shots.
"Not a word I figured would ever be used to describe me," Hannah laughed slightly.
"If you fuck like this, you will be very popular here," Madam Davis assured, planting seeds for the white woman to stay.
"I don't know about that," Hannah said, although instantly the idea of fucking some of the women here... especially Olivia and Barbara... sent yet another warm wash of pleasure coursing through her.
"I think you may come just fucking me," Madam Davis said, knowing that this strap-on was made to press and rub against the clit and thus gave the fucker some great stimulation. Usually, Madam Davis would fuck a pet to orgasm, take off the harness and sit on their face to get off... she loved that power position.
"This is pretty fucking pussy leaking," Hannah admitted as she continued her extension workout.
"Yeah, most strap-ons don't position quite so perfectly against the clit," Madam Davis explained, as she decided she needed a new position. "Now lie on the floor, time for me to ride that dick."
"Okay," Hannah replied, as she pulled out a little happy for a new position as she was actually getting a little tired. The reasons her hubby changed positions so much now make sense. Yet, seeing a glimmering amount of sweat between Madam Davis's ass cheeks, she mindlessly bent down and licked it all up.
Madam Davis smiled slyly, but didn't say anything... this wasn't the time.
Hannah then got on the floor and lay down, wondering why she had just done what she did.
"I'm going to ride that dick so fucking good," Madam said, as she got out of the skirt.
"Okay," Hannah repeated, as she watched the black beauty straddle her and lower herself on the dick.
"You like wearing a dick, don't you?" Madam Davis asked, as she swallowed the ten-inch dick with ease.
"It's definitely a different experience," Hannah said, as the powerful woman began riding the dick... each movement also rubbing against her own clit.
Madam Davis warned, as her jugs began bouncing every which way, "I hope you don't mind, but I like my tits to roam free when I fuck and they literally have a mind of their own.
"They sure do," Hannah joked, as she watched the tits bounce. She used to love the feeling of her huge jugs (what her husband loved to call them) played with when she was on all fours getting hammered, on her back getting pounded or straddling his cock and bouncing on it like it was a trampoline dick. So, the temptation to reach up and cup them again was growing.
"I bet those big white jugs look hot flapping around," Madam Davis said as she continued unbuttoning hers.
"Oh my God!" Hannah gasped, albeit with a moan as Madam's movements were really working her clit over.
"What?" the seductress asked, smiling slyly at the woman's moans, knowing exactly the power she had over this woman, in this position and this dick.
Hannah answered, as her eyes couldn't stop staring at the jugs, "My husband always called my tits jugs."
"Better than mine, he called them udders," Madam Davis said, as she cupped them.
"Jesus, I would have killed him," Hannah said, although in the heat of the moment she likely would have allowed it... but once the sexual encounter was over and her libido cooled down, they would have quite the chat.
"The first time he almost lost his balls," Madam Davis smiled, as she let go of her puppies and allowed them to hopefully continue to push Hannah more into the wonderful world of lesbianism.
"I bet," Hannah said, although she was more than slightly distracted by the large black breasts and large nipples right before her eyes and watering mouth.
"But like you," Madam Davis said, as she leaned her body forward to allow her tits to get closer to Hannah's face, "to a man I can be very submissive and let them do to me things I couldn't imagine."
"Tell me about it," Hannah said, thinking of the first time she allowed herself to be sodomized and then walked around the beach in Mexico with cum leaking into her bikini bottom.
"You and I are very alike," Madam Davis said, as she leaned even more forward so her tits were swaying and hovering right above Hannah. She also shifted from bouncing on the cock to grinding on it... knowing that would create constant pleasurable friction directly on Hannah's clit. She wanted the temptation to suck on her nipples to overwhelm the white woman.
"I would never have imagined thaaaaat," Hannah said, with a moan as the pleasure that had been teasing her clit throughout the fucking had suddenly become completely constant and intense. Also, suddenly all she could see were two huge black tits, large areolas and stiff pink nipples. Maybe it was the position, maybe it was because they were Madam Davis's tits, maybe it was the stimulation against her clit, but she was rather captivated by the tits above her. The idea of cupping them and sucking on the nipples was all she could think about.
"Yeah, we can likely have a lot of fun together," Madam Davis replied, hinting at the wicked naughtiness the two could do... knowing it was only a matter of time before this confused woman was munching pussy and having her own munched.


"Really?" Hannah asked, her orgasm building inside her with a fierce fire.
"Oh yeah, Hannah," Madam Davis said, making sure her hypnotic tits were swaying and just hovering above the white woman she was seducing, "we could get each other in soooooooo much trouble."
"That is what I am afraid oooooooof," Hannah replied, the slow grinding from the Madam bringing her to the brink of eruption.
Madam Davis knew she had Hannah exactly where she wanted her... near the brink of an epic orgasm... and in the mindset where the white woman would be willing to agree to almost anything. "I want you to stay here."
"Here?" Hannah asked.
"At Harmony Springs," Madam Davis clarified as she really grinded on the dick, which simultaneously grinded on this poor moaning woman's clit.
"I don't knoooooow," Hannah moaned, although this situation was a very convincing case.
"No one will turn you into a lesbian, no one will make you eat pussy, and no one will eat you," Madam Davis said, but added, "although I bet you would be an amazing pussy pleaser."
"Oh, I would be," Hannah oddly replied, although she meant it in a less sexual way than it came across. It was just that if she did something she did it all in and always wanted to be the best she could be at it. Why she could deep throat cock so well, for example.
"You would look so sexy between my legs," Madam Davis said, continuing to push the envelope.
"I imagine you would look equally sexy between mine," Hannah replied, playing along in such a state of near rapture.
"Come for me, Hannah, come you sexy slut," Madam Davis ordered, as she shifted from slow grinding to aggressive bouncing, knowing this would make the white woman go ape shit.
"Oh fuck, fuck, fuck, fuuuuuck," Hannah bellowed as her orgasm came in just seconds after being ordered to.
"That's it," Madam Davis purred, as she watched the hot orgasmic face of this pretty white woman... God, it never got old seducing straight women and awakening a new side of them. Plus, nothing was hotter than a woman's orgasm face... so sexy... so vulnerable... so pure.
"God!" Hannah weakly said, as the orgasm hit her hard even as Madam Davis kept bouncing on the dick.
"Now, my turn," Madam Davis said, as she leaned back and really bounced on the dick... allowing her melons to bounce wildly. "Suck on my nipples, Hannah, suck on my big titties so I can come."
"Okay," Hannah immediately said, partly because she was told to, partly because she wanted to make her come again and partly because she so desperately wanted to as they had been tempting her for minutes.
Madam smiled as she felt hands cup both her tits and a warm pair of lips suck on her left nipple.
"Oh yes, Hannah, keep sucking on my tits," Madam moaned and ordered, her orgasm imminent, but she was holding back as long as she could.
In a lustful daze, even as her orgasm washed over her, she went back and forth between both tits and nipples... squeezing and sucking,
"Don't stop, Hannah, don't fucking stop," Madam Davis moaned, enjoying watching and feeling this obedient, desperate woman obey.
"Come on me," Hannah encouraged, as her body kept trembling from the amazing orgasm and she kept sucking on the tits wanting to make her come again. "Come for me, my black slut."
"I'm going to nut all over your dick, baby," she assured, her own second orgasm dangerously close.
Hannah had never heard the term 'nut' before but she just kept worshipping the black jugs and allowed this big beautiful black woman to get herself off on top of her. Suddenly, an idea popped into Hannah's mind and she bucked her ass up to fuck Madam."
"So, you nasty fucking bitch," Madam Davis screamed, as the sudden deep thrust.
"This is my cunt, remember, slut?" Hannah said, while still cupping and sucking.
"Yes, it is yours," Madam responded, near eruption. "Don't stop, oh fuck you're a natural fuck machine."
"Come, my sexy slut, come on my big dick, come like the slut you are," Hannah rambled off while doing the best multitasking of her life.
"Oh fuck, yes, fuuuuck," Madam Davis bellowed, a dozen strokes later, knowing that her secretary would hear her primal screams and know exactly what was happening between closed doors. As her orgasm hit her, she purposely collapsed forward so her huge flapjacks, a term one man had the balls to call them, landed directly on the white woman's face.
Hannah smiled as she lay there with the huge heavy tits resting on her face. A complete exhilaration as she felt Madam Davis's entire body tremble against hers.
"Oh, God, so good," Madam Davis moaned, as she continued resting her entire body on Hannah... purposefully.
It was another minute, as Hannah lay there sweaty and spent. The orgasm was amazing and she almost wanted Madam Davis to resume fucking... although that ship had likely sailed. Another part of her was tempted to resume cupping and sucking those big breasts... yet now that the sexual activity was done it would seem more lesbian than it did the raw passionate moment; yet, she also knew, she had to be strong or she would succumb into the twisted lesbian community completely... although the line had already greyed completely with what just transpired. She had way crossed the line... two different times today... and it wasn't even lunch. Fuck, she had come here to declare she was moving out and instead she was currently wearing a strap-on having fucked the head of the community to an orgasm and then had one herself as she lay on the floor. How did this keep happening to her?
Finally, Madam Davis slowly moved up, although she remained on top of her and said, "Thanks, I needed that."
"I can't believe that just happened," Hannah said, the orgasm finally fading away.
"Did you enjoy it?"
"I have to admit I did," Hannah responded, knowing there was no point in lying about it.
"Yeah, you are obviously a switch," Madam Davis smiled down.
"A switch?" Hannah asked, yet another term she had not heard before.
"Yes, a woman who can be dominant or submissive," Madam Davis explained and added, "and enjoy both roles."
"Well, I never once in my life had considered using a strap-on, never mind fuck a woman," Hannah answered, feeling her body so sweaty from the wicked unique unintentional workout.
"Yet, once you had that harness around your waist you felt a rush of adrenaline and a shift in the power dynamics, didn't you?" Madam Davis continued, allowing this to continue even after the sex act... more seeds needed to be planted.
"Yes," Hannah said, surprised by Madam Davis's very accurate assessment of what she felt. "That is exactly how I felt."
"You see, you have lived your whole life in a man's world, being a man's woman," Madam Davis explained. "And while there is nothing wrong with that, and as I told you earlier, I too once lived that way, but that doesn't allow your true sexuality to come out."
"This doesn't make me a lesbian," Hannah stressed, even though she knew deep down she was getting very mixed and confusing feelings about her sexuality even as she continued to admire those perfect fucking tits.
"I didn't say you were," Madam Davis said. "But I am saying that you are much more sexually than just a woman who was born to be a fuck toy for a man."
"I was more than a fuck toy," Hannah responded.
"I didn't mean that in a mean way," she said. "But in the bedroom, you were his submissive, his slut, his fuck toy, were you not?"
"Well, yes, but...." Hannah began.
"Hannah," Madam Davis interrupted, placing her finger on Hannah's lips, "there is nothing wrong with that. Every woman has two sides to them... a submissive and a dominant. The key is to explore both sides and allow your true truth to be allowed out to play."
"But, what if it gets out of control?" Hannah asked, worried that she would become obsessed with this sexual raw passion. The strap-on still on her waist and still in Madam Davis, she was tempted to continue fucking this woman and that scared her.
"Well, I'm not sure control is the heart of the matter," Madam Davis said, seeing she was drawing Hannah in perfectly. "What is most important is allowing yourself to live freely without judgement and that is why this community was made."
"But why is it only a lesbian community then?" Hannah asked.
"We wanted to create a safe place away from the male hierarchy where women are free to be themselves without the contradictory moral code of a society that is completely fucked up," Madam Davis explained with passion. This wasn't just about convincing Hannah, but this was her core belief.
"I see," Hannah said, as she pondered this.
Madam Davis finally got off the strap-on and assisted Hannah in getting off the floor. "I do hope you reconsider your decision to leave, Hannah. You are a great woman and one who I believe is really at a fork in the road."
"I am?" Hannah said.
"Yes, and I know it's a silly comparison, but you do have two very different roads your life could go," Madam Davis said. "One, you leave and go back to the life you lived before these revelations and the reality that you are sexually way more than you ever thought you were but ignore it, or you stay here and explore that intriguing, exciting new discovery of who you really are."
Hannah was a mess. She looked down at the strap-on still on her body, she processed the words of Madam Davis and she felt the fire still burning inside herself. She didn't know what she wanted. She didn't know what she needed. She didn't know what to say.
Madam saw she had the white woman completely hooked on her line. "Hannah, you have thirty days left in your probation before your lock in for five years. I highly suggest and almost demand that you stay and really allow yourself to immerse yourself in the community. I don't mean you have to do anything you don't want to do, but really put your reservation in your closet and allow yourself to just let go." She then smiled and moved close to Hannah, her lips moving to Hannah's ear, "You know... like you did when you fucked me and called me a slut."
"I'm so sorry I called you that," Hannah said, shocked she had, especially to someone so powerful.
"I was surprised, but it turned me on," Madam Davis admitted, as she then moved again to face Hannah directly and said, "It showed another side of you. Don't go and put that away just after you let it out to play. Just let go." The seductress then leaned forward and kissed Hannah on the lips.
Hannah was surprised by the sudden contact and by the softness of Madam Davis's lips. She hesitated only a couple of seconds, if that, before she responded by kissing Madam back. It was tender and tentative and yet sent a warm wave through her entire body. She had always loved kissing, but oddly her husband wasn't much of a kisser... he also had much rougher lips.
Madam allowed the kiss to last no longer than twenty seconds before she broke it (always leave them wanting more) and said, "So, will you stay for the month at least?"
"Yes," Hannah said, slightly disappointed to no longer be kissing Madam Davis.
"Good, good, good," Madam Davis said, as she went to grab her bra and skirt.
Hannah followed suit, taking the harness off and a minute later they were both dressed again with no evidence of the sexual debauchery that had occurred... other than the strap-on now resting on top of the desk and Hannah's red cheeks and sweaty body.
Madam Davis said, picking up the dick, "Next time we are together I get to use this on you."
"Okay," Hannah agreed, the idea of being fucked by her very exciting, even as a little wetness leaked out of her pussy. "I look forward to it."
"I'd do it now. Bend you over my desk and really fuck you good like the slut you are," Madam Davis wickedly said, wanting to regain the power hierarchy she briefly gave away, "but I need to meet with Senator Winger."
"I understand," Hannah nodded, those words making her pussy tingle a little bit... her panties were literally soaking wet.
"Thanks for stopping by," Madam Davis said, as she headed to the washroom to wash the toy.
"Thanks for seeing me," Hannah replied, and once Madam Davis disappeared in what she assumed was a bathroom she headed out.
"How did the meeting go?" Mary asked, sitting at her desk with Hannah's twin sister Janelle under the desk licking away.
"Good," Hannah responded, noticing that Mary's cheeks were quite red.
"That is great," Mary said, then added, "It sure sounded like the two of you had a good meeting."
"Y-y-you could hear that?" Hannah stammered, embarrassment instantly coursing through her.
"The walls are pretty thick, but both of you have pretty loud voices," Mary said with the slightest smile, enjoying seeing the flustered look on the woman's face.
"Oh!" Hannah said, feeling uncomfortable.
"Yes, you were very loud," Janelle said, from under the desk, revealing she was there.
"Slut, eat," Mary ordered. While she was more of a natural submissive, she really had a fetish for larger older women and enjoyed dominating them. She already looked forward to playing with Hannah when the opportunity offered itself.
"Janelle!" Hannah gasped.
"Yes, she is currently having a late morning snack," Mary smiled.
"I see," Hannah said, instant anxiety at the fact her sister knew what had transpired behind those walls.
"Don't worry, Hannah," Mary said. "Your sister won't tell anyone else, will you?"
"No, Mistress," Janelle answered, although she was dying to tell her sister.
"Good, and what happens in Madam Davis's office stays in her office," Mary said, as Janelle really worked her clit over.
"Okay," Hannah said, and scurried out of the office, her head spinning with a billion different thoughts... each won at war with the other.
"Of course, you can tell your sister," Mary said, as she looked down at the eager pussy licker.
"Mmmmmm, but first, come all over my face," Janelle said as she slid two fingers inside the very wet pussy.
.....
Back in her room, Hannah went to her bedroom and collapsed. How did she end up in yet another sexual encounter? Why did she let it happen? Why was she still horny? Exhausted from the marathon of sex, she crawled under her sheets, still in her clothes, and crashed hard.
Hannah slept for almost three hours, unheard of for her. She found the morning to be her most productive time... although in retrospect, based on all the fucking she had experienced, it was her most productive morning in years. As she lay there, she felt her tummy rumble. Turning over, she saw the clock said 1:27. She was starving... as she never really had breakfast or lunch. She had also burned a hell of a lot of calories. She got out of bed and, seeing a rip in one of her nylons, went to her closet and changed....
Hannah grabbed a poppy sundress and for some reason, even though she knew it would bring her attention, she found a pair of red stockings that perfectly matched the poppies. As she rolled the silky sheer nylons on her leg, she noticed that there was a sexy black seam on the back. She put on a pair of red panties as well. She then realized she had no shoes that were practical for going to get lunch and matched this outfit. She shrugged and put on a pair of black flats.
She grabbed her phone and saw she had texts from a few people.
Janelle: We need to talk.
That was just fifteen minutes after their unfortunate revealing.
Sarah: If you want to come for lunch let me know.
Sarah: If you need some lunch brought to you text me.
The last one was from thirty minutes ago.
The next three were from numbers she didn't recognize. Usually, she would just delete them without reading them, but she was curious as three unknown numbers in a few hours' window was unheard of.
Unknown Number 1: Hi, Hannah. It's Barbara. I want you to have my number. Any time you want a good fucking just give me a text. I have some much bigger and more intense vibrating cocks. Also, I know you are struggling with being labeled a lesbian. Fuck that. You are a woman. If you are a woman who likes getting fucked by other women there is nothing wrong with that. Harmon Springs is a safe haven... don't allow preconceived notions to stop me from exploring your ENTIRE sexual being.
Unknown Number 2: Come to room 46 when you can, Hannah. It has been a long time since we saw each other.
'Who could that be?' Hannah thought to herself. Obviously, it was someone she knew from her past. How many people here could possibly be from her past... there was already her ex-principal and her ex-director... and, of course, her two sisters. She knew the saying It's a small world, but this was getting ridiculous. That said, she was curious.
She texted back: Who is this?
Third Unknown Number: Slut. Next time I am at Harmony Springs, me and my friends are going to use you like you have never been used before. Mistress Wanda.
She didn't respond to Wanda or any of the others for the time being as she really was starving and needed to eat. Suddenly not wanting to bump into other people in the cafeteria, she decided to go out for lunch. She grabbed her keys planning to find a restaurant in the vicinity and then google nearby bakeries as she was craving some fresh chocolate chip cookies and homemade bread.
Hannah returned three hours later after a great lunch, too much fresh backed goods from a Ukrainian bakery and a couple new outfits she purchased at a cool retro used clothing shop.
Also, during the time she responded to both her sisters that she was out for the afternoon and had a unique version of twenty questions with unknown number two.
Unknown number two: A blast from your past.
Hannah: How far back?
Unknown number two: A long time.
Hannah: How long?
Unknown number two: Not this century.
Hannah: Really? Are you from my college days?
Unknown number two: No.
Hannah: High school days?
Unknown number two: Yes.
Hannah: Were we friends?
Unknown number two: Not, really.
Hannah: Were we in the same grade?
Unknown number two: Yes.
Hannah: Did we have classes together?
Unknown number two: A couple.
Hannah: Which ones?
Unknown number two: One was chemistry.
Hannah: The other.
Unknown number two: Gym.
Hannah wracked her brain. High school was a long, long time ago. She could barely name her teachers anymore... never mind who would have been in those classes.
Hannah: Blonde?
Unknown number two: Yes... sometimes.
Hannah: Blue eyes?
Unknown number two: Yes... but if you want to know more stop by my room.
Hannah: I will be back later this afternoon.
Unknown number two: Come to my room for a drink.
Hannah: Okay.
Unknown number two: Looking forward to catching up.
Hannah: Me too... I think.
So, after Hannah put her items away, she headed to room 42... curiosity getting the best of her.
Hannah took a deep breath and knocked.
The door opened after a few seconds and a pretty, slim blonde, the same age as Hannah was standing before her. "Hannah," she greeted and drew her in for a big hug.
"April?" Hannah asked as she was embraced by her former bully and the head cheerleader. April was one of the girls who had popped into her head, but she pushed that away as April had become quite famous as a model and then a television star in the 90s.


"It is so good to see you," April said when she broke the hug.
"It is?" Hannah asked, perplexed that it was April standing before her... still as slim as she was in high school and still as pretty. While they were the same age... April looked substantially younger.
"Yes, you look great," April said as she took Hannah's hand and led her into her room.
"You look twenty years younger than me," Hannah responded, as she looked around the room that had framed posters of many of April's television shows and a few of her movies (although none of them ended up being the huge hits April had wished for).
"It is all in the facial cream," April smiled warmly.
"Well, then I need to get some of that," Hannah joked.
"I can give you some," April said.
"I was kidding," Hannah said.
"I'm not," April said, as she went to her room and came back a moment later with a container. "Here you go."
"You sure?" Hannah asked, disarmed a little by her niceness.
"Yes," April said. "Plus, I owe you."
"You owe me?"
"Yes, first I owe you an apology," April said, taking both Hannah's hands in hers.
"You do?" Hannah said, stunned by this conversation.
"Yes, I was an utter bitch to you in high school and for that I genuinely apologize," April said.
"No need," Hannah lied.
"No, I'm serious," April said. "I was a self-centered bitch and I know I treated you quite poorly and for that I am sincerely sorry."
"Thank you," Hannah said, surprised by the apology, but appreciating it.
They then had a drink and chatted. April asked a lot of questions and Hannah asked some too. It was all about their pasts, their family, etc. Not one question about sex.
April finally said, "So, I have this residence for when I'm in the city."
"My sisters convinced me to come," Hannah said.
"Your sisters are quite the characters," April smiled, having played with both of them. April perversely had a kink for incest and had a few threesomes with people who were related... although never with her own family.
"That is putting it nicely," Hannah replied, with just a hint of annoyance. She then added, wanting April to know, "I did not know about the secrets of the community."
"Oh my," April said. "For me, that was the main selling point."
"Are you a lesbian?" Hannah asked, since April was dating the most popular football player when in high school.
"I have been since college," April said. "High school was a façade."
"Isn't that the truth?" Hannah laughed, having hated high school so much.
"I have a strange question for you," April said.
"Oh, everything that has happened since I got here has been on the strange side," Hannah joked, curious, but nervous about what April may ask.
"I need a date for my upcoming movie premiere in Hollywood. Would you like to come?"
"As your date?" Hannah asked.
"Not my date, date," April said. "More my guest."
"Really?"
"Yes, I owe you for my past self and these are quite a bit of fun."
"When?"
"Next Saturday," she answered.
"Well, can I think about it?" Hannah asked, kind of curious, but unsure.
"Sure," April nodded, "but I hope you do."
"Okay," Hannah said.
After ten more minutes of talking about April's movie career, which was gaining speed as she played a secondary character in two upcoming movies that starred big names and were both getting Oscar buzz.
April then asked, "What are you wearing for tonight's decades dance?"
"There is a decades dance tonight?" Hannah asked.
"No one has told you?"
"Nope," Hannah sighed.
"It is so much fun," April said. "People get dolled up, they play the best music and there is amazing food."
"I see."
"You have to come," April said.
"I don't know," Hannah said, "so far there has been way too much...."
"Sex?"
"Yes," Hannah nodded.
"Well, there likely will be eventually, but these events have a no sex window until at least ten o'clock."
"Really?"
"Yes, it's about getting to know each other, having fun and just letting go," April said.
"Well, I do love to dance," Hannah said.
"I have the perfect dress for you," April said.
"I can't imagine you have anything that would fit me," Hannah pointed out, as April was half the size and half the weight of this beautiful ex-cheerleader.
"Oh, I have a few things I have collected over the years," April said, disappearing into her room.
After about a minute, she called out, "Come in here, Hannah."
Hannah tentatively went into the bedroom and gasped. It was four times the size of hers and had a massive walk-in closet. "Holy crap."
"Yeah, I had them knock out another room," April shrugged as she walked over with a glittering silver dress. "This is from the movie I just made that takes place in the 1950s."
"It is beautiful," Hannah said.
"Try it on," April said as she moved her hands to help Hannah get out of her sundress.
"Here?" Hannah asked, even though it was obvious that was her attention?intension as her dress was lifted up and over her head.
"Jesus," April said, "you have an amazing body."
"You are funny," Hannah said.
"I'm serious," April said. "I know this sounds strange coming from someone as skinny as me, but I have always been insecure about my body."
"You can't be serious?" Hannah said.
"I have small breasts and a flat ass," April said, lifting up her dress to show her pantyhose-clad ass.
"I was always jealous of you," Hannah said.
"In high school I knew I was the envy of all the girls, but that only added to my own insecurity," April explained. "I mean the pressure to always be seen as beautiful is exhausting."
"I never thought of that," Hannah said asApril helped put the dress on her.
"Yeah, I have learned that all women are trying to be something they are not," April said.
"I can see that," Hannah said as the dress was put on her.
April moved behind Hannah and zipped the dress up. She then walked around to the front and said, "This is perfect. You look amazing."
"I do?"
"You do," April nodded, actually admiring Hannah with something more than friendship. She couldn't explain it, but she found Hannah very attractive and she hoped that Hannah also felt the chemistry that she did.
Hannah turned to a full-length mirror and said, "Oh my."
"I know, you look absolutely stunning," April said.
"I don't know about stunning," Hannah said, although she did indeed look very pretty and elegant.
"Don't do that, April said.
"Do what?"
"Belittle yourself," April continued. "You are a beautiful, confident woman, do not let others or your own insecurities tell you anything different."
"Thank you," Hannah said.
"I mean it," April said. "I find you very beautiful."
"Thank you," Hannah repeated, as she felt herself get flustered... it was becoming obvious that April was attracted to her.
"Of course, the sexy red stockings don't really go with the dress," April said.
"Yeah, I will need to switch to a mocha or tan pair," Hannah said.
"Agreed," April said, just as her phone rang. She sighed, "I have to answer this."
"No problem, I should get going anyway," Hannah said.
"Sit with me at dinner?" April asked.
"Sure," Hannah said and then added, "Do I wear this?"
"Yes," April said, before answering the phone, "please give me just one moment, Savannah." She then covered the phone and said, "The supper goes right into the dance."
"Okay."
"Take the dress and I will see you at seven."
"Okay, thanks," Hannah said, before April resumed the conversation on the phone and she headed out.
Walking to her room, sundress in hand, Bethany was leaning against the wall, a woman on her knees licking away, who said, "Amazing dress, Hannah."
"Uh, thanks," Hannah said, looking down at the woman.
"Although I don't think the red stockings work."
"No, I know," Hannah said as she passed them. Once in her room, she got out of the dress and hung it nicely. She found a pair of beige stockings that went with a garter belt and placed them on the bed to put on later.
In a robe, and still wearing the red stockings she really liked, she poured herself a glass of wine when Janelle and Sarah walked in.
"Do you two ever knock?" Hannah asked.
"No," they both said in unison.
Hannah sighed. "Want a glass of wine?"
"Sure," they both repeated.
As Hannah poured the glasses of wine, Janelle said, "So you fucked Madam Davis?"
"I did," Hannah nodded, kind of liking the look of envy in her sister's eyes and tone.
"I have never got to fuck her," Sarah said.
"Me either," Janelle said.
"I pounded her to multiple orgasms," Hannah said as she handed her two sisters the wine. She was enjoying this way more than she should.
"How? Why?" Janelle asked.
"With a big strap-on cock," Hannah said, "and as for the why you would have to ask Madam Davis, although apparently she sees me as a switch."
"Did you enjoy doing the fucking?" Sarah asked, way less jealous than Janelle... more intrigued and hoping this had opened the door to her baby sister joining the sisterhood of cunt munchers.
"Yeah, at first it was odd, "Hannah said, "but it soon became exhilarating and I felt very powerful."
"A strap-on dick can do that," Sarah said.
"So, are you a lesbian now?" Janelle asked.
"I didn't say that."
"Are you staying now?" Sarah questioned.
"I have agreed to stay through the one-month probation," Hannah answered, "but I am still not sure I want to stay here."
"If you give it a month and don't," Sarah said, "we will help you find a new place."
"Thanks," Hannah said.
"Although I think you will find you like it here," Janelle said.
"We will see," Hannah said, secretly beginning to like it here, but still not ready or sure she ever wanted to do anything oral... that said, whether it be getting fucked or doing the fucking she was enjoying the power of a strap-on cock. "Why didn't you tell me about the decades dance tonight?"
"We didn't?" Sarah asked.
"No, you didn't."
"Shit, sorry," Sarah said. "We have been so worried about you staying we completely forgot."
"Yeah, we thought you might be gone already," Janelle said.
"April gave me a dress," Hannah said.
"Oh, you found out April lives here," Sarah said.
"Yeah, she invited me to her room and apologized," Hannah said.
"That is good," Janelle said, thinking that April had one of the most delicious pussies here."
"She even invited me to a movie premiere next Saturday," Hannah added.
"No way!" Janelle gasped, having hinted on numerous occasions she would love to go to one.
"Yeah, she is really trying to make it up to me," Hannah said.
"Did she let you eat her?" Janelle asked. "Her pussy is amazing."
"I'm still only into meat," Hannah smirked.
"If you tried fish, you may be surprised," Sarah said.
"Maybe," Hannah shrugged, the first hint she had given to her sisters she might be willing to explore.
"I'll take that," Sarah said.
The group then discussed what they were wearing for the evening and other general chit-chat.
Eventually, her sisters left to get dressed and Hannah slipped out of the red stockings and into a garter belt and beige stockings. They too had a sexy seam down the back... for some reason, Hannah found the seam extra sexy. Also, for some reason, she wanted to look as hot as possible for April. She couldn't explain it, but she wanted April to find her pretty... sexy. These feelings confused her.
A sexy push-up bra kept her voluptuous tits framed perfectly and soon she was all dressed in an extravagant silver gown, three-inch silver heels that almost perfectly matched the dress, and, of course, the sexy silky sheer nylons. She texted April: I'm ready. Are you still in your room or already at dinner?"
April had just finished doing her make-up and was also fully dressed in a sexy red gown, mocha coloured nylons and five-inch red heels. She smiled seeing the text. She responded: I was just finishing getting ready. I'll come and get you.
Hannah replied: Okay, See you soon.
Hannah felt a strange sense of butterflies in her stomach as she waited... what the heck was going on? Why was she excited to see April? Why did she want to look pretty for her?
Hannah didn't have a lot of time to come up with answers to her questions as there was a knock on her door. Finally, someone knocks, she thought to herself as she headed to the door.
Hannah opened the door and April smiled, "You look amazing."
"You do too," Hannah said, feeling a slight rush inside her at the absolutely stunning look of April.
"Are you ready?"
"I am," Hannah said, and was surprised when April took her hand and led her out. For some reason, Hannah didn't pull her hand away, instead she allowed April's fingers to become intertwined with hers.
"Great," April smiled warmly and together they headed to the ballroom where this special event was taking place.
Hannah's head was spinning. She felt a warm rush course through her as they walked hand in hand. She had always thought April was beautiful, but in a very resentful way. Now... something had changed and it was greatly confusing her.
Once at the table, sitting beside each other, they chatted. Four others joined their table... her sisters, Arielle, a pretty redhead and Cassandra, a black woman in her forties who was a lawyer.
They visited. They had dinner. They drank wine. There was no remote evidence of the sinister side of the community. It was simply a luxurious dinner, with piano playing and great conversation.
After dinner, but before dessert, Hannah had to pee. She had been holding it for some time, but no longer could. She excused herself to the ladies' room and April offered to go with her.
As soon as they entered the ladies' room Hannah heard a woman say, "That's it, slut, eat my pussy."
"I figured there may be some women playing in here," April said.
"Harder, fuck me harder," another woman said.
Hannah couldn't wait any longer and went to the only open stall.
"Beg bitch," a voice ordered.
"Please, hammer my pussy, fuck your black slut with that black cock, Mistress," an urgent voice pleaded desperately.
"Suck on my clit," a voice said, as there were sexual acts going on both sides of her.
Hannah would have been disgusted yesterday or this morning hearing the lesbian acts, yet as she peed, she couldn't help but be turned on.
"You like being a black slave to a white woman," a voice questioned.
"Yes, I love being owned by white women," the black woman responded with frantic moans as Hannah could hear the bodies slamming together.
"Oh fuck, yes, right there, slut, right fuckin there," the woman clearly being eaten moaned.
Hannah finished urinating, yet sat there a little longer listening to the naughty lesbian acts occurring close to her.
"Oh fuck, pound my black hole, Mistress, fuck your nigger, fuck her, oh fuck, fuck, fuck, Miiiiiistress," the black woman rambled and then screamed as her orgasm hit her.
Hannah could feel her own pussy tingle as she wondered what it would be like to fuck this black woman as she stood up and tapped her pussy clean. She left the stall and April smiled, "It is never boring here."
"That is an understatement," Hannah laughed awkwardly as she washed her hands.
"Hey Fran," April greeted, as a large woman with a strap-on walked out of the stall where the fucking just took place.
"Hi, April," Fran said. "Why don't you come and clean my dick."
"Yes, Mistress," April obeyed, glancing over at Hannah before lowering to her knees and sucking off all the excessive juices.
Hannah stared, a little envious of Fran.
A black woman Hannah didn't recognize walked out in a pink dress and said, "Thank you so much for that, Mistress."
"Anytime, slut," Fran smiled, before turning to Hannah as the black woman walked out, "You want some of this?"
"N-n-no," Hannah stammered, even though watching April suck that dick was a turn-on as was the wild acts going on around her.
"Oh yeah, you want it," Fran said, seeing the confusion in her eyes.
April stood up and said, "We need to get back for dessert."
"She could be dessert," Fran said, just as a woman screamed from the stall.
"Hopefully," Ariel replied, taking Hannah's hand and leading her out.
Hannah's flustered face went even redder at Ariel's one word as she followed her out.
"Sorry, I spoke for you," Ariel said. "If you want to go back in there, that is okay, but I was kind of hoping to spend the entire night with you."
"You do?" Hannah asked.
"Yes, Hannah, I do," Ariel replied, stopping and gently pushing Hannah against a wall. "I have also wanted to do this since I saw you arrive here."
Hannah's eyes went wide as, for the second time today, a woman kissed her. Hannah didn't hesitate as she began kissing her back and only then noticing a subtle taste as she realized she was tasting the black woman's pussy juices on April's lips. To her surprise, this didn't disgust her.
April broke the kiss and said, "Sorry about that Fran thing, but here, there are Mistresses, and you need to obey them."
"I'm not sure I can get used to that," Hannah said.
"It takes a little time," April nodded, as they headed back to the ballroom. "But once you find your position in the hierarchy it becomes pretty clear."
"And where do you land?" Hannah asked, her pussy surprisingly wet... she could even feel a little wetness leaking out of her.
"It's complicated, but generally speaking I'm a switch," April said.
"Madam Davis thinks I am too," Hannah said, oddly excited to reveal this to April.
"I could see that."
"You could?"
"Well, I sense you were a submissive to your husband, correct?" April asked, stopping before they re-entered the ballroom.
"How did you know that?" Hannah asked back... and wondered why everyone assumed this... although, of course, it was true.
"Years of experience," April shrugged. "But here, as you explore your bisexuality you are seeing another side of you."
Hannah realized this was true... yet, she needed to clear something up. "Actually, before today I had zero lesbian curiosity."
"Oh?" April said, genuinely surprised by this.
"Yes, but some intense getting fucked this morning and a surreal experience with a strap-on too and well...." Hannah paused, unsure what she was actually saying.
"Did you get to wear a strap-on?"
"Yes."
"And you loved it?"
"Yes."
"I remember that first time wearing a strap-on," April reminisced. "It changed everything."
"I am beginning to think the same thing," Hannah said, "although I am not sure I am ready or even wanting to experience giving or receiving oral with a woman."
"Oh, that would be a shame," April said as she leaned in and kissed Hannah softly. "I would give you pleasure unlike any you ever experienced."
"I am very, very confused," Hannah explained, once the brief intimate kiss ended.
"I understand," April said. "This must be a lot."
"That is an understatement," Hannah chuckled.
"Well, just so you know, I am one hundred percent lesbian and would love to be your first woman," April said, feeling both seductive and a little nervous.
Hannah felt a strange sensation wash over her at April's forward words.
"I can be a dominant, a submissive or anything in-between," April added, leaning in to Hannah's ear and adding, "and I give G-spot orgasms like you can't imagine."
"Ooooooh," Hannah moaned slightly, the hot breath on her ear and neck adding fuel to the fire rising inside her.
"Would you want me to fuck you or you fuck me?" April asked, tugging on her ear.
"B-b-both," Hannah stammered, her libido going into overdrive.
"I have a toy that can do that too," April smiled, just as a couple people came out. "To be continued."
April then took Hannah's hand and led her back into the ballroom where their dessert was waiting for them.


"Did you two already have dessert?" Janelle asked playfully.
"No," Hannah bluntly said.
"We just had a talk," April said, as they both sat back down.
"Mmmmm-hmmmm," Janelle teased.
"Don't even start," Hannah snapped.
"Sorry, sorry," Janelle said, putting her hands up.
They ate their deserts and April moved her right hand under the table and placed it on Hannah's leg.
Hannah's mixed emotions continued. For one, she didn't want her sisters to even remotely think she was having second thoughts about her sexuality; for another, she was unsure what she wanted; for yet another, she was incredibly horny and definitely had some sort of feelings for April; lastly, the curiosity of what it would be like to be with another women was growing... plus, the idea of a G-spot orgasm was very intriguing.
So, Hannah didn't move April's hand away. Instead, she allowed the warm hand to rest just inches from her fevered pussy.
Over the next fifteen minutes, April's hand didn't move at all... April playing the game cool; Hannah, meanwhile, kept wondering why April's hand was not moving at all. Part of her wanted to part her legs and allow April to touch her pussy; another part of her was disgusted by her own thoughts to want that.
Once dessert was done, April gave Hannah's leg a squeeze, leaned over and said, "I'll be back in a few minutes."
"Okay," Hannah said, as the hot breath on her ear made her shiver.
April left and the two sisters went on the onslaught... the other women no longer at the table.
"You two seem cozy," Sarah said.
"Yeah, what is going on?" Janelle asked.
"Stop," Hannah said, not wanting to have this conversation with her sisters.
"April is a beautiful woman," Sarah pointed out.
"Yeah, and really famous," Janelle added.
"We are just friends," Hannah replied.
"Your flustered cheeks tell me otherwise," Sarah said.
"Yeah, I have seen that look of confusion and lust many times," Janelle said.
"Fine, yes, I'm a little confused," Hannah admitted with a dramatic heavy sigh.
"It's okay," Janelle said.
"Yes, we have all been there," Sarah added.
"I don't even understand it," Hannah said.
"You need to just let go of your past and just allow yourself to be okay exploring a different side of you," Sarah said.
"Yes, it's obvious you enjoyed this morning," Janelle said.
"And it's obvious you have some sort of chemistry with April," Sarah added.
"And it's obvious April is interested in you," Janelle pointed out.
"Is it?" Hannah asked.
"You are not serious?" Sarah said.
"Yes, I know she is flirting with me," Hannah said, "but here that happens every few seconds."
"True," Sarah laughed, "but there is something different between the two of you, something more than just sex."
"But also sex," Janelle smiled.
"Janelle," Sarah said, Janelle never able to read a room. Their younger sister was considering exploring her bisexual side and Janelle needed to know when to shut up.
Hannah sighed.
"Hannah," Sarah said softly. "There is no shame in having these feelings and you shouldn't feel any guilt. Martin would want you to move on."
"With a woman?" Hannah asked.
"Actually, yes, for sure," Sarah nodded.
"What?"
"Think about it, he then gets to still be the only man in your life," Sarah pointed out.
"I guess that is true," Hannah acknowledged.
"Plus, think about it," Sarah continued, "do you seriously think he wouldn't be turned on watching you with another woman?"
"I have never thought about it," Hannah replied.
"All men want to see two women dyke out, "Janelle chipped in after being quiet from Sarah's earlier scolding.
"I guess," Hannah said.
"You guess what?" April asked.
"Uh, nothing," Hannah said.
"We were just saying her husband would likely have enjoyed seeing his wife with another woman," Janelle spoke for her sister.
"Shut up, Janelle," Hannah said with a glare.
"Just saying," Janelle smiled with a playful tone.
"Everyone, the dance will start in ten minutes," a voice spoke.
"I got a gift for you," April said.
"You do?" Hannah asked as April sat beside her.
"Yes, but it's a little unorthodox," April said. "Girls, could you stand up and give me some cover?"
"Can do?" Janelle quickly stood up, even though she wasn't sure what April was thinking.
Sarah did too.
April leaned forward and whispered in Hannah's ear, "Spread your legs wide for me?"
"Pardon," Hannah asked, even though she had heard her.
"Just do it, sexy," April said.
"Um, okay," Hannah said, looking into April's eyes, as her hand went under the table.
"I'll be right back," April said as she slithered off her chair and under the table.
"W-w-what are you doing?" Hannah said, paralyzed as she saw April disappear under the table.
"Just relax," Sarah suggested, having noticed an egg in April's hand and assumed it was a vibrating one.
"I can't do this here," Hannah stressed, as she felt her panties pulled to the side and then something pushed between her pussy lips and into her pussy. "What is thaaaat?"
April was tempted to bury her face in the pretty pussy but resisted as she wanted to push Hannah to a desperate state where she willingly agreed to a lesbian encounter. She crawled back out and said, "A vibrating egg."
"A what?" Hannah asked.
"A vibrating egg," April repeated, as she grabbed the remote from inside her cleavage and turned it on.
"Oooooooh," Hannah moaned, as the buzzing inside her started.
"You are in for a fun evening," Sarah smiled as she got up.
"You'll be a buzzin' all night," Janelle added.
"Jesus," Hannah responded as the toy inside her instantly created a wave of rising pleasure.
"And it is only on one," April told the girls.
"Oh my," Sarah smiled.
"What does that mean?" Hannah asked, as the toy continued creating pleasure pulsations within her.
"Show her," Janelle said, enjoying watching the inevitable fall of her sister.
April pressed the speed button four times to five, which is only halfway since there were ten speeds, not to mention six different patterns.
"Ooooooooooh, my God!" Hannah gasped loudly, loud enough that others turned towards her table.
"You may make her come right here," Janelle said.
April turned it back down to one and said, "And that was only half speed."
"Only half speed?" Hannah said in a daze. "You can't be serious."
"With the advancement of toy technology," April said, "men have become obsolete for sexual satisfaction."
Hannah just sat there, trying to regain her composure as the slow buzzing now seemed tame after the brief electric eruption.
The twins left and April said, "I hope this is okay."
"It was a little surprising," Hannah said.
"But it is okay?" she asked, a little concerned. She wanted to push Hannah; she wanted to seduce Hannah; she desperately wanted to taste her and see her pretty face between her legs, but she wanted Hannah to be the one to make those decisions.
"Yeah, a little surprising though," Hannah said.
"I am full of surprises," April smiled.
"That you are," Hannah said, feeling a little giddy as April looked at her with a look of not lust... perhaps... but definitely intent.
"Let's get this party staaaaarted," a woman yelled from a microphone and Abba's 'Dancing Queen' began to play.
"Let's dance," April said, standing up.
"With this in me?" Hannah asked.
"Definitely," she smiled. "You are in for a great night."
"Or I end up coming on the dance floor," Hannah said, as April grabbed her hands and pulled her out of her chair.
"That would be hot," April said, leading her by the hand onto the dance floor which was filling up quickly.
"Or humiliating," Hannah said, although more of a mumble under her breath that April could not hear. With each movement the thing inside her moved around stimulating different regions of her insides. The toy on a low setting, it no longer had her going wild, but just a simmering tease. A constant reminder there was something in her, but not enough to get her off.
Then for the next thirty minutes they danced. Hannah let loose and, for the most part, forgot there was a sex toy in her pussy. Great song, after great song played from Gloria Gaynor's classic 'I Will Survive', to Madonna's 'Vogue', to Cher's 'Believe', to The Village People's 'YMCA' and Billy Idol's 'Mony Mony'. There were a couple songs she didn't know and one called 'Dancing On My Own' which everyone but her seemed to know.
During this time she danced wildly; she was pulled close to April, but as time went on she danced with many women... sometimes close, sometimes in a group; hands caressed her back... her ass... hot breath hit her neck and ears. During 'Dancing on My Own' no one was dancing on their own. The entire dance floor squished together and Hannah felt hands all over her body. The egg inside her continued to tease her and suddenly the speed picked up just slightly and the pattern changed as she was surrounded by women.
This continued when the song, 'It's Raining Men' began. Hannah was overwhelmed with the closeness, and the fact she had been felt up a dozen times at least, her ass squeezed and cupped double that. It was turning her on and yet also making her a little uncomfortable. She had always been a little claustrophobic and as she looked around there was no way out of the throngs of women dancing, grinding and molesting. To her right the librarian whose name she could not remember was clearly getting fingered by some young college-aged girl she had not seen before. It was obvious there were a lot of people here who didn't actually live here.
Somehow April, who Hannah hadn't seen for the past couple of songs, squeezed through all the women and handed her a drink, "Stay hydrated," she yelled over the loud music.
Hannah took the drink and downed it entirely, not realizing how thirsty she was until the drink was in front of her.
"That was a double," April laughed.
"I'm dying here," Hannah said.
April began to say something when the DJ yelled out, "It's time for some good puuuuuuuuuuuuss."
The crowd then screamed in unison, 'Eeeeeeeeeeeee."
"And we have a special guest in the house tonight," the DJ continued. "Biiiiiiiiiig Rosie!"
The dance floor went wild as the women chanted, "Rosie! Rosie! Rosie!"
"Come line up for your chance at some good, no I mean great, puuuuuuuuuuuuss."
"Eeeeeeeeeeeeeee," everyone screamed.
A song started as April said, "One more song and we can take a break."
"Yes, please," Hannah said, as April pulled her close as the words began.
A real good puss
A real good puss
A real good puss
A real good puss.
It repeated over and over as everyone sang along. April moved to my ear and said, "I bet you have a real good puss."
"The fucking best," Hannah answered brazenly, the situation, the music, the drink and a desire to instead shed herself of whatever persona she thought she had.
"Oh yeah," April smiled, as her hands moved behind Hannah's ass and squeezed it.
Hannah just allowed herself to be caressed by April, who leaned in and kissed her. Then for a couple of minutes, as the nasty lyric about good puss continued, their tongues danced and explored inside each other's mouths. Hannah moved her hands to squeeze the much slimmer April's ass, and as the song got real nasty, April moved her left leg between Hannah's legs and her knee up to her pussy.
On instinct, and horniness, Hannah reacted by beginning to grind to the beat of the song and fuck herself on April's knee.
It was about a minute later, as Hannah's eyes never left April's that a chant began saying, "You go girl, you go girl, you go girl."
It was another fifteen or twenty seconds later as her orgasm was rising that Hannah realized that chant was for her and everyone on the dance floor was watching her hump herself like a cheap slut on April's knee.
Aghast at all the attention, she moved away and pushed her way out of the large crowd that was watching. She walked past Gabrielle who was standing with an elderly white woman on her knees licking her pussy.
"Having fun, Hannah?" Gabrielle asked with a smile.
Hannah ignored her and headed to the door where three women, one being her sister Janelle, were all bent over a table being fucked by three women with strap-ons.
"Oh yeah, fuck me," one moaned, as a much larger black woman pounded her from behind.
"Hey, sis, come and try one of these dicks," Janelle said as she got back shots from a pretty blonde with massive tits. "They know how to fuck."
Hannah stormed past them and out of the ballroom and crashed right into Madam Davis.
"Hannah," Madam Davis smiled warmly.
"H-h-hi, Madam Davis," Hannah stammered. "I'm so sorry."
"No worries," Madam Davis smiled. "You look absolutely stunning."
"Thank you, you do too," Hannah complimented back, looking at the beautiful black woman dressed in 80s neon... somehow she pulled it off.
April, worried she had pushed Hannah too far, rushed after her. In the hallway, Hannah was pacing back and forth feeling the wetness leaking out of her.
"Hannah, I'm so sorry if I pushed you too far," April said before realizing who was dressed as an eighties dance queen. "Oh sorry, Madam Davis, I didn't recognize you at first."
"No worries," Madam Davis smiled warmly. "Is everything okay, Hannah?"
"It's just...." Hannah began and stopped. She was so confused. So horny. So curious. Yet, also terrified to cross that line.
"It's just what?" April and Madam asked in almost perfect unison.
"It was so embarrassing having everyone watching me and yet if I would have stayed there any longer, I would have done anything you or any other one there ordered me to."
"That is hot," April said, taking Hannah's hand in hers again.
"Hannah, as I told you before, there is no judgement here, no shame," Madam Davis reminded the sweet confused girl. "You are safe here."
"I don't know what I want," Hannah said, frustrated.
"Yes, you do," Madam Davis said. "Your body knows it; it's screaming for attention. You just need to let go. Shut off your brain and allow your body to do the thinking."
"It's not that easy," Hannah said, although perhaps it was.
"Have you still not eaten or had your pussy eaten?" Madam Davis asked.
"No," Hannah answered.
"But, you want to, don't you?" Madam said, seeing the undeniable curiosity in her eyes.
"I-I-I think so," Hannah stammered, the egg driving her nuts, as April slyly increased the speed.
"April, show her what you can do with that tongue and fingers," Madam Davis ordered.
"Yes, Madam," April obeyed, dropping to her knees before Hannah.
Hannah looked down at April.
"Just let it happen, Hannah," Madam Davis instructed softly before she leaned forward and kissed her.
Hannah kissed Madam Davis back as she felt her dress lifted up, her panties tugged to the side and a tongue part her very, very wet pussy lips. She moaned in Madam Davis's mouth as her tongue was licked and her heavy tits were suddenly cupped by the most powerful woman she knew.
"You taste so good," April complimented, knowing that Hannah may be insecure about her taste as many women were... a shame since she had only a couple times been disappointed by the taste of a woman's nectar.
Madam moved her hands off the voluptuous tits and around the back of the dress and in one smooth quick move unzipped the fancy dress.
Hannah's eyes went wide as she felt her dress being unzipped and then slid down her body. Yesterday and just a few hours ago even, she would have been mortified; she would have perhaps even stormed out of the room. But in the heat of the moment, in the rapture inside and feeling utterly safe in the wide open because of these two women, she actually helped them get out of her dress.
April looked up at the now half-naked woman and said, "Hannah, you are absolutely beautiful."
"Thank you," Hannah replied, seeing the true admiration in April's eyes. She then surprised both of them as she unclasped her bra to unleash her heavy tits and ordered, "Now eat my pussy, April. Show me what I have been missing."
"My pleasure," April said, thrilled to see Hannah giving in as she dove back into the wet box and licked aggressively while Madam Davis bent down and sucked and cupped Hannah's very hard nipples.
"Oh yes, fuck, I can't believe this is happening," Hannah moaned, as the pleasure from both erogenous zones added fuel to the burning inferno inside her... multiplied by infinity by the buzzing toy inside her. It wasn't even thirty seconds of the triple attack and she was about to come. She grabbed the back of April's head and pulled it deep into her wetness.
April took the action as get her off ASAP and slid two fingers inside the sloppy wet pussy, quickly found the G-spot and tapped while simultaneously sucking the big swollen clit into her mouth.
"Oh, my fuuuuuuuuuuuucking!" Hannah screamed, unable to even finish the sentence as the most intense orgasm she had ever received ripped through her body making her entire body quake uncontrollably and making her knees weak as she experienced her first G-spot orgasm.
Madam Davis, a quick thinker, used the grip of her hands cupping the tits to push Hannah against the wall and hold her there so she didn't collapse onto the floor from the intensity of the orgasm... as she knew April's tongue and fingers technique had the ability to suck all the energy out of a woman with an orgasm.
April, wanting to make sure Hannah never forgot her first oral orgasm from another woman, didn't stop the double assault on the pussy, inside and out, even as she caught as much of the excessive juices flooding out of this pretty woman.
"Oh God," was all Hannah could muster as the orgasm continued to course through her like never-ending pleasure pulses.
"Good girl," Madam Davis purred, somewhat pressing against Hannah as she continued to hold her by the breasts.
"I-I-I...." Hannah tried to formulate a sentence, although she wasn't even sure what she was trying to say. She was so overwhelmed with pleasure and with the reality she had allowed another woman to eat her pussy, and find her G-spot, she couldn't remotely think straight... or at all.
"Just relax and enjoy, Hannah," Madam Davis said, kissing Hannah once.
"More," was again all Hannah could get out in a coherent way. April was doing indeed that as she wanted to make Hannah addicted to her tongue, while Madam Davis took it as more kissing.
Then, for a couple of minutes, Madam and Hannah kissed while April worked the pussy over for orgasm two.
Suddenly, Janelle walked out and gasped, "Sarah, get out here."
Hannah opened her eyes and saw her almost naked sister, just in nylons, looking at her in disbelief. Deciding not to allow her sister or anyone else to be in control of this situation, she asked, "What, have you never seen a woman get her pussy eaten by another woman?"
"There you go," Sarah said, walking out and seeing her youngest sister getting her pussy licked and fingered.
"Time for the initiation," Madam Davis said as she tapped April's head.
April reluctantly moved her hungry lips from the delicious sweet pussy she could have dined on all day and pulled her fingers, which were drenched with pussy juice, out. She stood up and offered Madam Davis her fingers and the strong-willed woman opened her mouth and sucked the juices.
Hannah watched in a dazed and suddenly frustrated state. She was close to a second orgasm and was worried by the word 'initiation', but also turned on watching Madam Davis taste her pussy from April's fingers. She asked, "Initiation."
Madam finished sucking the juices and then said, "Yes, time for you to discover all the perks of Harmony Springs."
"I think I already have," Hannah said.


"Oh, sis, the night is just getting started," Sarah said, as she walked over and took her sister's hand... Janelle having disappeared to alert the DJ of an initiation.
"I don't know how much more I can take," Hannah admitted.
"I'm going to give you so much fucking pleasure," April assured, as she took Hannah's other hand and led her back into the ballroom.
A song Hannah didn't know was pounding from the speakers as she entered the ballroom. A granny whose name she could not remember was getting double penetrated by two younger girls. Even as she took dick in both her holes, she had the ability to say, "Welcome to the party, sexy."
"Uh, thanks," Hannah said as she was led towards the dance floor. "W-w-what are we doing now?"
"You are about to give and receive all types of pleasure," Sarah said.
"Give and receive?" Hannah asked, even as she was pretty sure she knew what her sister meant.
"Oh yeah, sis," Sarah said.
"Just go with the flow," April reminded her as they saw Hannah's terrified facial expression.
On the speakers, Billie Eilish's lesbian pussy munching anthem 'Lunch' was playing.
I could eat that girl for lunch
Yeah, she dances on my tongue
Tastes like she may be the one.
"Oh yeah, you are," April purred, loving this celebration of pussy munching song.
I could never get enough
I could buy her so much stuff
It's a craving, not a crush, huh.
"I want you to be my plus one, Hannah," April added.
"You do?" Hannah asked, as they reached the crowded dance floor, which now had a bed in the middle of it.
April's response was, yes, but it was drowned out as the crowd sang, "Oh, I just wanna get her off, oh... oh... oh, oh... oh." The echoing of sultry moans filled the room as Sarah led her sister to the bed and gently pushed her onto it.
"What is going on?" Hannah said, as a girl she didn't know got on the bed and pulled her panties off.
"It's your initiation," Sarah repeated, as the lyrics "Tell her, 'Bring that over here. You need a seat? I'll volunteer."
"I get to go first," April said as she got out of her dress and got onto the bed. "Will you eat me, baby?"
Hannah looked up at April, unable to control or understand the overwhelming feelings inside her... this was more than just sex... although she couldn't explain it. For the first time since the passing of her husband, she felt alive because of another person. So the words out of her mouth made perfect sense to her, "I'll do anything for you, April."
"Aaaaaah," a few women said in unison as a crowd was forming around the bed.
Hannah, no longer ashamed... no longer uncomfortable... and now accepting this new awakened sexuality, said, assuming the initiation included getting her pussy munched more, said, "Is someone going to come and eat my pussy or what?"
"Me first," someone said, as April lowered her shaved glistening pussy onto Hannah's face.
Hannah added, looking up at April, as she felt someone move between her legs, the egg still buzzing inside her, "Just tell me what to do, April. I want to be the best pussy pleasure you have ever had."
"Mmmmmmm," April purred, as Hannah's face disappeared under her, and instructed, "just do what comes natural."
Hannah recalled the first time she sucked cock. She had no idea what she was doing. She did indeed just do what was natural. So, as the sensual scent enveloped her senses and a tongue began to lick her pussy, and she also felt hands on her breasts, she extended her tongue and began licking between the wet pussy lips. She wasn't sure what she expected the taste to be like, but in seconds she went from tentative licking to aggressive as the sweet taste danced on her tongue almost like the song just said. Unlike sucking cock, where there was no real taste other than perhaps the manly sweat when it first went into her mouth, there was an immediately addictive exotic taste that made Hannah desperate for more.
"Oh yeah, baby, lick my pussy," April moaned, loving knowing the fact that she was the first pussy Hannah ever tasted. She also loved feeling Hannah start slow and clearly tentative and then the realization of just how delicious and addictive pussy is as she shifted to hungry lapping.
Meanwhile, Janelle watched her younger sister finally completely give in to her inner sapphic side as her twin was fingering her from behind.
"Fuck, this is so hot," Sarah said.
"It really is," Janelle agreed, as he watched her baby sister eat pussy, get eaten and also have both tits worshipped.
"Are you going to eat her pussy?"
"Are you?"
"I'm not sure," Sarah said. "I don't want her mad at us."
"Me either," Janelle agreed.
"So, let's watch and have some fun ourselves," Sarah suggested.
"Go get a dick and fuck me while we watch baby sis dyke out," Janelle suggested, her pussy dying for a good hard fucking.
"I'll be right back," Sarah said, pulling her fingers out and sucking off her sister's juices.
Meanwhile, Hannah was all in. She was hungrily licking April's pussy, while simultaneously the stranger licking her pussy and the two sucking her hard sensitive nipples had her second orgasm about to break. The intense pleasure was making it hard to keep licking smoothly.
April could tell from the moaning underneath her that Hannah was close to coming again, and said, "Come first, baby, then I'm going to come all over your face."
"Okay," Hannah said, thankful for the permission as she was really struggling to multitask, something she was usually good at in most situations in her life. So, she lay her head back and just allowed the pleasure being given to her to consume her.
"Come, baby, come all over Fran's face," April encouraged, as she lifted her body up enough to see Hannah's almost orgasmic face.
"More, tell me what to do," Hannah pleaded, needing to be ordered around.
"Come like the lesbian slut you are and then you get to eat my cunt until I come all over your face," April responded, knowing how many women needed that extra push... that name-calling. "You're my slut now."
"No, you're our slut," Gretchen corrected, as she waited her turn to sit on the new slut's face.
"I'll eat every pussy here," Hannah declared, shocked by her own words, but after just a few licks of April's forbidden fruit, she wanted more. She wanted to eat every pussy, be fucked by every girl. She was obeying the words of Madam Davis and letting go completely.
"Oh yeah, you will," Bethany said.
"Oh shit, sis, does that include your sisters?" Janelle asked, annoyed Sarah wasn't back yet with a toy to fuck her.
"If you tell me to," Hannah responded, knowing it was so wrong, yet as she was about to come, the idea of incestuous action somehow turned her on even more. "I'll obey any command made tonight."
"Oh shit," Sarah said, tightening the double dick harness as she heard her baby sister say words she wasn't sure would ever happen after yesterday's reaction.
"That is so hot," someone said.
"Yeah, I want to see her and the twins in a family threesome," someone else said.
"Oh fuck, yes, make me an incestuous cunt munching, cock taking, lesbian, slaaaaaave," Hannah declared, as her own naughty words and self-degrading was the final straw to orgasm number two hitting her.
"Holy shit," someone said.
"There you go," Madam Davis approved proudly, as she had one girl eating her pussy, while another ate her ass.
"Am I doing good, Mistress?" Hannah asked, looking at the black beauty as her second orgasm made her big booty shake.
"You are doing very well, slut," Madam Davis nodded. "You are going to be a great addition here."
"Thank you," Hannah said, before drawing her attention back to April. "Sit on my face and let me finish making you come."
"You will be doing this a lot," April replied, looking down at the still coming and trembling woman underneath her.
"I'm yours to do as you wish," Hannah said, going all in on her submissive side. All she wanted now was to eat pussy, fuck pussy, get eaten and get fucked. She couldn't believe how much her mindset had changed. Yes, the massage yesterday helped; yes watching all the crazy channels did too; and getting fucked to multiple orgasms added fuel to the kindling; and, of course, the wild switch scenario where she got to discover the thrill of being the fucker instead of the fuckee definitely awakened a side of her she never knew existed... but it was the oddly romantic tension with April that quelled all her reservations. April somehow saw through her... brought out a side of her that she really didn't believe existed... and perhaps even allowed her to explore a lesbian relationship. But she pushed that all aside for now, as April lowered her pussy again on her face. Immediately, Hannah resumed licking even as the aftershocks of orgasm two continued to slowly pleasure her.
"Let me have a go at that fresh twat," Granny Wilson said, as she rolled her wheelchair to the newest recruit.
"Of course, Granny Wilson," the woman dining on Hannah's cum said.
"And the rest of you, let's give our newest member the full body treatment," the eldest woman here ordered.
Hannah heard the old woman's words, but had no idea what they meant as her pussy was briefly not being pleasured, other than the egg still buzzing inside her.
April moaned, her orgasm rising after the brief delay, "That's it, Hannah, show me how much you want to be my pet. Eat my cunt and make me come all over your pretty face, my sexy slut."
The mixture of sweet and nasty words made Hannah smile and also want to desperately obey and make her come just as she felt Granny Wilson's tongue lap her pussy and both her feet get picked up, her heels get taken off and soon both her soles were being licked... which surprisingly felt absolutely amazing, while the other two continued to worship her nipples. This, she assumed, was what the full treatment meant.
Yet, even as she was being pleasured from a variety of angles, Hannah focused on getting April off. She did wish she could get in a different position where she could use her fingers or really get her face deep in April's pussy, alas, she was confined to the position she was in.
"Oh yes, sis, fuck both my holes," Janelle moaned, as her twin did just that. Janelle was now bent over, her face just inches from her baby sisters.
"Yeah, I'm going to do this to you too, Hannah," Sarah assured, as she slammed into her twin while already imagining doing the exact same thing to her younger sister.
Hannah wanted to respond, the idea of being double penetrated instantly a fire burning idea, yet at the moment she was more focused on making April come.
April was thinking the same thing, as her orgasm was imminent and she began to solely grind on Hannah's face.
Hannah occasionally used to do this to her husband when she was about to burst, so she assumed this was April's wordless action to let her know she was close to coming. As such, she kept her tongue extended as best she could as she lay there and let her face be used.
"Oh fuck, I'm going to fucking come all over your face, Hannah," April moaned. "Do you want my cunt cum, you cunt hungry slut?"
"Yes, make me your lesbian sex slave," Hannah responded, although her words were muffled by cunt.
"Oh fuck, yes, fuck, Hannah, fuck, fuck fuuuuuuuck!" April screamed as her orgasm finally erupted and she flooded Hannah's face with her sweet, addictive nectar.
Hannah felt her face get soaked as she opened her mouth to retrieve as much of this amazing pussy juice as she could... a taste she knew she was now going to crave like she used to her man's cum... but unlike male sperm, this didn't have a gooey or salty taste... but instead it was sweet and juicy. She lapped it up like it was the best homemade wine... which in many ways it was.
"Oh yes, get all my pussy juice, baby," April moaned as she sat there on top of Hannah and enjoyed the rapture from the inexperienced but eager tongue.
"Harder, sis, hammer my shithole while you plug my cunt," Janelle pleaded, her own orgasm rising rapidly as she watched her baby sis in action.
"Someone come fuck me," Madam Davis said, as watching Hannah's initiation and the two girls working both ends had her ready to get pounded.
"At your service, Mistress," the Latina Camilla said, already wielding a nine-inch fuck stick.
"Well, don't just stand there, fuck me," Madam Davis ordered, as she moved to the bed and knelt beside Hannah.
Camilla wasted no time sliding her dick in the bent over black goddess, as April slowly got off of Hannah.
"You taste amazing," Hannah said, her face soaking wet.
"I know," April smiled down at her.
The conversation was short-lived before Bethany and her black tight body climbed onto the bed and straddled Hannah's face. "Time for you to taste some chocolate."
"I do love chocolate," Hannah responded, before she began licking her second of many pussies in a row.
Then for the next fourty-plus minutes, Hannah dined on eight more pussies besides April and Bethany, came six more times herself and had her asshole penetrated by a vibrating toy.
"It's family fun time," Sarah said, still wearing the double-ended strap-on she had used on Janelle, Zang and Barbie during her baby sister's marathon of cunt.
"You going to use that on her?" Janelle asked, having just finished eating Barbara's pussy.
"Oh yeah," Sarah said, "and she will eat your pussy."
"Sweet," Janelle said.
"Get on your knees, Hannah," Sarah ordered, knowing that her sister would obey any command now.
"Thank you," Hannah said, rolling off her back. It was definitely time for a new position. Plus, the toy buzzing in her asshole had her ready to get ass fucked... what she had never experienced was getting double penetrated. The fact that the first time was going to be from her sister was inconceivable and yet somehow got her well-eaten pussy burning.
"So submissive," Janelle smiled as she got on the bed and spread her legs before her sis.
"Says my submissive sis," Hannah smirked.
"Maybe, but you are now bottom bitch," Janelle said.
"Sounds good to me," Hannah said, as she moved between her sister's stocking-clad legs and buried her face in the wetness.
"Oh yes, eat my pussy, sister slut," Janelle said, as Sarah pulled the toy out of Hannah's asshole.
"Shove that double dick in both my holes, sis," Hannah said, turning around to see her sister right behind her.
April was standing beside the bed, having her asshole eaten by some ass-hungry college girl she had never met before today as she encouraged Hannah, "You look so hot between your sister's legs."
"I bet I would look even hotter between yours," Hannah retorted, her pussy feeling a little empty without a tongue probing it and the egg no longer inside her as it died fifteen minutes ago and April pulled it out.
"Enough with the romantic bull shit," Janelle said, already annoyed her sister had stopped eating her pussy after just a few seconds, "get munching, slut."
"Sorry, sis," Hannah shrugged, "I don't multitask well yet."
"Practice makes perfect," Janelle said, pulling Hannah's head back to her pussy.
"You do taste good," Hannah said, as Sarah re-lubed her anal cock head and then positioned the dual dicks at her sister's open holes.
"Shove those dicks in our sis, sis," Janelle ordered.
"Not until she begs for it," Sarah said, as both her dicks entered Hannah but barely.
"Ooooooh, fuck, Sarah, double penetrate your baby sister's cunt and asshole," Hannah moaned. "Pound my two holes and make me your sister sex slave slut."
"Oh yeah, that is so hot," Janelle said, as Hannah said all that while remaining buried between her legs.
"Sodomize the slut," someone encouraged, as Sarah did just that and both dicks disappeared in Hannah's big booty and pussy.
"Oh, my fucking God," Hannah moaned into Janelle's pussy, as the double insertion brought a sudden burning pain that contrasted the pure pleasure of finally having a dick back in her.
"Don't forget to breathe," April said.
"Mmmmmm," Hannah responded, as she licked her sister's pussy and added, "fuck me, Sarah, fuck me like a cheap lesbian whore."
"As you wish," Sarah replied, as she placed her hands on Hannah's hips and began slowly fucking her sister, although making sure their bodies met when she made her forward thrusts.
"Oh yeah, fuck," Hannah moaned, as the pain quickly faded and the pleasure took over.
"You like that, sis," Janelle asked. "You like our family fuck toy?"
"I love it," Hannah admitted, the kinky reality she was in the middle of her two sisters giving and receiving in this family fuck sandwich.
"Wait until the girls find out their aunt is an incestuous slut," Sarah said, adding another surprise to her sister.
"What?" Hannah asked, hearing the words.
"Oh yeah, all the girls are bisexual," Janelle revealed, having had sexual relations with her daughter, and her one niece... the only member left was Ella, Hannah's girl.
"You two haven't fucked your daughters?" Hannah questioned, looking up from her pussy position even as Sarah kept fucking her holes.
"Of course," Janelle said. "They are both submissive sluts just like you, now get back to eating."
Sarah gave Janelle a look... a look that said 'do not mention Ella'; luckily, Janelle knew better than to ruin this situation in any way and instead grabbed her sister's head and pressed it against her fevered pussy.
Hannah was stunned, but after the past twenty-four plus hours nothing should surprise her anymore. So, she pushed that new revelation to the back burner and instead focused on making her sister cum, while yet another orgasm was rising inside her.
Then for a few minutes there was just sex... everywhere. The line-up for Big Rosie was still five or six deep like it had been all night; there was a twelve person daisy chain on the floor beside the incestuous threesome; Madam Davis was fucking the shit out of Grandma Wilson; Zang was under plastic taking yet another golden shower; and Wanda and her posse of pussies had arrived a few minutes ago and all four of them had a community member dining on their young, fresh snatches.
"Oh yes, sis, don't stop," Janelle moaned, grinding on her sister's face as she was about to come.
Meanwhile, Sarah was now pounding both Hannah's holes with aggressive, hard and deep back shots making Hanna moan wildly.
Finally, Janelle screamed, "I'm coming, sister slave," and she came in her sister's hungry mouth.
As soon as Janelle let go of her head a few seconds later, Hannah, her face drenched in her sister's pussy juices, lifted her head up and begged, "Harder, fuck your sister slave, make your baby sister come like the lesbian incestuous slut you have turned her into."
"Hey, I had something to do with that!" April chimed in.
"I think I did too," Madam Davis added.
"You all made me a mindless lesbian fuck toy," Hannah declared, as she began bouncing back to meet her sister's hard thrusts.
"Come sis, come my sister slut," Sarah demanded.
"Oh, yes, fuck, oh, oh, oh, fuuuuuuuuck," Hannah moaned and then bellowed as yet another orgasm somehow cascaded through her and she collapsed forward, both dicks slipping out of her.
Sarah quickly flipped Hannah onto her back and buried her face in her sister's leaking pussy.
"Hey, I wanted to eat her first," Janelle protested.
"Too late," both Sarah and Hannah said in unison, making them both laugh.
Finally, Hannah was spent. She said, "I can't do any more."
"You still have Big Rosie to taste," Sarah said, as April helped her up.
"She will be here another time," April said, speaking for Hannah who was clearly spent.
"Fair enough," Sarah nodded.
"I'm taking her back to my room for some TLC," April said, taking control.


"Tight licked cunt?" Janelle quipped and then laughed at her own quick wit.
"Tender... loving... care," April said, kissing Hannah on the lips with each word.
"Please do," Hannah said, as they walked together, hand in hand, out of the ballroom orgy.
Back in April's room, the two ended up cuddling... but only after a luxurious, tender 69, where both climaxed one more time.
"Thank you," Hannah said, still bewildered by everything she did, everything she felt... surreally feeling safe and secure in April's arms.
"You are welcome, Hannah," April said as she pulled her in tighter and the two slipped into slumber.
.....
Epilogue three months later:
1. Hannah and April became a couple; a couple that still had sex with every member of Harmony Springs and the majority of their guests... but to the outside world and the celebrity magazines, blogs and social media an exclusive couple.
2. Hannah got to dine on niece pussy when the girls both came to visit a month later.
3. Hannah, while submissive 90 percent of the time, kept her switch role going by fucking Madam Davis once a week... and even getting to meet and fuck Senator Greene (a dream CUM true).
Epilogue six months later:
"Oh yes, Mommy, eat my pussy," Ella moaned, as she grabbed her mom's head and pressed it tight against her well-eaten pussy.
"Yes, slut, eat your daughter's pussy," Jennifer, Hannah's eight-five-year-old mother ordered as she pounded Hannah from behind.
Hannah smiled at the fact that she had one-upped her older twin sisters by not only getting her daughter to join the family secret, but their mother... oh, were they going to be surprised at Christmas.
The End....
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THE TURNING CONTEST is a week-long competition between five MILF best friends over who can turn more straight teens, college girls and women.
The prize: The winner gets a weekend with the other four women's 18-year-old daughters.
Although each story definitely stands on its own, this is the thirty-second seduction scene. Here is a quick refresher of what has happened so far.
THE TURNING CONTEST is a week-long competition between five MILF best friends over who can turn more straight teens, college girls and women.
The prize: The winner gets a weekend with the other four women's 18-year-old daughters.
Although each story definitely stands on its own, this is the thirty-second seduction scene. Here is a quick refresher of what has happened so far.
1. Turning Contest: A Beautiful Blonde, in which seductress VERONICA STONE seduces a teen in her clothing store.
2. Turning Contest: A Cute Maid, in which reluctant seductress (she is more a submissive) and rich wife CAROL WHITE seduces and dominates her temporary maid.
3. Turning Contest: A Delicious Model, in which seductress and casting agent PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute 19-year-old model who is auditioning for a part in the new Matt Damon movie.
4. Turning Contest: A Desperate Asian, in which black professor CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a shy Japanese student in her office.
5. Turning Contest: A Dominated Thief, in which store owner VERONICA STONE molests an 18-year-old who tried to steal from her store.
6. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bday Girl, in which married seductress JASMINE JONES molests, seduces and fucks a 21-year-old birthday girl at a club.
7. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bride 2 Be, in which JASMINE JONES continues her night at the club by seducing a friend of the birthday girl as well as a bride-to-be at her bachelorette party.
8. Turning Contest: A Edible Waitress, in which CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a cute, big breasted, 18-year-old waitress at an open-all-night diner.
9. Turning Contest: A Fashionable Cutie, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute Victoria's Secret saleswoman in a change room.
10. Turning Contest: A Fateful Birthday, in which CAROL WHITE seduces a chubby girl at the beach and doubles down on a peeping Belle.
11. Turning Contest: A Former Student, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into a former student, goes back to her place and seduces her slyly.
12. Turning Contest: A Friend in Need, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces, somewhat by accident, her good friend who just caught her husband sucking cock in her kitchen.
13. Turning Contest: A Friend of Amy's, in which VERONICA STONE gets her third turn with a surprisingly quirky nerd with the assistance of her first seduction (turn 1: A Beautiful Blonde).
14. Turning Contest: A Girl Guide's Sis, in which JASMINE JONES seduces an 18-year-old selling cookies for her younger sister and who just happens to be her own daughter's cross-town rival.
15. Turning Contest: A Hit & Lick, in which CRYSTAL WATSON is hit from behind at a red light by a teen girl and uses the opportunity to get not one, but two turns seducing the nerdish driver and her Muslim friend.
16. Turning Contest: A Kinky Cuckquean, in which VERONICA STONE catches two teens having sex in one of her dressing rooms and uses it to blackmail them into submitting sexually to her.
17. Turning Contest: A Kismet Encounter, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into her daughter's grade three teacher in line at a coffee shop and brings her home for a sweet seduction.
18. Turning Contest: A Lick for a Raise, in which VERONICA STONE turns a good employee who may be trying to blackmail her, into a pussy licking and strap-on taking pet.
19. Turning Contest: A Lick Shop, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces and turns a mother and daughter individually at a fancy dress shop.
20. Turning Contest: A Lift, in which PORTIA JAMES picks up and turns an elderly woman stranded on the side of the road.
21. Turning Contest: A Maître D, in which PORTIA JAMES continues her hot streak seducing a young southern belle at a five-star restaurant.
22. Turning Contest: A Makeover, in which CRYSTAL WATSON with her daughter's help seduces a shy nerd using vegetables as an appetizer.
23. Turning Contest: A Mommy Fantasy, in which CAROL WHITE meets up with a young stranger to role-play a wicked Mommy lesbian fantasy.
24. Turning Contest: A Mormon Visit, in which VERONICA STONE gets a visit from a pair of Mormon girls who she challenges about their faith and seduces both of them.
25. Turning Contest: A Mother-In-Law, in which JASMINE JONES gets a call from her upset mother-in-law. One thing leads to another and she fucks her 65-year-old mother-in-law and invites her daughter over to join in a family threesome.
26. Turning Contest: A Movie Theatre, in which CAROL WHITE meets up with an earlier turn in the day, Tabitha, where she services the birthday girl again and seduces the teen's best friend for a wild threesome.
27. Turning Contest: A Muslim, in which JASMINE JONES slyly seduces a wealthy
Muslim woman.
28. Turning Contest: A Pizza Delivery, in which CRYSTAL WATSON gets a surprise
turn possibility from a cute pizza delivery girl that turns into a wild night of sex and the
taking of all three of her holes.
29. Turning Contest: A Porn Shop, in which VERONICA STONE ends up at a porn
shop where she meets a woman divorced that day and helps her enjoy an abundance
of cock at a glory hole.
30. Turning Contest: A Pregnant Woman, in which JASMINE JONES seduces and
helps induce a past-her-due-date woman that leads to a threesome in a bathroom.
31. Turning Contest: A Princess, in which, PORTIA JAMES finally gets a seduction at the gala befriending a lonely Norwegian princess and taking her back to her hotel room for some liberating sex and forever changing the young woman.
32. TURNING CONTEST: A Sleepover Orgy
Carol got a text at 11:00 from Kenzie: Can you come over at midnight? I have three straight girls who are likely going to be easy turns.
Carol didn't see the text until 11:20 when the movie was done and she had said goodbye to the girls... who she knew were going back to Tabitha's house to continue where they left off in the bathroom. She couldn't help but feel a strange sense of pride in helping two friends become lovers.
She wasn't sure what she would do for twenty minutes as it was only about a twenty-minute drive to Kenzie's house. Yet, of course, she replied: Of course. I have no choice. I left all my toys there... LOL.
Kenzie replied back: Text me when you arrive. I have a bit of a plan to get things set up for you.
Carol replied appreciating the assistance on the possibility of three turns in one: I can't wait.
She checked the scores and saw the most recent update. God, these women were vultures.
Score at 10:49 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 8
Portia: 7
Veronica: 7
Jasmine: 6
Carol: 5
She was a little hungry, so she drove to Raising Cane's and got a kid's meal. She was hungry, but not starving.
As she ate, she checked the updates and sighed. There had been two more turns just during the drive.
Score at 11:30 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 8
Veronica: 8
Portia: 7
Jasmine: 6
Carol: 5
Score at 11:36 PM on Saturday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 8
Veronica: 8
Jasmine: 7
Portia: 7
Carol: 5
Although it was crazy that if she could pull off this triple turn she would be tied with Crystal and Veronica. That, of course, with the assumption they didn't add another turn during that time.
Carol drove to Kenzie's house and arrived five minutes early. The traffic was way less at almost midnight. She texted: I'm here.
Kenzie responded: Just come in and come to my room. I think you know where it is. :)
Carol was excited and nervous. Excited for the possibility of a triple turn. Excited to be part of what looked like a lesbian orgy. She had been in many, but in those, she was always the bottom bitch... although that was the place she was always most comfortable. Nervous as she was about meeting three strangers who had no idea who she was and to be honest she wasn't really sure what she was about to walk into.
Regardless, Carol was determined to prove to her friends she could compete in this ridiculous turning contest and was proud of herself for already having four turns today alone. She got out of the car, walked to the house of the third scene of the crime of her third turn of this wild Saturday, and entered. She slipped out of her heels and headed to the bedroom. She paused just outside the door to hear a girl say "Truth."
Carol waited and listened. It was Kenzie's voice that asked, "Have you ever fantasized being with a girl?"
"Kenzie!" The voice gasped.
"Answer the question," Kenzie ordered.
"Maybe once or twice," the girl said.
"I can help with that," Carol said, sauntering in at what she hoped was the perfect timing to see four girls all in lingerie and different coloured thigh high stockings... except Kenzie who was in a garter belt and stockings.
"Who are you?" A big-framed girl in a white nightie that really showcased her huge tits and matching white thigh highs asked. All four girls were sitting in a circle on the floor.
"This is our surprise," Kenzie said, standing up, walking over to the MILF and kissing her.
"Kenzie!" Abigail gasped, just like she had a moment ago when asked about the lesbian question. Truth was she had a major crush on Kenzie and that question had surprised her greatly. Seeing her kiss another woman actually made her a little jealous while also making her wonder if she may be a lesbian too.
Breaking the kiss, Kenzie, dressed in a black pretty much see-through teddy, introduced, "Everyone this is Mistress Carol."
"Mistress?" Both Cameron and Valerie echoed in surprise.
"Yes, and she is here to fuck each of you," Kenzie bluntly said.
"You're not serious?" Cameron asked.
"Deadly serious," Kenzie said.
"So, is that why you had us get all dressed up in lingerie?" Valerie, a redhead in a blue baby doll nightie and matching nylons asked.
"Well, yes and I wanted to see all my hot friends in lingerie and nylons," Kenzie said.
"Now, Kenzie, introduce me to my pets for the night," Carol said, taking the initiative, a little surprised at how naturally it was coming to her since she was usually the submissive. But four hot young ripe girls to fuck was all the motivation in the world she needed.
"The redhead here is Valerie," Kenzie introduced pointing to her.
"Hi, Valerie, you look absolutely delicious," Carol wickedly said, planning to eat all four young ripe pussies before this night was over.
"Hi," Valerie said, bewildered by what was suddenly occurring and yet flattered by the strange compliment.
"The one who just admitted she had lesbian fantasies is Abigail," Kenzie said.
"Kenzie!" Abigail said embarrassed and feeling her already red cheeks burn.
"Hi, Abigail," Carol greeted, walking to the cute nerdy girl in all red. She reached down, grabbed the girl by the hand and pulled her up.
Abigail allowed herself to be pulled up and get her first-ever feminine kiss as this pretty older woman kissed her.
"Oh my," Valerie, the shyest one of the group, gasped.
"My turn next," Cameron said, standing up. She had been horny ever since they choose the lingerie at a sex shop. She had an insatiable sex drive for a girl who had never been with anyone. She fucked herself all the time and already had three sex toys. She had many guy and girl fantasies and one was being with an older woman.
"Cameron!" Valerie gasped again, as she looked at Cameron actually pull Abigail away from the older woman.
"I'm Cameron," the large brunette said before she pressed her lips against Carol's.
Carol kissed the big woman back and wrapped her arms around her and squeezed her big ass.
"Get up and join us," Kenzie said, reaching for Valerie's hand.
Valerie took it in stunned silence as she stood up too. Her eyes went wide as Kenzie kissed her.
Abigail was silently jealous as she watched her secret crush kiss another girl and realized she was the only one not being kissed. The brief kiss with the older woman was tender and intimate and made a shiver go through her. She wanted to be kissed again.
She pulled Valerie away from Kenzie and said, just blurting it out there since this had gone from tame to torrid in a heartbeat, "I've fantasized about this for a long time." She then kissed her blonde best friend.
"Nice to meet you," Carol smiled as she broke the kiss with Cameron.
"Fuck me first," Cameron demanded, unsure even what fucking meant. She watched a lot of porn, a reasonable amount of it lesbian porn and it could mean getting her pussy eaten, getting it finger banged, getting fucked by a strap-on or toy or some wicked tribbing. Each of those options appealed to her.
"Has anyone here besides Kenzie eaten pussy?" Carol asked.
"No," all three other girls said in almost unison.
"Has anyone here besides Kenzie had their pussy licked before?" Carol asked, making sure all three girls were turn targets.
"No, all repeated,
"All right," Carol said. "I plan to eat every one of you. Fuck every one of you." She got out of her dress, sat at the edge of the bed, spread her legs and explained, "But you have to earn it. So line up."
Cameron quickly moved to the sexy older woman wanting to be first.
"I'm going to let you eat my pussy later, Abby," Kenzie whispered in her friend's ear, "and fuck you so good. But first go obey our Mistress."
"Ooooooh, okay," Abigail nodded, reluctantly moving from her best friend and moving onto her knees and behind Cameron, who was already between the woman's legs.
"Shit, you are one eager bitch," Carol moaned, as the big framed girl buried her face in her pussy immediately. Carol wanted to make sure she was the first one to be eaten by each girl and the first to eat them to make sure each turn was credited to her. She didn't want any semantics getting in the way of the triple turn.
"You too, Val," Kenzie said, as she slapped her friend's ass.
"I don't know about this."
"You have never fantasized about being with a girl?"
"No," Valerie said, having had a crush on Evan since grade nine.
"Well, we are not going to make you do anything you don't want to," Kenzie said. "But trust me this will be really fun."
Kenzie then went behind Abigail and moved her right hand to her friend's pussy.
"Ooooooh, Kenzie, w-w-what are you doing?" Abigail moaned, the instant contact on her pussy made a flicker of a flame become a burning inferno.
"Just making sure you are warned up," Kenzie said, as she slowly teased her friend.
"Next," Carol said, after about a minute of being licked by this eager girl.
"Go eat that pussy," Kenzie encouraged, as she moved her fingers away and put them to her mouth. "You taste delicious."


"Oh my," Abigail said, looking at Kenzie.
"Go," Kenzie said, pointing to Carol's inviting pussy.
"Okay," Abigail nodded in a daze, as she turned, crawled to the suddenly open spot and leaned her face to the glistening pussy.
"That's it, Abby, eat that pussy," Kenzie encouraged.
"It was fucking delicious," Cameron said, now moving behind Kenzie for a second taste.
"I know," Kenzie said.
Cameron saw Valerie standing there watching. "Come join us, Val. You won't regret it."
"I don't know," Valerie said, still tentative. She would be lying if a growing curiosity wasn't building inside her and she found watching surprisingly stimulating. Yet, having lesbian sex in front of and maybe even with her best friends seemed like a line not to cross.
Cameron stood up, walked to Valerie and kissed her.
Abigail, meanwhile, was in utter awe of the taste of pussy. She had read about it; she had fantasized about it; she had dreamed about it. Yet, nothing could remotely prepare you for the real thing. The taste was exotic and seemed to dance on her tongue.
At first, Valerie stood there being kissed, but after a moment, like Kenzie a moment ago, the tenderness of her friend's lips pushed her past that invisible line and she kissed back.
Carol had two straight girls eating from her box and needed one more. As she enjoyed the enthusiastic tongue she looked up to see the last of the three being kissed. She said, "Cameron bring her to me."
"Yes, Mistress," Cameron said breaking the kiss, taking Valerie's hand, and leading her to the pretty older woman.
Abigail reluctantly moved from the heavenly taste and Kenzie allowed her turn to be skipped knowing the purpose of this... three new turns.
Valerie allowed herself to be led to the woman.
Cameron gently pushed her friend to her knees.
Valerie stared at the pussy. She literally was transfixed and yet not sure what to do. "Go ahead, my pretty pet, lick it," Carol softly suggested.
Cameron moved her hand to the back of Valerie's head and pushed it against the pussy. "Eat."
Valerie moaned as she felt a finger rubbing her pussy as she was suddenly face-planted against a pussy, a very heavenly smelling scent enveloping her. Bewildered by her sudden predicament and yet enticed by the scent, curiosity and her regular go-along with whatever her friends suggested, like being in lingerie and stockings tonight, she began to lick.
"Lay on your back, Abby," Kenzie ordered.
"Why?"
"So I can sit on your face," Kenzie explained rather matter-of-factly, as she shoved her friend to the floor.
"Really?" Abigail asked in shock even as she allowed herself to be laid onto her back.
"You don't want to?" Kenzie asked, even though she knew her best friend did. She knew her best friend had a crush on her and after she finally found the courage to have her first sexual lesbian experience with Carol early tonight she knew she was going to have sex with her bestie and likely all her besties.
"I do, I do," Abigail said overly eager, as Kenzie stood above her.
"Mmmmmmm, that's it, Valerie," Carol moaned, as all three girls had had their first pussy taste from hers. "You are a natural at this."
Valerie felt a wave of excitement from the compliment, she always liked to be the best at anything she did. After a few tentative licks, once the taste of the pussy hit her she couldn't get enough. The excitement was doubled by the fact that Cameron was rubbing her pussy which was never touched by anyone other than herself.
"Yeah, sit on her face," Cameron ordered, finding the sight of two of her best friends suddenly about to have a lesbian encounter hot as fuck.
Valerie barely heard what was going on as she was so transfixed by the addicting pussy taste.
Kenzie lowered her pussy on Abby's face and said, "I've been looking forward to this for a long time."
"You have?" Abigail asked as the pretty pink pussy hovered just above her face.
"I have," Kenzie said.
"I have too," Abigail said, thrilled to hear that.
"Show me how much you want to be my pussy pleasing pet," Kenzie said, as she sat on her friend's face.
"Mmmmmmmm," Abigail moaned with overwhelmed excitement as her face was suddenly being sat on. She instantly started licking her second pussy in a couple of minutes.
"Oh yes, Valerie, eat my pussy, show me you want my cum," Carol ordered, the virgin pussy licker a quick study on how to please a woman.
Valerie had no idea what she was doing but listened to the moans and paid attention to the way the woman's body reacted to each area she stimulated.
Cameron said as she watched the two lesbian encounters before her, "Fuck this is hot."
"Bring that pussy over here," Kenzie suggested, thinking it would be fun to turn the twosome into a threesome.
Before Cameron could even move, Carol near orgasm said, "No, I get to eat every pussy first."
"Right, right," Kenzie nodded, recalling the turning contest she was in, briefly forgetting turning in the heat of the moment. "I knew that. Sorry, Cameron, you will have to wait."
"Why do you get your pussy eaten?"
"Because I already ate that cunt and made her come," Carol said. "Just like I will you once this sexy slut makes me come."
"Fine, but I get to go first," Cameron said.
"Sure," Carol moaned, as she looked at the huge tits of this girl and was looking forward to playing with them.
Abigail was in heaven. This had been her ultimate fantasy. Not a five-girl lesbian orgy, but that she got to eat Kenzie's pussy. It tasted even better than she imagined and she had never felt more at home than in this surreal position.
Valerie licked faster, she wanted to make this woman come. She didn't want to leave from this position until she had made her come. Plus, she was suddenly curious what a woman's cum would taste like.
"Oh yes, Abigail, that's it, lick my pussy," Kenzie moaned.
"Yeah, both you sluts lick those pussies," Cameron added.
"Oh fuck, don't stop," Carol moaned, feeling her orgasm about to burst. "Right there. Right there."
Valerie put all her attention on the clit she was attacking determined to make her come.
"Get her off," Cameron ordered, now just standing there and watching.
"Yes, yes, fuuuuuck," Carol bellowed as the young woman made her come.
Valerie felt a wild rush of adrenaline, just like when she won a debate last week, but more intense and getting a second rush directly in her pussy region, as her face was coated in wetness. She hungrily lapped up the flowing juices.
"Shit, so hot," Cameron said, moving her left hand to her own pussy.
"The party is just getting started," Kenzie assured.
"Damn right it is," Cameron agreed, impatiently waiting her turn to be orally pleasured.
"In a minute," Carol said, as she enjoyed the rush of the orgasm.
"Okay."
"God, Abby, I should have sat on your face a long time ago," Kenzie moaned, enjoying this position and her best friend's tongue.
"Yes, you should have," Abigail concurred, although her words were muffled.
Valerie kept licking, not really wanting this crazy spontaneous moment to end. The taste of the cum was even more delicious than the juices before it.
"Come lay down on the bed, sexy," Carol ordered, as she allowed the other girl to continue lapping up the last remnants of the orgasm.
"Okay," Cameron said excitedly, quickly getting onto the bed.
"Lay down on your back and spread those legs," Carol ordered, reluctantly gently pushing the still-licking girl from her pussy. Looking down at her, she said, "That was amazing."
"I've never done that before," Valerie said still not believing she had just done that.
"Well, you're a complete natural," Carol said. "Once I'm done with your friend I'm going to return the favour."
"You don't have to," Valerie said, not sure she was ready to have her first orgasm from a woman.
"Oh, I insist," Carol smiled. "Now come up here and suck on your friend's big tits, while I eat her pussy."
"I don't know," Valerie hesitated again. It was one thing to eat a stranger's pussy and yet a whole other to have sex with a friend. As she said this, she looked over to see Kenzie sitting on Abigail's face. "Oh my."
"Go suck on those huge tits, Valerie," Kenzie encouraged. "Before I do."
Carol crawled between the thick legs and moved directly to the hairy pussy. "Mmmmmmm, you're so wet," she smiled smelling the strong scent of an excited pussy.
"I'm so fucking horny," Cameron said, the anticipation of having her pussy licked for the first time driving her crazy.
Valerie nervously got onto the bed as her friend pulled off her lingerie to release her large breasts and very hard nipples. She couldn't deny she was fascinated by Cameron's huge breasts, especially compared to her relatively flat chest.
Carol extended her tongue and started licking as turn six became official as she parted the hairy pussy to find the tantalizing-tasting twat.
"Come suck on my nipples, Valerie," Cameron said, reaching for her friend's hand and pulling her to her large melons.
Valerie allowed herself to be guided to the large breasts. She moved her hands to them and her mouth to the large hard nipple.
"Yes," Cameron moaned, as she was having two different regions of her body pleasured at once, creating a whirlwind of pleasure through her.
"Oh yes, suck those big tits," Kenzie encouraged, as she watched the lesbian threesome in her bed while she began to grind her pussy on her best friend's face.
Abigail was captivated by eating pussy and her own pussy burned with desire. That rush of sexual adrenaline enhanced when her best friend began moving her pussy up and down on her face.
"Fuck, hurry up and come on her face so one of you can come and suck on my other tit," Cameron demanded, wanting all the attention on her body.
"You taste fucking amazing," Carol said, as she really ate the pussy over.
"Your breasts are so big," Valerie said, still in a dazed state as she cupped both of them and went back and forth between the two hard nipples... excited to hear her friend moan.
"Worship them," Cameron said.
"I am," Valerie said, splattering the tits and nipples with lust.
"Oh, fuck, I'm going to come on your face," Kenzie said, a massive rush at having turned this sleepover into a lesbian orgy and riding her best friend's face.
"Don't stop," Cameron moaned as her orgasm was rising rapidly.
"Not until you come on my face," Carol responded while she attacked the large clit.
"Fuuuuuuck," Kenzie screamed as her orgasm ripped through her.
Abigail hungrily and eagerly lapped up all her best friend's pussy juice until Kenzie collapsed forward and off her face.
"Get over here, Abby and suck on my tit," Cameron ordered.
Abby got off her back, her face coated in cum and got into the bed and cupped and sucked the free big tit in a completely submissive mode and consumed by lesbian lust.
Soon the big girl had the attention of three girls all pleasing her.
Kenzie slowly got up, some of her juices leaking down her leg as she prepared to fuck someone. Deciding to go big or go home, although this was her house, she grabbed the foot-long dick and harness and began to put it on as the others were all worshipping Cameron.
Abigail loved sucking on the huge nipple as she also used both her hands to squeeze the fascinating large tit.
Valerie sucked and licked all over the areola area and the nipple itself feeling a sudden challenge to be better at tit sucking than Abigail.
Carol wanted to get this girl to nut, a funny word that Crystal occasionally used, on her face as she still had two more girls to officially turn. So, she slid three fingers inside the super wet pussy and Cameron screamed with pleasure.
"So yes, finger fuck me," Cameron demanded, the already intense pleasure reaching uncontrollable heights inside her. The sudden insertion was too much for Cameron, as was the intense sucking and cupping of her sensitive tits and in only three or four finger pumps, she screamed, "I'm coming."
Carol pulled her fingers out wanting to enjoy as much of the sweet teen cum as possible which gushed out of her in abundance.
Both girls continued sucking on the nipples as their friend seemed to be having her own inner earthquake.
Abigail hoped she was next.
About a minute later, Kenzie generously allowing Cameron to enjoy her first oral orgasm, said, "Abby and Valerie on your back beside each other I can eat both your needy pussies."
"Okay," Abigail quickly said.
"Plus, you can watch me fuck Cameron with this huge pussy pounder," Kenzie added, as all three young girls sat up to see Kenzie wearing a massive dick. "Now get off the bed, slut and bend over so I can fuck you."
Valerie just gasped.
Abby said, "Oh, my."
Cameron replied as she got off the bed, "Shit, this is getting wild."
Abby grabbed a pillow and lay on her back as ordered wanting to be able to watch Cameron get fucked, while she said, "Get over here, Valerie."
"I don't know," Valerie hesitated once again. This was getting out of hand. Actually, it had gotten out of hand long ago.
"Stop thinking you don't want this," Abigail said, as a wet-faced Carol moved between her legs.
Carol gave her an ultimatum, hoping it would work so she could finish the final two turns, Abigail obviously a sure thing, "Either move beside your sexy friend or get off the bed. But you will regret not having that pretty pussy properly pleasured."
Carol then buried her face in official turn seven and began licking.
"Oh my God," Abigail instantly moaned, the immediate sensation of the tongue making contact was complete intense euphoria.
"Oh fuck, shit, that cock is huge," Cameron moaned. Kenzie had moved behind her, positioned the dick at her super wet hole and slid it right inside. The dick double the size of any toy she had used in her box. With each inch of unexplored archeology inside her, the pleasure increased.
"Yeah, I'm going to fuck you good," Kenzie said, loving wearing the dick and being in charge.
"Fuck me like a cheap slut," Cameron said, as Valerie watched in awe.
Kenzie ordered, seeing Valerie kneeling on the bed, watching transfixed the two of them, "Lay beside Abby and get that pussy pleased and then I'll fuck you."
Valerie's pussy was burning from all the lesbian action she had watched and performed, yet she wasn't sure she was ready to have her pussy touched. Somehow that felt more wrong than doing the lesbian acts she had done.
"Oh Valerie, you have to have your pussy eaten," Abigail moaned, "it's the most amazing feeling I've ever experienced."
"Wasn't that eating my pussy," Kenzie teased, as she slowly finished putting all twelve inches inside of Cameron.
"It's both," Abigail moaned.
"I'm so fucking full," Cameron said in a daze at the reality she had a foot of dick in her pussy. As well as the reality that she was losing her virginity and getting fucked for the first time by her friend and a foot-long cock.
"Your slutty hole swallowed it all," Kenzie said, slapping her friend's big ass cheek.
"Fuck me," Cameron begged, the dick buried deep inside her creating a stir of unbridled lust...although that stir began the moment this wild orgy began.
"Of course," Kenzie said, as she began pumping her foot-long dick between her friend's wide ass.
"Oh, God, so good," Abigail moaned loudly, the wild lesbian orgy had her orgasm rising in under a couple of minutes.
Carol worked the pussy over good, sensing from the young girl's body's reaction her orgasm was already close to burying. She furiously painted the pussy with up and down strokes before suddenly flicking the clit.
"Oooooooooh," Abigail moaned and her entire body shook the moment her super-sensitive clit was touched. The intensity was added as she watched Kenzie really fuck Cameron whose tits were swaying wildly.
"Oh fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuck," Abigail screamed, her orgasm hitting her as she grabbed the MILF's head and held it against her pussy.
Carol caught as much of the sweet nectar as she could as the juices flowed out of the teen's pussy.
"Good girl," Kenzie smiled, as she watched her best friend come.
"Will you fuck me too," Abigail asked even as she held the older woman's head between her legs enjoying the continual waves of pleasure pulsating through her young ripe body.
"My turn," Valerie said, having her pussy burn with uncontrollable fire as she watched the two separate lesbian acts. She tried to resist but she desperately wanted to come. She lay in the bed and spread her legs.
Abigail let go of the woman's head and said, "You are going to fucking love it."
"I need to come so bad," Valerie said, as the older woman, her face soaked with her friend's cum, looked up and crawled to her.
"You want me to eat this sexy pussy?" Carol asked as she moved between the adorable girl's legs.
"Yes, please," Valerie trembled, as she felt the woman's hands move up her nylon-clad legs and then her hot breath on her vagina.
"Say it," Carol encouraged, seeing the desperation in her eighth turn's eyes, just as Abigail leaned over and sucked on the girl's nipples through her baby doll lingerie.
"Please eat my pussy," Valerie said with a moan, shocked by her own words. Yet, the desperation and need, mixed with Cameron's moans and Abigail's mouth currently sucking on her breast made her an utter mess.
"Harder, pound me harder," Cameron moaned.
"Yeah, you love this big cock fucking your cunt, don't you, slut?" Kenzie asked, a rush of adrenaline from being the one doing the fucking.
"God, I love being pounded like a slut as you take my virginity," Cameron moaned, her entire body burning with uncontrollable desire.
Carol leaned forward and began licking as her eighth turn became official and she couldn't help but smile with pride at her successful day and being able to compete with her friends.
"I'm taking all your virginities tonight," Kenzie declared, letting them know she was the one in charge here.
"Oooooooooh," Valerie moaned loudly, as the tongue made contact with her pussy and an instant wave of pleasure hit her.
"I want to be next," Abigail said, even as she kept sucking and cupping Valerie's very small tits through her baby doll lingerie.
"You want me to fuck your pussy and become my fuck toy?" Kenzie wickedly asked, the rush of adrenaline coming at her over and over with her own actions and words.
"Yes, I'll be your lesbian pet," Abigail responded; this a fantasy she had for some time.
"Me too," Valerie moaned, the double sensations of having her pussy and breasts pleasured at once making her so horny. Plus, if everyone else was losing their virginity she better too.
"Oh God, you nasty sluts," Cameron moaned, as the intense fucking and all the lesbian action and sordid promises of more in this wild orgy had her close to apocalyptic bliss.
"Come, my fuck toy, come from taking a twelve-inch dick deep in your slut box, come declaring you are my personal lesbian plaything whenever I want," Kenzie ordered, really giving it to her.
Cameron found the words wickedly wild and agreed to them without contemplation, "Yes, I'll eat your pussy at school, you can fuck me anywhere you want and use me as your personal pussy plaything."
"Me too," Abigail said, "I want to be your personal lesbian pet."
"Me too," Valerie moaned not wanting to be left out as this older woman was making her feel pleasure she didn't know existed in her young body.
Carol was thankful for Kenzie's assistance in turning three friends into lesbians and assisting her earlier turn into a Mistress. She also knew this pussy was ready to erupt as she slid two fingers inside her and sucked in her clit.
"Oh my fucking God," the mild-mannered girl screamed as she was suddenly being finger fucked.


"Oh, yes, fuck me, pound me, give me all that dick, I'm so fucking close," Cameron remarked over a few seconds of back shots that made her big body shake and her tits sway.
"Come for me, slut, come for your Mistress," Kenzie ordered, as she established even more dominance over her friends.
Cameron was surprised by the term 'Mistress' but didn't hesitate in response as the rapture inside consumed her, "Yes, Mistress, I'm, oooh, I'm, fuuuuuuuck." Cameron screamed as her orgasm hit.
Valerie was in an unbelievable state of pleasure as the fingers inside her working with the tongue outside of her had her feeling things she never felt before. Her body was burning, her head went light and just seconds after she heard Cameron scream in utter lust she did too. "Fuuuuuuuuuuck!"
Carol had her own rush of adrenaline that went directly to her pussy at the official conquest of turning all four girls here, albeit one earlier. She pumped her fingers for another minute even as some wetness squeaked out of the coming teen before she pulled them out and lapped up all the creamy cum.
"So good," Valerie said in a daze.
"You look so hot coming like a slut," Abigail complimented having stopped sucking on the nipples to watch her friend orgasm.
"Thanks," Valerie said with a somewhat vapid daze as the pleasure continued its glorious assault through her body.
"Come suck my cock, Abby," Kenzie said, as she pulled out of Cameron who instantly crawled onto the bed and lay there still enjoying the aftermath of her intense orgasm.
"Yes, Mistress," Abigail said, quickly getting off of the bed.
"How long have you wanted to say that to me?" Kenzie asked with a smile as she watched her friend drop before her.
"A long time," Abigail admitted, as she took the cock shining with Cameron's juices between her lips.
"Clean up all my cum, Abby," Cameron weakly said, "you'll be eating my pussy often."
Cameron wanted to make it clear that she was second in command of this new lesbian group.
Abigail moaned in response as she sucked her first cock.
Valerie surprised everyone when she interjected, "You'll be eating mine too."
"Everyone will be eating everyone's pussy from now on," Kenzie assured.
"Now both you sluts get on the bed, on all fours so I can take turns pounding both your pussies.
Carol rolled off the bed and watched in amusement how eagerly and obediently both virgins did as they were told. It made her wonder what she looked like during all her pet days with her friends.
Cameron got off the bed too and went pee. She simply couldn't hold it any longer.
Kenzie got in the bed, her foot-long cock seeming way too big for either girl.
"Maybe the eight-inch one first for these two," Carol suggested, as she walked over to her bag of toys and brought it to her.
A minute or two later as both girls waited rather impatiently, Kenzie switched dicks, moved behind Abby and without a word slid inside her.
"Oh yes, take my virginity, Kenzie, I've wanted this for so long," Abigail declared immediately.
"Yeah, me too," Kenzie replied, as she began to slowly fuck her best friend since grade one.
"You have?" Abigail moaned.
"I have," Kenzie repeated.
Cameron returned and saw Carol holding the huge dick. She asked, "Can I fuck you with that?"
"Please do, I'm so fucking horny," Carol said, not really in a hurry to update the scoreboard. Rather she wanted to enjoy this teenage orgy for as long as she could.
"Sweet," Cameron said, taking the strap-on. She needed a little help from the MILF whose name she couldn't remember but eventually she had it on.
"Fuck me, too, Mistress," Valerie begged, the anticipation killing her as she watched Abigail get fucked and seeming to be consumed with pleasure.
"Don't worry, I'm going to pound your pussy good," Kenzie said, giving Abby a few more hard back shots before pulling out, moving over and sliding her wet dick into the third straight pussy she was about to be the first to fuck... which was an ultimate rush.
"Yes," Valerie moaned, as the dick slid inside her.
"Bend over the bed, slut," Cameron ordered, feeling an instant sense of power the moment that harness was around her big body.
"Yes, baby girl," Carol responded, deciding to move to the side of the bed where she would have a great up close and personal view of the double virgin takings occurring on the bed,
"You can call her Mommy if you wish," Kenzie said, as she slowly fucked Valerie.
"Mommy?" Cameron asked.
"Yes, she is my Mommy fuck toy," Kenzie explained. "Isn't that right, Mommy-slut?"
"Yes, baby girl, Mommy is a complete lesbian sex slave for all you girls," Carol declared, as she felt Cameron move behind her and she shifted from Mistress to submissive smoothly.
"Mommy?" Abigail asked, dying to feel that dick back in her pussy. Both getting licked and fucked were exhilarating, but this was driving her wild... the waiting.
"Oh yes, fuck me," Valerie moaned, the pleasure so utterly intense. "Give me all that fucking cock."
"Ready, Mommy?" Cameron asked as she positioned the huge dick at the entrance of this older woman's pussy.
Kenzie answered, "I'd fuck your mom in a heartbeat, Abby."
"Kenzie," Abby gasped.
"Yes, fuck me," Carol said. "Just slam that dick in Mommy's cunt."
"Your mom is fucking hot," Kenzie said when she pulled out of Valerie and moved back to Abby.
"Fuuuuuck," Carol moaned as the big shaft filled her.
"Shove that dick back in me and make me come," Abby said.
"Oh yeah, I'll be fucking this pussy all the time now," Kenzie assured, sliding back into her best friend.
"You better be fucking me all the time too," Valerie said, annoyed to suddenly be empty.
"I thought you were not sure about this?" Abby asked.
"Well, I was wrong, I want to be a lesbian slut like everyone else," Valerie said.
"Oh yes, slam that big dick in Mommy's cunt," Carol moaned, so Cameron didn't make love to her, she furiously hammered her hard.
"Why is hearing her say Mommy so hot?" Valerie asked turning her head back so she could watch the older woman get absolutely fucked by Cameron.
"Because you want your mother to fuck you," Kenzie wickedly responded, as she pounded Abby while Valerie touched herself.
"I do not," Valerie protested, even as for some reason the idea of her mother wearing a strap-on popped into her head.
"I'd fuck her," Cameron said when she slammed her full-figure body into the MILF again.
"I would too," Abigail moaned, as she was fucked hard now.
"Fuck me," Valerie said, wanting the attention back on her pussy and not her mother.
"Nooooo," Abigail whined as the dick slipped out of her fevered box.
"Oh yes, fuck Mommy, fuck her slutty cunt, pound her like a cheap fuck toy," Carol listed off, things she had said to her own daughter many times.
"Oh fuck, so hot," Valerie moaned, as Kenzie slid back into her.
"Kiss her, Abby," Kenzie ordered.
Abigail didn't hesitate as she moved over and kissed a wide-eyed and dazed with rapture Valerie.
Valerie mindlessly kissed her friend back as the dick slid in and out of her pussy.
"Oh yes, Mommy, take all that dick," Cameron encouraged, sweating for the surprisingly tough workout.
"Yes, give Mommy that big dick," Carol moaned, another orgasm rising through her. She wasn't sure, but she couldn't imagine she had ever come this much on any other day in her wild life.
The girls kissed.
Kenzie went back and forth for a couple of minutes.
Carol finally screamed, as her orgasm hit her, "Fuuuuuuck, Mommy is coming."
"Oh yeah," Cameron said, a strange rush of adrenaline washing through her from making another woman come from fucking them.
Not even twenty seconds later, as Kenzie fucked Abby, Valerie demanded, "Cameron, come and fuck me. I can't stand this teasing."
"You want this cock," Cameron asked, pulling out of a cunt leaking Carol.
"Yes, fuck me," Valerie said, as she saw how big it was and couldn't fathom it possibly fitting.
"Roll onto your side," Cameron ordered.
"You too, slut," Kenzie demanded, pulling out of her best friend.
Soon Abigail and Valerie were looking at each other in the middle of the bed as Kenzie slid back into her bestie and Cameron's struggling to get into a comfortable position, a moment later slid her massive dick into Valerie.
"Oh, my fucking God," Valerie screamed her eyes completely dripping with shock and lust as the massive dick filled her up.
"Shit, the petite slut took it all," Cameron said, as she wrapped one arm around Valerie and rested with her dick buried in her.
"Now fuck me, bitch, fuck me like hard," Valerie demanded in complete lust and enjoying being able to let go.
"Shit," Kenzie said, as she watched the shyest of the four get absolutely railed by a foot-long cock and talk like a professional porn star.
"Oh yes, pound my pussy. Give me that fat cock. Slam that dick up my cunt. Use me, bitch. Fucking give it to me," Valerie rambled wickedly over the next minute of hard fucking as Carol got off the bed and found her phone.
There had been only one turn since she last checked and that was a while ago.
Score at 12:11 AM on Sunday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 8
Portia: 8
Veronica: 8
Jasmine: 7
Carol: 5
With her triple turn Carol was now tied for the lead and even more exciting, although it was only because her name was first in the alphabet, she was on top of the leaderboard. In fact, she had just gone from last to first in one turn.
She updated the score.
Score at 12:34 AM on Sunday:
Scorecard:
Carol: 8
Crystal: 8
Portia: 8
Veronica: 8
Jasmine: 7
Thrilled, but not ready to call it a night, she grabbed the smaller anal breaker dick and put it on her waist and lubed it well -OR-generously.
Valerie came.
Abigail came.
Then Carol moved behind Kenzie and said, "Time for Mommy to take that asshole."
"Mmmmmmm, yes Mommy," Kenzie agreed, as she felt the lubed dick poking at her virginal ass. This hot MILF was going to take all her virginities and all her friends as well in one wild day and night.
"Yes, fuck her ass," Cameron said.
"Oh, I'm fucking all four of your assholes," Carol said, shifting back into Mistress mode again. "Each of you line up and bend over."
Over an hour later, all four girls had been properly sodomized, Cameron had been double penetrated by a surprisingly aggressive Valerie and Abagail gave everyone a surprise herself when she slid her entire fist inside Kenzie's pussy.
The night ended with a five-person daisy chain in which the rotated positions changed a few times and everyone came one more time... except Valerie who somehow came four more times.
Carol slipped out as the other four girls cuddled in bed, proud of her conquest. "I can keep up with those bitches," she said to herself as she left the house.
The end
Up next: Turning Contest: Upset Bridesmaid where Jasmine again with the help of Yanika ends up in a lesbian foursome back in her hotel room with the bride (who she had turned the night before) and her best friend.
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K-pop Pet: Cunnilingus Received
Summary: Mi Cha discovers the magic of a woman's tongue.
Note 1: This is dedicated to K Popper who requested the story.
Note 2: Thanks to Small_Island for editing; OhDave1 and Shuj for proofreading.
Note 3: This is part five in a continuing story.
In Part 1: A Fall From Grace, a famous pop star is caught masturbating by her much older manager and blackmailed into becoming his cum slut... something she both loves and hates.
In Part 2: Becoming a Star, Mi Cha goes for an audition for a new Disney movie and discovers the best way to get the part is to suck and fuck her way to it.
In Part 3: Blow Job Queen, Mi Cha's bandmate surprises her by bringing her to an adult store where they not only buy some top-end toys but also enjoy three anonymous cocks in a gloryhole.
In Part 4: Butt Prep, Mi Cha is almost caught getting fucked by her manager while on the phone; learns of her bandmate Seo-yun's bisexual persona; eats ass and gets her ass eaten and spends a day with a butt plug in her ass.
And now Mi Cha has a surreal morning encounter in Part 5: Cunnilingus
.....
Mi Cha woke up and headed into the bathroom. Sitting down to use the toilet, she took the butt plug she'd slept with out of her asshole. She'd had to take it out twice over the course of the day yesterday, and now, like then, she felt a little sad emptiness.
Weird.
As Mi Cha sat, she replayed yesterday's surreal day. Seo-yun watching her getting fucked over a phone connection she'd failed to hang up, and only by a minor miracle not seeing it was their manager fucking her. Then the follow-up conversation where Seo-yun shared that she was bisexual, owned a strap-on, and was apparently dominant. Also, for the second time, she had been accused by a band member of being sexually submissive. In both cases, there had been a sexual innuendo that had Mi Cha confused and curious. And, of course, her manager coming back two more times to drop loads in her while prepping her asshole with fingers and toys for the inevitable butt fucking that would make her his three-hole slut.
Mi Cha sighed at her predicament. Even as she sat on the toilet, she could feel a slight tingle in her pussy as she thought about getting ass fucked. Her inability to control her sexual side upset her.
Unlike yesterday, however, after getting up from the pot, she didn't immediately clean, re-lube and re-insert the toy. Instead, she carried on with her morning ablutions, cleaning herself diligently inside and out. Twenty-five minutes later, she walked back into her room wearing a hotel robe and grabbed the pot lube. She sensed the manager was going to fuck her in the ass today or put in one of the larger butt plugs and figured the lube would help relax her for the inevitable. She had, in some ways, accepted her new reality. She knew the movie contract was signed, and that contract and her submission were forever intertwined. She had tried to resist. She had tried to stand up for herself. Yet, as she lubed up her asshole, she couldn't help but hope he knocked at the door.
She sighed even more deeply at this thought.
Mi Cha didn't add any of the intoxicating lube to her pussy as that would make her horny all day and she wasn't sure what the day entailed. Thankfully, for the first time in some time they had an off day. The concert was tomorrow and there was no press or anything planned for the day.
She went to the bathroom and looked at the butt plug on the sink counter where she'd left it after washing it. It seemed much smaller now than when her manager was preparing to make her wear it all day yesterday. She carried it back out into the main room and put it in its slot in its original package that Aera had placed back on the table where she'd embarrassingly found it. The third plug in the set looked ridiculously large. Who would ever put anything that long and especially thick in her ass? The second one though was slightly intriguing, and she absent-mindedly picked it up. It was a decent size... not as long as the manager's cock, none of them were, but the widest part was as thick, maybe even thicker. She was staring at it, pondering if it would fit when her hotel room door opened.
"Don't you knock?" Mi Cha snapped, startled and trying to put on her 'I am in charge' face, even as she fumbled the obscene pink object back into its slot.
"What do you have there?" the manager asked with a knowing, smug smirk as he closed the door.
"What you left on the table that Aera fucking saw when she came into my room yesterday," Mi Cha continued, her tone annoyed, trying desperately to show a semblance of dignity and control even as she held a package with three butt plugs in her hands.
"Oops," he shrugged mockingly, although he'd actually rather other bandmates not know about Mi Cha's sexual debauchery.
"Yeah, a big fucking oops," Mi Cha said, with a glare.
"I'm sure you covered it like the big-time actress you are," he said, walking to her.
"I did," Mi Cha said.
"Good," he nodded. "I'm here to deliver your morning load you insisted I give you every day."
"I just said that in the heat of the moment," Mi Cha said, even as she felt her mouth water at the snack that was now available and waiting in his big wrinkly balls.
"Sure, sure," he said, as he pulled his pants down and offered his dick to her.
Mi Cha sighed as she glanced down at the already hard dick.
"Are we playing a game today?" he asked. "Or are you past that and ready to admit you're a cock slut and cum addict?"
Mi Cha didn't say a word... she didn't want to admit it... even though she already had over and over and over again since he'd begun his conquest of her.
Instead, she placed the package on the table and knelt down in her robe and took the cock in her mouth.
"Oh yeah, acceptance is key," he smiled as he watched the pretty girl suck his cock. God, he should have her come to his room and wake him up with this perfect cock sucking mouth.
Mi Cha just sucked, enjoying the rare time he was clean and not smelly after his own morning shower.
"So, you were trading for a bigger plug?" he leered, as he looked at the package.
Mi Cha just kept sucking even as her pussy began to wake up. It was weird to her that just sucking cock could get her pussy burning.
"Or maybe it's just time to pound that asshole and claim it as mine," Beom said, thinking he wouldn't be able to wait much longer to get a piece of that fine, young ass.
Mi Cha almost moaned, the idea of taking a dick in her ass increasingly exciting. Yet, she still didn't want to admit it.
"Yeah, I can't wait to pound that virgin asshole and turn you into an insatiable three-hole fuck toy," he growled, just saying the words making his cock throb in this eager mouth.
Mi Cha was getting horny. Sucking cock and being called names added to the slow burn growing inside her.
Deciding he wanted to fuck her and also prep that asshole some more, he pulled out and asked, "Where is that anal toy of yours?"
"Please, I need this load," Mi Cha begged, both because she did want this cum and also because she didn't want this to be some long marathon morning session where she became a mindless fuck toy.
"Go get the fucking anal toy, slut," he ordered.
"Fine," she sighed as she rose to her feet, so glad she had lubed her butthole already.
"Don't pretend you don't want to get fucked," he said, knowing this generic feigned lack of interest always shifted into eager porn star in very little time.
"I'm not ready for anal," Mi Cha said, even though she couldn't deny she was curious what this big dick would feel like in her ass.
"That is why we are prepping you," he said, as she went to her suitcase and pulled out the anal bead toy.
Beom walked to the bed and saw the lube. "Looks like you are already prepping for me."
Mi Cha returned with the toy and wished she had put the lube away.
"No explanation?" he asked, as he opened the robe of the young girl.
"I figured I should have some in case you decided to use the bigger plug on me," Mi Cha said.
"Smart slut," he said as he took the robe off of her, which sent a chill up her spine at being suddenly nude.
He grabbed the lube and ordered, "Bend over."
Mi Cha placed her hands on the bed and did as she was told.
"Fuck you are so obedient," he said, as he poured some lube onto his fat fingers.
Mi Cha gave a little, "Hmm", but it came from wondering what a double-dose of the pot lube was going to do to her already drugged rear entrance.
"And God you have a great ass," he complimented, as he moved to it.
Even though he was an old man and a creep, she liked the compliment. Sure, she got called beautiful all the time and other kind words of flattery, but it was thrilling to get compliments about her body. She heard herself say, "Thanks."
As Beom moved his fingers to rub the slightly gaped asshole, he said, "You know you are one of the hottest sluts I have ever met."
"Uh, thanks," she said, laughing a little at the old man's attempt at a compliment.
"I mean it," he said, rubbing the still slightly gaped butt hole from the toy she must have slept in. "You are pretty, with hypnotic eyes, luscious lips, perky tits, great legs and an amazing ass."
"Thanks," she said again, this time with a moan as he moved his fingers from her asshole to her pussy. 'Oh shit, pot lube on my pussy.'
"Of course, you also have amazing cock sucking lips, a hungry throat, a perfect face to cum on, a wet cunt made to be pounded and an asshole begging to be used," he added, as he briefly rubbed her pussy before standing up straight and grabbing the toy.
"Oooooh," she moaned. While she liked the nice compliments, she equally, perhaps even more so, liked the nasty ones.
"Is that a moan over the excessive compliments of your sluttiness or a moan from the touch of my fingers?"
"Both," Mi Cha admitted, as she waited to feel his cock in her pussy and the toy in her ass.
"Well, let's prep this ass," he said, as he added some lube to the toy and turned it on.
Mi Cha just remained bent over the bed waiting for her two holes to be penetrated.
He slid his dick in her pussy and rested deep in her hot, sloppy box as he then moved the toy to her asshole.
"Oooooooh," Mi Cha moaned, the moment the toy slid inside her. Her pussy was already burning, even though the pot lube would not have yet begun its magic in that hole. In her ass, however, the lube she'd applied before his arrival was definitely beginning to make itself known.
He pushed the toy inside her, just the first bead, and watched it disappear.
"Oooooooh," Mi Cha moaned again, this time a little louder as suddenly she had a dick in her pussy and part of a toy in her ass, and the sensation was exciting... the pot lube already working in her anal cavity.
"God, your asshole looks good with something in it," he said.
Mi Cha almost said, 'I bet it would look even hotter with your fat cock in it.' But she refrained. Instead, she tried to get used to the surreal reality she was being double penetrated... again... but this time with at least one hole being filled with a real cock.
Beom pumped his dick a few times in his slut enjoying hearing her moan before he pushed the toy deeper inside the beautiful ass, past the second bead.
"Oooooh fuck," Mi Cha moaned loudly, the second bead getting inserted inside her anus and causing a pleasurable burning sensation. When she had double fucked herself with her two new toys she had really, really enjoyed it, but being helplessly bent over and allowing someone else to do the double penetration was not only a lot easier, but it also perfectly fed her need to submit.
"Yeah, your asshole swallowed it easily," he said.
"I swallow anything easily," Mi Cha said, and then shook her head at her pathetic words.
"Oh yeah, you do," he agreed, as he resumed fucking her.
"Oh fuck, yes, fuck me," Mi Cha begged, the buzzing in her ass and the pumping in her pussy instantly driving her wild with lust.
"You can't get enough of my cock, can you?" he said, loving hearing her moan, beg and turn into an insatiable slut.
"You know I can't," she said, knowing every time she admitted this she fell deeper and deeper in his web of submission.
"Tell me," he ordered, pulling all the way out, while allowing the toy to remain buzzing in her ass.
"Fuck, you love hearing me talk like a slut, don't you?" she said, turning back to look at him.
"You know I do," he smiled. "Now tell me how badly you want this cock back in your slutty swamp."
"I fucking want you to slam that big fat grandpa cock in my young ripe pussy and use me as your personal popslut cock sleeve," Mi Cha said, each nasty word sending burning pulsations through her... enhanced by the toy vibrating in her asshole.
Beom slid back inside the wet slit and said, "Fuck, I love that filthy tongue of yours."
"My tongue can do a lot of things," Mi Cha said, no longer showing even the faintest aspect of dignity. No, she was in full submissive slut mode.
"Oh, I know," he said, having experienced her tongue on his balls, on his dick and on his asshole.
"Harder, give me all that elderly prick," Mi Cha demanded with urgency.
"Oh yes, baby girl, take my grandpa dick," he said, as he kept pumping into her while also getting ready to push the anal toy deeper into her asshole. "Now bounce back on me."
"Yes, hal-abeoji," she responded, instantly obeying and bouncing back to take his cock and as she did so the third anal bead slipped inside her making her howl with a mixture of pleasure and pain.
Mi Cha's cunt molded around his prickmeat, gripping and clinging to every sliding inch, and her cunt muscles began to suck greedily on his fucker, wanting that load and the thrilling pulsations of his throbbing rod. The pot lube added on her pussy began to electrify her entire pleasure region.
The Manager succeeded, as always, in making her enjoy it. He succeeded in turning Mi Cha's constant no's and reluctance into screams of yes. Now he was pondering whether he should pull the toy out and slam his cock in her asshole or save it for tonight like he had originally planned.
Mi Cha matched the horny manager's energy, shoving her ass back to meet him as he pumped his cock up her fuck-hole. He fed his cockmeat into her furiously, his bloated balls slapping her cunt.
Then for a couple of minutes, perhaps less, there was no talking, just hardcore fucking. Mi Cha's sensual and urgent moans. Beom's grunts. Sweat coming off both of them.
"Oh fuck... fuck... yes... yes... Oppa!" Mi Cha babbled as her orgasm hit her hard.
Feeling Mi Cha's cunt tighten around his cock, added with the vibrations of the toy in her ass doubling down on the pleasure, the old pervert couldn't hold back any longer and erupted in her pussy just seconds after she came. This ended his pondering of whether or not to fuck her ass as he unloaded a massive load in her pussy.
"Yes, fill me up," Mi Cha moaned, the load exploding inside her adding to the intense orgasm that was still sending wave after wave of euphoria through her petite body.
"Fuck," Beom grunted as he finished unloading in her pussy.
"So good," she weakly said, as the orgasm continued to have a grip over her.
"Yes, so good," he agreed, as he pulled out, and watched some of his cum ooze out of her well fucked hole as the anal toy continued buzzing inside her.
Mi Cha just remained bent over the bed, completely spent, even though her pussy and asshole were still on fire, as Beom walked to the table and grabbed the medium-sized anal plug.
The controlling manager returned to the bent-over beauty and pulled the fancy vibrating toy out. As he droolingly admired the gaping asshole, he grabbed the lube and lubed up the pink plug generously, not wanting to damage his new playground. Not knowing he was adding more fuel to an already blazing fire, he pushed the fat, pot lube-covered toy through the sexy asshole, causing it to gape even wider to accept the invader.
"Oh my God!" Mi Cha screamed as the thick plug stretched her asshole.
"Shit, your asshole took it all," the manager said, surprised there was so little resistance.
"So big," Mi Cha said, tears leaking from her eyes a little at the intensity of the larger plug.
A little worried the plug would actually wreck her hole for his dick, Beom pulled it back out and it made a loud pop sound.
Mi Cha let out a sigh of relief.
"I need this asshole loose but not destroyed for tonight," he said as he slapped her ass. "I want you to use the two smaller plugs a few times throughout the day to stay ready."
Mi Cha crawled onto her bed and lay on her side... even as her orgasm was still giving last minute slight tremors.
"I'll be here around nine o'clock. I expect you to be dressed in some sexy lingerie and stockings," Beom said, as he went to his wallet and tossed out a hundred bucks. "Buy yourself something sexy and slutty for me."
Seeing him toss her money on the bed instantly made her feel repulsed and cheap. As if he was a pimp and she was his whore. Money tarnished the sin.
He got dressed and sauntered out as Mi Cha lay there a broken woman... and frustratingly... still horny... the pot lube stimulating both her holes.
"Mother fucker," she cursed, as she rolled off the bed and decided she had to do something to get rid of the feeling of him on her and the burning inside her.
After a long shower and using the douche tool she'd been given by the sex shop attendant back in Bangkok, Mi Cha ordered room service for breakfast before getting dressed in disguise. A sweater, skirt and knee-high stockings. She would add the wig and glasses when she headed out.
She ate breakfast and was on her phone looking for two things: adult shops with gloryholes and a lingerie store, although she hoped she could do it all at one shop. There was an adult shop about twenty minutes away, but it didn't seem to have any gloryholes. Mi Cha sighed, wondering if Aera had some special app that had allowed her to find the gloryhole they'd visited together. Even though she'd washed out the most recent pot lube that Manager had applied to her, so much had already been absorbed that it was still making her pussy and ass tingle.... she was so fucking horny.
Her search did locate a couple stores in a mall a fifteen-minute walk that likely would have some lingerie.
Mi Cha still hadn't decided which shop she was going to go to when she got a text from Seo-yun: Are you at the hotel?
Mi Cha responded: Yes. I was just about to go out.
Seo-yun texted: Stop by my room on your way out. Room 912.
Mi Cha replied as she put on her white sneakers: Be there in a couple of minutes.
Seo-yun responded a moment later: Hurry!
That last message piqued Mi Cha's interest and she quickly laced up her sneakers, put on the wig and sunglasses and hurried out. She wondered what Seo-yun wanted with such seeming urgency.
As she headed to the elevator (Mi Cha was on the 12th floor, she always requested the 12th floor if the hotel was high enough, a quirky superstition she started years ago), the idea of the strap-on Seo-yun said she owned earlier popped into her head. God, she could use a good fuck right now... the pot lube really tingling... so much, she was tempted to touch herself. Yet, having her friend 'fill' her needs was unlikely, and she equally worried about the consequences of having any sort of sexual relations with a bandmate. Yes, she had been to a gloryhole, shared a vibrator and twice tasted Aera's juices second hand, but that hadn't led to any actual intimacy between them.


Mi Cha reached the elevator and a text from her mom arrived. Nothing could douse a fire in the loins like a text from her mother... especially when it simply said: Call me.
Mi Cha would call on her walk to the adult store... as she figured she would stop there first.
She got off on the 9th floor and went to Seo-yun's room. She knocked twice which was her trademark. She always knocked twice. Whenever she saw Sheldon in The Big Bang Theory on a streaming service (she never saw it when it originally aired) compulsively knock three times, she laughed. In fact, Duri called her Shelly sometimes because of it. It was a cute nickname that she didn't mind.
The door opened and Mi Cha found herself looking at a chubby Filipina woman who looked absolutely terrified. The woman was also very naked, except for a white pair of pantyhose. Mi Cha looked at the door... yes, room 912.
"Hurry up and close the door," Seo-yun ordered from somewhere behind the woman, as Mi Cha stood there in the hallway with a look of utter surprise.
Mi Cha quickly entered and the naked woman closed the door behind her.
"Glad I caught you before you left, I assured Fasma here that you would let her eat your pussy," Seo-yun opened bluntly, standing beside the bed in only a white t-shirt, her hard nipples poking through, and a strap-on harness around her waist.
"You did what?" Mi Cha asked, as she gaped at her mostly naked friend and a six-inch cock the same colour as her skin aimed right at her. Her gape became a gawp when she saw the chubby woman with large breasts and a big ass walk over to Seo-yun, drop to her knees in front of her and take the dick in her mouth.
"I promised this submissive thing a chance to eat the pussy of her favourite Jjang member," Seo-yun explained, enjoying the absolutely bewildered and flustered look on Mi Cha's face. "Which, annoyingly, isn't me."
"It's me?" Mi Cha asked dumbly. She was just so overwhelmed with what she had walked in on. While she had briefly imagined Seo-yun wearing a strap-on since she learned she owned one, she sure didn't think it would really happen. On top of that, witnessing the lesbian scene, albeit just a woman sucking a fake cock, had her pot-fueled pussy burning immediately.
"Obviously," Seo-yun said.
"Who is she?" Mi Cha asked, trying to process all of this.
"Fasma, she works at the front desk," Seo-yun answered. "I followed your lead from the last hotel and decided to help myself to the help."
"Oh," was all Mi Cha could say as she continued to watch the older woman suck cock... was that how she looked when she was down on her knees, worshipping a phallus?
As Mi Cha admired the older woman's technique and enthusiasm, Seo-yun related how she had noticed the attention the Manila hotel receptionist was giving her and requested she bring her some toothpaste, pretending she forgot hers. Fifteen minutes later, or a little less than that, the married woman was eating her pussy. She had then told the woman to stop by after her shift so she could fuck the hot, older woman to multiple orgasms and told her to come back in the morning for more.
Fasma listened to the surreal conversation as she sucked the cock that had just been in her, although all her own juices were long gone. This was the first time she had ever done anything with a guest... in twenty years. Sure, she was part of a book club that did more than read books and included some younger women she often serviced outside of the weekly book club, but this was way out of character for her. But this young beauty had locked onto her immediately and when Fasma realized she was a member of Jjang, all the restraint she'd shown with other sexy guests over the years disappeared.
"Cute outfit," Seo-yun complimented casually as if she wasn't getting her dick sucked by a woman.
"Uh, thanks," Mi Cha replied, appreciating the compliment but finding it odd under the circumstances.
"Although I think your legs look better in full pantyhose," Seo-yun said, having a bit of a nylon clad leg and foot fetish, "or perhaps some sexy stockings and a garter-belt."
Mi Cha almost laughed at the irony she was heading out to buy a garter-belt and stockings, but responded, "Too hot today for pantyhose."
"I suppose," Seo-yun shrugged, returning the conversation to the task at hand. "So, this sexy mother of four is the best pussy muncher I have ever used."
Mi Cha noticed the usage of the word, 'used'. "I see," she replied, as she still tried to figure out what was happening.
"So, after our conversation yesterday, I decided I needed to get my pussy munched and also concluded you did too," Seo-yun said.
Fasma couldn't believe she was about to eat her favourite Jjang girl's pussy, or that she would be simultaneously getting fucked by another Jjang member while doing it. No one would ever believe this. Although she had sworn to Seo-yun that she would not tell anyone.
"You are not serious?" Mi Cha questioned, even though it was obvious her friend was.
"Of course, I am," Seo-yun replied. "Now get out of those panties, get on the bed and spread 'em."
"Jesus, Seo-yun," Mi Cha gasped at the instructions.
"Now," Seo-yun ordered, her tone rather firm.
"You are serious."
"Yes, now get on the bed, I want to fuck this big juicy body from behind," Seo-yun said.
As Mi Cha moved her hands under her skirt and pulled her panties down and off, she said, "I can't believe I am doing this."
"I can't believe we have never done this before," Seo-yun said, pulling out of the older woman's mouth. "Fasma, this is Mi Cha, Mi Cha, this is Fasma."
"Hi," the two stunned women said in unison.
As Mi Cha got on the bed, Seo-yun said, "Take off your wig, let this sexy Mommy-slut see you before she crawls between your legs."
Fasma watched in awe as the beautiful celebrity took off her wig; she had already removed the sunglasses at some point, and got onto the bed.
"Do you want to eat her pussy?" Seo-yun asked the MILF on her knees.
"Yes," Fasma said, a little embarrassed and yet also very excited.
"You can do better than that," Seo-yun said, as Mi Cha moved two pillows and lay back onto them.
"I want to lick Mi Cha's pussy and make her cum while you fuck me hard and rough," Fasma answered, saying exactly what she wanted to have happen.
Mi Cha listened intently and immediately wondered if she sounded that desperate when she was asked such questions by her manager. It was demeaning, a little pathetic and yet unbelievably hot.
"Go crawl between her legs and show her how good a female can eat pussy," Seo-yun offered, generously helping her off her knees. "As crazy as it seems in 2025, this sexy bitch has never had her pussy pleasured by a woman."
"Not sure that was need-to-know information," Mi Cha said, as her pussy tingled with anticipation, fueled even more by the pot lube doing its magic.
"Just letting her know how lucky she is to be the first to taste that ripe peach," Seo-yun answered as Fasma crawled onto the bed and Mi Cha parted her legs wide enough to let her in.
A rush of sexual energy was sparking inside Mi Cha as she watched this woman move to her pussy with a lustful look in her eyes.
"This is a real honor," Fasma said, as she looked up at Mi Cha, now just inches from the shaved and glistening pussy. It looked so perfect and ready to eat.
Mi Cha was unsure how to act. Should she say something dominant like: 'Then show me with your tongue, slut'? Or should she be polite and respond to the statement kindly? As she pondered this, Seo-yun got on the bed and decided for her as she ordered, "Get licking. Show her what a real orgasm feels like."
Fasma didn't need to be told twice. She buried her face in the young pussy and began licking, intent on showing this pop star what years of cunnilingus experience could bring.
"Oooooh," Mi Cha moaned, as the tongue made contact... instantly adding fuel to the fire burning inside her.
"She has an amazingly experienced tongue," Seo-yun said, watching the hot lesbian act for a moment before sliding her cock into the very wet pussy of the sexily chubby woman.
Fasma moaned as she felt the cock slide in her. This wasn't the first time she ate pussy while getting fucked from behind by a woman wielding a strap-on, but it had been a while and never with a super famous celebrity, let alone two.
"Ooooh fuck," Mi Cha moaned, as she went back and forth between watching the woman licking her pussy and her friend now fucking the woman. It was a threesome she never imagined being a part of.
"You look pretty hot getting your pussy munched," Seo-yun said as she squeezed the big ass cheeks of the hotel worker.
"You look pretty hot giving back shots to a mother," Mi Cha countered, admiring the perky nipples poking out of the white shirt and the ripples rolling across the soft flesh of their pet's generous ass cheeks, letting go rather quickly any reservations she had about being part of a lesbian threesome.
Fasma explored the wet pussy with determined focus. If she were the first female to ever go down on this beautiful young goddess, she had to leave an everlasting great first impression. The older woman had a few techniques, and since she never wanted this surreal threesome to end, she chose the slow burn where she explored every inch of the pussy with deliberate turtle-like meandering speed. The goal was to slowly stimulate the pussy until its owner begged for more... begged to come.
"Fuck, this is way better than a man," Mi Cha moaned, as unlike a man who just attacked aggressively her pussy, this woman worshipped it. The difference was night and day and was driving her wild as the fire continued to grow inside her.
"Only a woman really knows how to orally pleasure another woman," Seo-yun said, continuing slow strokes in her one night and now morning stand. While she was sure there were men who could eat pussy well, her experiences had not supported that premise... while she hadn't been with a woman yet who couldn't make her scream in orgasmic rapture.
"So, I'm learning," Mi Cha replied, as the tongue was working like a magic pleasure wand. While she loved dick and being fucked, and really enjoyed her new vibrator, there was something raw and intimate about this oral experience.
"And older women are often the best of the best," Seo-yun added, as she continued watching and fucking, paying particularly close attention to the facial expressions of Mi Cha. The way her lips pursed. The look in her eyes. She wanted to make sure she was watching her when she came... as nothing was hotter than the facial expression of a woman coming... at least to her... it made her pussy flood.
Fasma listened intently to the moans coming from Mi Cha as she began to be a little more aggressive with her tongue. She applied a little more pressure as she parted the pink pussy lips. She glazed over the swollen clit making the pop princess's legs twitch. And she probed the delicious hole while making her tongue a tiny cock.
"Oh God, don't stop, you're driving me crazy," Mi Cha moaned loudly as the experienced woman's tongue was teasing her relentlessly and slowly making her orgasm rise inside her.
This, of course, was music to Fasma's ears.
"Make her come, my Mommy-pet," Seo-yun ordered, loving the older-younger role play.
"God, this is the best pussy I have ever tasted," Fasma mindlessly declared before obeying and shifting into full attack mode.
"Hey!" Seo-yun protested as she began fucking the chubby woman harder.
"Sorry, this is just how I imagined heaven would be," Fasma responded, in a determined focus to give Mi Cha the most intense orgasm of her life. She knew she was a good pussy pleaser and definitely the best in her circle of bi and lesbian friends... but this was a whole other league. She sucked the swollen clit in between her lips and slightly shook her head back and forth, a move she called the suck and shake. It was an act that didn't always instantly make a woman come but made her let out a lustful moan or scream and accelerated the rising riptide inside.
"Oh yes, right there, right there, fuck, don't stop," Mi Cha mindlessly rambled, looking up into Seo-yun's eyes with a completely unbridled look of imminent rapture.
Seo-yun just smiled as she gave all her visual attention to her friend while toning down her pounding of the expert pussy muncher from behind just a notch or two so that she didn't interfere with Fasma's big finish... which she now knew from multiple experiences was mind-blowing.
"Yes, yes, right fuuuuuuucking there," Mi Cha screamed, likely loud enough to alert people on either side of this hotel room and both rooms above and below as her orgasm erupted inside of her.
A sexual rush of adrenaline hit Fasma as she lapped up the excessive cum that flooded out. Nothing... nothing at all was more erotic and sexually satisfying than making another woman come.
"Good, Mommy slut," Seo-yun approved as she watched with inner glee her best friend come... Mi Cha looked even hotter and more vulnerable than she had envisioned in her fantasies. Soon, she hoped, she would be the one making her come.
"So good," Mi Cha weakly said, receiving another orgasm that had usurped all the energy out of her body. While she hated the reality that she had become a sex slave to her manager, her orgasms since being caught and blackmailed had all been the best of her life. It was a sexual awakening unlike anything she had remotely experienced before.
"Your cum is delicious," Fasma complimented, as she kept licking, having no intention of stopping until she was told to... maybe she would be lucky and be allowed to give multiple orgasms.
"Thank you," Mi Cha replied, the orgasm still sending body shuddering pulsations through her... not to mention the older woman's tongue was still working her young pussy over.
"By the way, she doesn't stop at just one orgasm," Seo-yun revealed, as she began getting her physical workout of the day by really beginning to hammer Fasma from behind, now wanting Mi Cha to feel the older woman's face being driven into her wet, swollen gash.
"I'll eat your pussy to multiple orgasms," Fasma moaned, as the back shots were beginning to really impact her. Truth be told, she'd been so focused on making this pop star she loved come that the cock fucking her pussy had been background noise... but now she was really getting fucked; her own orgasm rising.
"I may never let you leave being between my legs," Mi Cha joked.
"Actually, I want to see you sit on her face," Seo-yun said.
"I'm not sure I can, my legs feel like jelly," Mi Cha said.
"Oh, I'm sure you can ride this sexy slut's face," Seo-yun said.
"I'll give it the ol' cowgirl try," Mi Cha joked, as Seo-yun pulled out of the older woman.
"Roll onto your back," Seo-yun ordered.
Fasma would have done anything she was told to do to be allowed to resume eating this pussy, so she immediately obeyed and was quickly lying on her back.
Mi Cha got up on her knees and straddled the woman's face so she was looking at Seo-yun, who was moving between the woman's thick pantyhose-clad legs to resume fucking her.
Seo-yun assisted with her friend's balance as she lowered herself on the woman's face, a position Mi Cha realized she'd never tried before, even with a man.
Fasma stared up in eager anticipation of resuming eating that peach and rewarding herself with a second gush of forbidden fruit. As soon as Mi Cha's pussy touched her lips her tongue got right back to work.
"She doesn't miss a beat, does she?" Mi Cha said with a smile.
"She is amazing," Seo-yun said as she slid her dick back between the fat pussy lips.
"I can't believe we are doing this," Mi Cha moaned, as the tongue below her continued to work its magic.
"I can't believe the time we wasted not doing this," Seo-yun countered.
"We have to be careful. We have an image to protect," Mi Cha said, knowing the contradiction to her words based on the past week and the many risks she had taken.
"I know, this was reckless, but I had been so fucking horny after seeing you get absolutely hammered and used like a cheap slut that I had to find myself a cheap slut," Seo-yun said, trying to hint at the fact she had wanted Mi Cha to be that cheap slut.
Mi Cha struggled to read the tone and intent of her friend's words so decided to feign insult. "Hey, I don't appreciate being called a cheap slut." Seo-yun was about to apologize as she thought she had gone too far, before Mi Cha finished her thought. "I may be a slut, but I am anything but cheap."
Seo-yun laughed out loud. "Sorry, let me rephrase, seeing you get fucked hard like a submissive slut, made me want to find myself my own submissive slut."
"Better," Mi Cha approved, as she glanced down and watched the plastic cock pump in and out of those large pussy lips. Part of her was inclined to bend down and lick her first pussy, but she resisted the temptation because she hoped her first pussy may be Seo-yun or Aera... such a crazy thought and yet now she considered them both as possible sexual partners based on the past couple of days. Regardless, she sensed she would be eating pussy soon.
After a moment, Mi Cha asked, wondering how Fasma's white pantyhose were on and ripped at the crotch but there were no panties in sight, "How did you get her panties off? She didn't come here commando, did she?"
"I cut them off with scissors," Seo-yun answered.
"That is hot," Mi Cha said.
"I expect you in pantyhose and no panties next time we hang."
"You do, do you?"
"I do," Seo-yun nodded, never stopping fucking the married woman while chatting, although she had returned to slower strokes. "You are submissive and obedient and will do as you are told."
Mi Cha could feel her face burn with embarrassment at that accurate assessment, but went along with it. "What about a garter-belt and stockings, since it appears any pantyhose I buy would end up destroyed?"
"I would allow that with the same stipulation," the young exploring mistress in training answered.
"I will try to make that happen."
"Don't try. Do," Seo-yun said.
"God, this woman may make me unable to walk the rest of the day," Mi Cha said, changing the subject.
"Well, she starts work in 25 minutes, so we need to finish our play time. So, feel free to actually ride her face. Grind your hips on her. Use her any way you want. She loves it. All she wants is to make you happy. To make you come."
"That is true," came the muffled admission of Fasma.
"Too bad we can't take her with us for the rest of the tour," Mi Cha said, as she began to slowly buck her hips back and forth... another orgasm rising just a couple of minutes after the last one had finally transpired.
"It is too bad," Seo-yun agreed automatically. Then she really pondered the words and a brilliant idea popped into her head. "But what if we could?"
"How so?" Mi Cha asked with a moan, as the talented tongue continued working her over and the grinding was enhancing the pleasure as the nose hit her clit each back and forth. She had never once considered the nose a potential sex stimulator... until now.
"We have been short a makeup person the last two weeks since Skye left to go home to help since her mom's heart attack and we just got word she won't be returning until we head to America at the earliest.
"Is her mom okay?" Mi Cha asked, a surreal question at this juncture of the action... but that is who Mi Cha was. Kind-hearted. Skye was also an amazing woman and her mother, whom Mi Cha had met a couple of times, was a sweet woman who made the best dasik tea cookies.
"Yeah, doing quite well, but Skye feels she needs to stay with her at least for one more week," Seo-yun explained.
"As she should," Mi Cha agreed and then had to focus on the reality that she was going to come again very soon.


"We can finish this idea and see if it is a possibility after you come on her face and I get her off."
"Good call," Mi Cha nodded, as she began to really buck her hips, while she watched Seo-yun do the same and the two tag-teamed this woman, both giving and receiving.
Fasma was in awe that these two young women were talking about hiring her... ostensibly to be their makeup person, although obviously and more importantly to be their sex slave... a job she would kill for. But it just wasn't possible, not with four kids at home. Although... the youngest was now seven and she was already trusting the oldest, a teenager, to babysit. Sure, the idea she could go on tour as an employee with Jjang was surreal but maybe it was something to at least consider if they were serious.
Yet, right at this moment, as she lay on her back while the hottest star in K-pop was sitting on her face, the important thing to focus on was keeping her tongue extended so that the glorious Mi Cha could fuck herself to orgasm on Fasma's face. Not to mention that her own orgasm was imminent from the marathon fucking, albeit with a lack of a constant pace... until now.
"I want both my sluts to come for me," Seo-yun said, a couple of minutes later as there was a symphony of moans in the room and she was the conductor.
"I'm your slut now?" Mi Cha questioned coyly as sweat began to glisten on her body.
"Don't pretend you don't want to be."
"I refuse to respond to that," Mi Cha said in between moans that allowed all to know she was close.
"By refusing you are actually confirming," Seo-yun countered, but then let it go as she watched Mi Cha intently as she was about to come.
"Ooooooooh," Mi Cha moaned wildly, unable to continue this excessive flirtation of lesbian hierarchy, "I'm so fucking close."
"When I'm this close and can't come I actually bounce on a slut's face as if it is a cock."
"Will that even work?'
"Only one way to find out."
Mi Cha stopped grinding, her pussy so close to coming, and began to bounce up and down on the woman's face... unsure if she was hurting her.
"Yes, yes, bounce on my face, use it for your pleasure. Come on me. Give me that juice," Fasma chanted, determined to extract two wet juicy gushes of cum from the pop diva.
"Okay," was all Mi Cha said, before she did just that.
Seo-yun watched her friend's perky tits bounce under her sweater and wished she had made her get undressed before the lesbian threesome, but she was balancing precariously the sex act she had orchestrated while making sure neither Mi Cha nor herself were pushed into a situation where they would do anything with each other until the two of them were alone. It was why she put her shirt back on... to hide her breasts, but not her nipples... a tease for sure.
"Come on her face. Give it to her," Seo-yun encouraged, while she was definitely giving it to the loudly moaning, even huffing, older woman.
"So close, so close, I have to fuck your face, Mommy-pet," Mi Cha whined almost apologetically before rubbing her clit frantically against Fasma's extended tongue; in seconds she was spraying her second orgasm all over the Filipina MILF's face.
Fasma exulted in getting her face soaked and greedily slurped the naughty nectar. Thinking about what she was doing and with whom sent her own pleasure to an even higher level, drawing out a long, low moan.
"Don't you mean, Mommy-slut?" Seo-yun corrected when she saw how intensely the woman she had picked up was enjoying her pussy juice face bath.
"Yes, Mommy-slut." Fasma agreed mindlessly when Mi Cha finally stopped pressing so hard against her lips. She would have agreed to almost anything in this moment of rapture. "Now hammer my slutty Mommy cunt and make me come."
"Sluts are so needy," Seo-yun teased, as she kept fucking her good as Mi Cha rolled off and onto her back, her entire body still shaking and her orgasm still leaking out of her.
"Yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me, make me the Jjang sluuuuuuut," Fasma rambled on as she finally came.
After a half dozen more strokes, Seo-yun pulled out and buried her face against the ripped white pantyhose to catch some of the creamy cum slowly oozing out of the well fucked woman... as she did enjoy a tasty pussy even as a dominant.
"I can't believe I just ate Mi Cha's pussy and got fucked by Seo-yun," the older woman said in a bewildered daze as accepting that this utopian experience was coming to an end.
A couple of minutes later, Seo-yun asked, finished getting her snack, "If we could get you a job for at least the next couple of weeks, maybe longer, could you come? I mean actually come with us and not come like the slut you are?"
Fasma had to check herself; had she heard right or was she just fantasizing in the aftermath of an incredible orgasm from the tongue of one of today's biggest stars? She pushed herself up onto her elbows. Yes, that really was the delicately beautiful face of Seo-yun of Jjang between her thighs, the angel's breath blowing across her obscenely swollen pussy lips. The look on the young beauty's face indicated she was serious.
"I...I just don't know. My job, my kids..." Her heart, her pussy, wanted her to scream, yes! But it wasn't so simple based on her family life. "I don't see how it's possible," she said, clearly disappointed in her own answer.
"Well, put some thought into it... I will chat with our manager today. He seldom says no if it doesn't add much to the budget."
"Okay," Fasma said. She wasn't sure how she could possibly make it work, but just the fact they were seriously attempting to make it happen had her already spinning her wheels with how to actually make it work. "I do have six weeks vacation time I can take almost whenever. Although I usually can't tell them one day that I'm starting the next day or two."
"I can deal with that issue," Seo-yun assured.
"You are serious?" Mi Cha asked, her first words after the back-to-back oral orgasms.
"Why not?" Seo-yun answered. "The band needs a makeup person, and you and I need a submissive slut with incredible oral skills." Looking back at Fasma, she asked, "You can do make up, can't you?"
"I worked at a beauty salon for years before getting into the hotel business."
"Well, there we go, you are the perfect candidate for both roles. One that will be in the contract and one that won't."
"Could you leave your family for a couple of weeks?" Mi Cha asked.
"Maybe. I could have my sister come and live at my house. She is already the babysitter when we need it now," Fasma said, actually thinking this just may be able to work.
"I'll talk to our manager and you try to get your house in order," Seo-yun said.
"Okay."
"'Come up to my room at your dinner break. I'll have room service for you and some fresh pie for dessert."
"I may want to have dessert first."
Mi Cha laughed. "You two are naughty."
"If you are here, I'll have two desserts," Fasma bluntly promised.
"Good to know," Mi Cha smiled, getting off the bed. "But right now, I really have to pee."
When Mi Cha got out of the washroom, going pee and just replaying the surreal reality of what just happened, Fasma was gone.
"I'm going to get her hired," Seo-yun said, the strap-on harness still on her hips.
"Do you think Manager will go for it?" Mi Cha asked, looking at the very wet dick and instantly curious about what it would taste like.
"He seldom says no to me."
"I don't always have the same experience," Mi Cha replied.
"What do you mean? You have that old pig more wrapped around your finger more than any of us."
It struck Mi Cha like a slap that only a week before, Seo-yun's words had been true. But since her submission...? "Not so much as you think," she said quietly.
Yeo-sun continued with, "You know, if the fat bastard hadn't actually been so good at helping us get to where we are today, I would have pushed for dumping him long ago... he's pretty fucking creepy, don't you think?"
Mi Cha liked that someone else saw him as she did... at least when his big dick wasn't before her. She concurred, "Yeah, he is."
"Well, let me deal with it."
"Okay," Mi Cha agreed, glad not to have to negotiate anything with Manager.
"By the way, where were you going when I beckoned you here to get your pussy licked?" Yeo-sun asked. She saw how Mi Cha's gaze kept moving back to her crotch and subtly squeezed her muscles to make her silicone cock bob up and down a bit, waving it welcomingly at her friend who would hopefully become her sexual partner as well as her musical partner.
"I didn't know that was why I was coming to your room. I actually thought something was wrong," Mi Cha said with a laugh. Thinking that Seo-yun had brought her here specifically to have her pussy eaten by a woman for the first time sent a little charge through that pussy, which was still tingling after two massive orgasms... and it wasn't even lunchtime yet.
"Are you regretting anything?"
"Not at all," Mi Cha said, as she glanced back down to the dick, shiny with Fasma's cum. She'd sucked Aera's juices off a condom-covered penis and her new Lelo vibrator and loved it. Would an older Filipina's taste just as good?
"Good. And where were you going again?" Seo-yun asked, noticing her friend taking more than a couple of distracted glances at the dick she was still wearing. She wondered if she could take her right here and now... the temptation was real.
"Just shopping."
"Well, you go shop and buy some shiny hosiery for those sexy legs of yours," she ordered, as she resisted the temptation to cross the line right now. She wanted to push Mi Cha to the brink where she submitted to her completely.
"So, you have a pantyhose fetish?" Mi Cha asked, as she put her wig back on.
"Always have," she answered. "Sexy legs and feet are my kryptonite."
At the door, Mi Cha paused, turned around and said, "Well then, prepare to be kryptonited."
"I don't think that is a thing."
"Darn, I was trying to play along with this whole superhero thing."
"It was a nice try," Seo-yun said as she got out of her harness and placed it and the toy on the bed.
"I guess I'm not as nerdy as you," Mi Cha teased.
"Nerd is in," Seo-yun said, as she headed to the bathroom.
Mi Cha looked at the dick sitting there. Looked at the bathroom door and hurried to the bed and picked up the whole assembly, unconsciously wrapping the harness straps around her hands as she brought the faux cock to her nose and inhaled deeply. The scent engulfed her, and she opened her mouth and sucked the pussy juices quickly.
Seo-yun walked back out and watched. She smiled. She didn't interrupt until Mi Cha took the dirty dick out of her mouth. "That was the hottest thing I have ever seen."
"Oh my God," a startled Mi Cha said as she dropped the toy back onto the bed. "This is so embarrassing."
"I would have let you suck it off my dick while I was still wearing it or directly from the source if I knew you wanted that," Seo-yun smiled, her shaved pussy moving towards Mi Cha.
Mi Cha used all her willpower not to look down. "I don't know why I just did that."
"Because you are bi and curious," Seo-yun said, now standing right in front of her, almost easier to touch than to avoid touching.
"I-I-I have to go," Mi Cha stammered, so fucking embarrassed; she stumbled back two steps toward the door.
"If you're sure," Seo-yun said with a teasing smile, then repeated, "That was definitely the hottest thing I have ever seen." Seeing the effect the dirty talk was having on Mi Cha, she added, while taking a step forward, "Well, that and watching you get railed yesterday by some stranger and today getting your pussy munched by our new Mommy pet."
"Oh, my goodness," Mi Cha said, feeling her cheeks burn with embarrassment and her pussy burn with desire... the pot lube still doing its magic somehow.
"We will have to do this again," Seo-yun said with a warm smile. "Soon."
"Maaaaaaybe," Mi Cha smiled, deciding to play along since it was obvious Seo-yun was game.
"No maybe about it," Seo-yun assured, as she watched her new best friend turn to go... though still hesitantly. She pondered if she should share with Mi Cha her biggest secret... who the first woman to seduce her was. Would that make her stay?
Mi Cha laughed nervously but still didn't commit. "Well, later." She put a hand on the door handle but didn't turn it.
Seo-yun again closed the gap between them, moving back within kissing distance. "Thanks for coming." She put a light hand on the other girl's shoulder. "Twice."
"It was my pleasure," Mi Cha giggled. Then she used her last ounce of restraint to put her sunglasses on, turn the door handle, and exit the room.
As she walked to the elevator, she wondered if Seo-yun could be an ally in her attempt to break away from the manager.
Maybe, just maybe, there was a way out of this predicament she had gotten herself into.
.....
As Mi Cha headed toward the shops she'd scouted out, she realized the pot lube's hold on her had finally faded and she rang her mom and they chatted for ten minutes.
After hanging up with her mother, she pondered the past few days. The gloryhole with Aera. Almost being caught being fucked by her manager. The shocking revelation of sweet and innocent Seo-yun not being so sweet and innocent. Being called submissive by two bandmates. Taking a vibrator through airport security. Then having that toy used by Aera and her in an airport bathroom; first in Aera's pussy, then down Mi Cha's throat. Which had been her second time tasting Aera's pussy on a dick. Getting anally probed by tongue, fingers and toys but not by a dick... yet. And now, a surreal lesbian threesome with Seo-yun without actually doing anything physical directly with her bandmate... again, yet. And still looming ahead of her was the promise by her blackmailing manager to take her anal virginity.
Her entire life had suddenly been consumed by sex... and when she was in the heat of the moment, just giving in and allowing the pleasure to consume her was both mentally freeing and physically exhilarating.
Yet, at this moment, as she was free from the submissive chains that controlled her, she could see straight and recognize the harsh reality of the plethora of risks that existed because of all these encounters... not to mention the Disney deal that she assumed would be announced soon.
She sighed and then tried to untangle the different threads that had developed over the past days.
She had really enjoyed the gloryhole encounter and the threesome she'd just left from and thought she would like to use those again to satisfy her underlying sexual needs. Yes, the risk of being outed was always there, but no other participant was threatening her with it... If anything, Aera and Seo-yun would also want to avoid any media spotlight on their extracurricular activities.
But the constant sexual submissions with her manager and the almost being caught with him a couple of times already were a precarious house of cards that could all come down in a heartbeat.
She sighed again, because as she pondered all this, she realized she was literally walking to a sex shop to buy items to please her manager.
The cycle was continuous: self-disgust from submission, guilt, worry, determination to end it, resolve weakened, and ultimately submission again. Mi Cha wasn't sure how to break it, especially because she was too weak to break it on her own. The manager's sexual hold on her and her submissiveness made the ending to every encounter a foregone conclusion, starting the cycle again. Perhaps the solution was telling Seo-yun or Aera.
But how to broach the topic?
Mi Cha reached the adult shop and walked in. She walked past a lubricant section and a vibrator section to find a clothing section that included costumes as well as lingerie.
The pop star spent a good thirty minutes looking and ended up purchasing a few things... way more than she had planned and some with thoughts of Aera or Seo-yun foremost in her mind, rather than their manager.
Mi Cha bought:
-a black nightie that was slightly see-through
-a red garter-belt
-a sexy dark green teddy
-a cheerleading outfit complete with pom poms (the outfit was simply a white tube top with the word Cheer! embroidered across the boobs and a short, white skirt with blue and red stripes that matched the writing on the top
-an Alice in Wonderland dress which she thought the white hold-ups from the Disney photo shoot would be perfect for
-and lastly, she bought a sexy and slutty as fuck anime outfit; the villain character Lust from Fullmetal Alchemist. It included a long brunette wig that she figured she could use even without the costume as one of her disguises for going out in public).
What the store didn't have oddly was any sort of nice hosiery. Just cheap brands and lots and lots of fishnets. So, Mi Cha walked to the mall she'd scouted out, but first stopped in a cute diner and had lunch first.
Then at the mall she purchased:
-red stockings (for the garter-belt)
-three pairs of thigh high stockings or hold ups as they were called on the packaging: black, white and mocha
-and over half a dozen pairs of sexy pantyhose with a seam down the back in a variety of colours: white, tan, green (a new colour for her), and two shades of black and two of mocha
In the end, Mi Cha could only shake her head as she realized she had obeyed both her manager's and Seo-yun's demands for what they wanted to see her in. That made her decide to be proud rather than embarrassed by the extra items she'd bought for herself, including two thongs, new perfume, a white t-shirt, and a plaid mini skirt that she could wear that screamed, schoolgirl. She already had a white button-up shirt she thought would be perfect for it.
On the walk back to the hotel, she received a group text from Duri suggesting they all go out for dinner at some upscale restaurant. Mi Cha asked in disguise or not and it was agreed they would go as a band and get some attention for tomorrow's show... although it was long ago sold out.
Mi Cha instantly knew she was going to wear the schoolgirl outfit with white pantyhose.
Back at the hotel, tired from all the walking, especially as the shopping bags had grown in number and weight, Mi Cha returned to her room and sat heavily on the edge of the bed. She had decided to take a couple hour nap before going out with the band tonight, but now her mind was full of angst over what would come after... Manager coming to claim her anal cherry. But perhaps going out with the girls was the way out of it?
Mi Cha sighed. Lately, she sighed a lot.
She shut her phone off so she wouldn't be disturbed, put her earplugs in and drifted off in a matter of minutes, exhaustion finally overcoming her worried mind.
While Mi Cha slept:
Seo-yun had Fasma come to her room where she explained she'd chatted earlier with Beom Seok about having the Filipina fill in as makeup artist and the manager had said he would look into it. Then she had Fasma go down on her once more... both for her own pleasure and to further entice the older woman to agree to the crazy, once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.
Aera visited with her grandpa who had arrived earlier in the day. The weekend family retreat was coming up and all their families who could make it would go to a secluded island for a few days of serenity and rest before the tour continued.
Duri was writing new songs for the next album but was missing Mi Cha's input and worried about her usually steady partner.
Nabi, who was the group's lead dancer, was working on new choreography for the rearranged playlist, which she and Duri had agreed they would implement after the retreat. She also worried about the changes in Mi Cha, who was usually her main sounding board but lately seemed to be a million miles away at times.


Beom Seok was looking at the Disney press release about Mi Cha as Sleeping Beauty that would soon be coming out and trying to craft a follow-up release for Jjang that showed that the whole band was excited to be working on the project. But his mind was clouded with how best to inform the other girls, which had to happen before the Disney announcement. Managing five women was always a precarious balancing act, and he often congratulated himself on holding them all together over these years (since none of the spoiled bitches seemed inclined to congratulate or even thank him themselves). But now, having one of them reach greater success could have the band implode in rather quick order. He had seen it in many bands, regardless of gender, when one band member, usually the lead singer, became bigger than the band. The Disney deal should cement his power over Mi Cha, but if it tore the band apart, it might, probably would, end up tearing her from his grip. He had to figure out how to make it clear to all the girls, especially Duri, that the Disney deal would benefit all of them, not just Mi Cha.
Yet, the manager struggled to stay focused as he knew that in just a few hours he would be taking his pop star slut's anal cherry.
"Soon... very, very soon," he smiled to himself.
The End
.....
Up Next:
Destroying Ass, where Beom finally takes Mi Cha's anal virginity.
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Suck Buddy Surprise: 4 Loads
Summary: His new suck buddy offers him a variety of ways to extract his load.
Note: This is part two of a potential continual series. In part 1, Adam, a secret pantyhose wearing cocksucker and occasional bottom, is wearing pantyhose under his clothes while hanging with his buddy Mike when he spills chips on the floor, bends down to pick them up and Mike sees the pantyhose. This leads to a conversation and eventually Mike allows Adam to blow him.
Thanks to...OhDave1 and Shuj for proofreading.
Suck Buddy Surprise: 4 Loads
In case you are curious, we celebrated the Eagles' win with me giving a celebratory blow job to Mike and left with a nice warm belly of cum. I couldn't believe how accidentally being outed as a pantyhose-wearing sissy would turn out so well with me finally having my long-desired suck buddy... a guaranteed load without the risk.
He promised he would be beckoning me regularly to drop a load. I assured him I couldn't wait.
In bed Thursday night, I replayed the wild serendipity that had allowed me to be outed as a pantyhose wearing cocksucker. The fact that Mike was turned on by me wearing pantyhose doubled down on the serendipitous nature of the night. Tripled, quite frankly, if you add his nylon fetish was piqued by my wife's regular wearing of them.
God, it was so amazing... I now had someone who knew my secret and was not only not repulsed by it, but excited.
A suck buddy had been the ultimate dream for some time now... a sure thing of cock and cum. Plus, unlike the risk that came with hooking up with strangers, this was way safer.
Perhaps, the biggest surprise of the night after him being agreeable to letting me blow him, was when he rubbed me off and made me come in my underwear and pantyhose.
As I lay there, my wife snoring away, my dick hardened as Mike's big hard dick and his creamy load lingered in my head and mouth. It likely sounds really gay, but I didn't brush my teeth or use mouthwash so I could still taste it.
Eventually, I drifted off smiling at the reality that I had sucked a good friend's big hard cock and hopefully would again very, very soon.
Friday, nothing from Mike. Even though this wasn't surprising, I was disappointed. I had only blown him twice and I was already addicted to that big juicy cock and those large loaded balls. I craved his cock... I craved his cum.
Friday night as I was fucking my wife, I came in her imagining Mike fucking me... which was new. I had always been able to keep my two polar opposite sexual identities separate. When I was fucking my wife I was the man and in control; when I was sucking cock I was the submissive; I didn't think of cock when fucking my wife and I didn't think of my wife while sucking cock. Now... the two seemed to be blurring into each other.
It was Saturday afternoon, coming on two full days since I got cock, and I was out with my wife doing a little shopping. Oddly, I enjoyed just meandering on a Saturday... although it was the day after Black Friday so the malls were fucking nuts.
Shelia was trying on a new pair of jeans when Mike texted: Can you come over? I need some help unloading a big package.
One sentence and my mouth watered and my dick hardened. Unfortunately, I was with my wife. Of course, he could mean an actual package, but I assumed this was safe code to go over and blow him.
When my wife came out, she asked, "What do you think of these jeans?"
"They make me want to bend you over and fuck you," I wickedly said, and then added as I leaned into her ear, "in that tight ass of yours."
"Adam!" she gasped. "Not here."
"What?" I questioned, so horny from one single text booty cock sucking call. "Is it wrong to say I want to fuck my hot tight-assed wife?"
"In a clothing store, yes," she said, not overly impressed by my blunt perversion. Alas, my direct sexual talk didn't turn her on like it used to... unless she had had a few drinks. "And you know I only do that once in a while."
"Well, it has been a while," I countered... although the words meant both since I plugged her ass and since I had been bent over and sodomized.
"You're incorrigible," she said, shaking her head... seemingly her annoyance at my naughty talk had faded.
My phone buzzed again. I checked it: Can you come over soon?
"What?" she asked.
"Mike needs help at his house," I answered... not lying... at least not lying completely.
"Right now?"
"It seems so."
"Well, let me buy these and then I can drop you off," she said. "Then either he can drop you off or I can pick you up after my dinner with the girls."
"You sure?" I asked, feeling a little guilty that I was going to ditch her to go suck cock.
"Yeah, we were almost done here anyway," she said. "Plus, I need to do some shopping without you anyway."
"You do?" I asked.
"Christmas is under a month away," she pointed out.
"Of course, I knew what," I replied, although it was obvious I hadn't put any thought into the most joyous time of the year... or what to get her.
"Don't worry," she said as she headed back to the change room. "I'll make you a list."
"You're the best, honey," I called out, before pulling out my phone to respond to Mike: Sheila is going to drop me off as soon as she pays for some new jeans.
He texted right back: Great. This package won't unload itself.
I wanted to reply with some wit, but didn't want any sort of evidence that would make my wife suspicious if she, for some reason, read my texts (not that she ever did), so I just responded: Be there as soon as I can.
My wife came out, purchased her jeans and we drove to Mike's house. My dick was hard the entire time even as my brain pointed out the obvious... my wife was driving me to a gay booty call. Yes, a part of me felt guilty, alas my hunger for cock, cum and submission easily overrode that guilt.
"So, how is Mike doing?" Shelia asked.
"Good," I replied.
"Are Mike and Karen still trying to have a kid?"
"They are trying to have a kid?" I asked, this not something he had mentioned once.
She laughed, shook her head and asked, "What do you guys talk about?"
"Sports, sex and food," I replied, "and not always in that order."
"I can only imagine," she smirked, reaching over and giving my dick a squeeze. "Still hard?"
"I'm always hard," I defended, which wasn't really true anymore... but once was.
"Is it because you want to fuck my ass?" she asked coyly and with a bit of flirtation, surprising me.
I lied. As bad as it was, as pathetic as it was, but at this moment if I had to choose between sucking Mike's dick or fucking my wife in the ass I would choose sucking dick. "I'm always hard thinking about fucking you."
"Well, while you were a little inappropriate in the shop, you fucked me extra good last night and maybe if I have just enough to drink, you can slide that dick up my shitter," she wickedly said. A prim and proper woman, she could get intensely naughty in the bedroom or when trying to get me all revved up... which happened rarely the past couple of years, but this was a pleasant surprise.
"You had me at shitter," I replied, as her hand continued to be on my dick and teasing it.
"Although I read somewhere that men are beginning to let their women fuck their ass," she said, instantly making me gasp in shock, although my dick twitched guiltily and uncontrollably in my pants. "It's called pegging and your dick just twitched when I said it."
"W-w-where did you read that?" I stammered in shock, super curious. Being pegged by my wife is my number one unfilled fantasy with her.
"Some online website that Facebook sent me to," she answered.
"What are you doing on your Facebook to get that sort of algorithm?" I questioned, actually quite curious. I knew Facebook used your searches on your phone to promote ads and other similar things. Since I search for pantyhose a fair amount, I get pantyhose company promotions and websites of girls in nylons, for example.
"I don't know," she shrugged while giving my dick a squeeze. "I have been researching the best toys to spice up a sex life."
"Oh!" I said, surprised to hear her doing such a thing. No doubt our sex life had faded in wildness and regularity the past few years, but it was still pretty good... not great, but good.
"Would you let me handcuff you?" She queried.
"Seriously?" I asked, this conversation taking some peculiar and fascinating turns.
"You could blindfold and bind me," she said, rubbing my dick teasingly.
"Where did this come from?" I asked.
"I just want to make sure we keep the fire burning and I know I have allowed the flame to almost burn out," she said.
"Honey, no you haven't," I said, not wanting her to take the full blame for a situation that just seemed to happen over time.
"Three kids in five years kicked the shit out of my body and destroyed my sex drive but I am feeling it come back," she said.
"Really?" I asked.
"Wasn't blowing you in the garage the other day and then riding you like you were a cowboy, didn't give you any hints?"
"I guess it did," I admitted. "I didn't analyze it, but I sure did enjoy it."
"We need to keep the spark alive," she said, sounding a little concerned.
"The spark has always been there," I said, wondering if the diminishing of the spark was what led me to explore my cock sucking side. I don't think so; it was simply a curiosity that had evolved over time.
"I know you have always been locked and loaded," she smiled.
"Always got to be ready," I smiled.
"Well, you will need to be even more ready as my libido has returned and I have been researching new positions," she said, as we reached Mike's house.
"New positions?" I asked, this conversation going so well I almost didn't want it to end... other than I had a big juicy cock with a full ball sac of cum waiting for me on the other side of that front door.
"I'm going to rock your world," she said, giving my dick a squeeze.
"You are going to make me come in my pants," I warned.
"Maybe I should pull this thing out and have a snack," she wickedly said, so unlike her... at least the past few years.
We were in Mike's driveway and hardly secluded, but I likely would have gone along with it if I wasn't wearing pantyhose underneath my jeans. I stammered, "R-r-raincheck." That had always been our code for not right now, but later. A word that had not been used in a while.
"Fine," she sighed, "but make sure you are up when I get home. I plan on having a few drinks and I expect this dick ready to fuck all my holes."
"Jesus, Shelia," I said, so surprised by her sudden naughtiness.
"Now get out of here before I straddle you right here," she said, giving me a kiss and then moving her hand away.
"Love you," I said, still processing the sudden change in her.
"Love you too," she said and I headed out... my dick aching with need.
"And think about that pegging thing," Shelia called out as I walked up the sidewalk. I stopped and turned around in shock at her last words even as she drove away.
Was she serious about pegging me? How could I possibly let her know I was game for that? How would that change the sexual hierarchy dynamics of me being the man? What would she say if she discovered my pantyhose wearing secret? No way I could tell her about my cock sucking life. These questions and so many more spun around in my head and I tried to push them out of my thoughts as I had a cock to suck. I adjusted my dick and went into Mike's house.
It was always unlocked when any of us was invited over. I walked in. Took off my shoes. Took off my socks and put them in my shoes and then realized that there was a slim chance his wife was home or he wasn't alone. So, I grabbed my socks just as he walked in and instructed, "Take off the pants too."
"You're alone?" I asked, even though that was obvious.
"Yeah, Karen is with her mom out shopping for at least a couple of hours," he said, as I took my pants off to reveal I had obeyed him from the first night and was wearing pantyhose and no underwear. As such, my hard dick that started with his text and remained because of my wife's wicked words and hand on my dick was framed perfectly.
"Shelia is out all night now," I said, as I placed my pants on the floor with my shoes.
"So, are you hungry?" he asked, as he cupped his dick.
"Starving," I answered, not even pretending not to be here to be a sissy cock sucking cum dump.
"You're already hard," he pointed out.
I replied, now standing in a shirt and pantyhose, "I know this is weird to say, and I don't want it to change our friendship, but I have been craving your cock since I left Thursday."
"Nice," he nodded. "Let's go to the man cave."
"Sure," I nodded, my mouth watering already and I had not even seen his dick yet.
"Grab your shit in case the wife comes home early," Mike said.
"Yeah, that makes sense," I agreed, reaching down to grab my pants and socks.
"But you know our friendship has changed."
I didn't respond right away as I was hoping he had more to say. I didn't want him to see me now as just some faggot. I still wanted to be able to hang out, chat sports and have barbecues... I just also wanted to be able to blow his big beautiful cock too.
He continued, making me relieved a little, "I don't mean that in a bad way."
"Okay," I said as we went down the stairs.
"It's now we have two separate situations," he said.
"Okay," I repeated.
"Yeah, nothing really changes in regard to our friendship," he continued as he walked to the couch. "We just have an added layer."
"Good," I said, as I reached him and my mouth watered, as I placed my pants and socks on a table, "because I want to be able to suck your cock all the time."
"All the time?" he questioned and reached over and squeezed my dick through the pantyhose.
"I know it's pathetic but I haven't stopped thinking about your dick since Thursday," I said, and then I realized I had already said that upstairs.
"And I see you obeyed my no underwear suggestion."
"Yeah, I always do as I am told," I said, highlighting my natural submissive sissy side.
"And were you actually wearing pantyhose while with your wife today?"
"Yes," I admitted. "I had to."
"Why?" he asked, slowly rubbing my dick.
"Because you told me to and I prayed you would beckon me here to be your cum dump," I answered, purposely highlighting my submissiveness and adding the nasty words.
"Cum dump," he laughed, as he snapped his fingers and pointed to the floor.
An action that instantly made my dick twitch in his hand.
I obeyed, dropping to my knees, in a hungry heartbeat.
"Shit, you really are a hungry cock sucker," he said, with a slight chuckle.
"I had my wife drive me over here to suck dick," I pointed out, squeezing his package over his shorts.
"True enough," he laughed.
"I can't explain it, but there is nothing I crave more and enjoy more than sucking cock," I said, as he pulled his shorts down.
"Well? You are going to have an abundance of opportunities to do just that," he said, as his big hard cock presented itself before me.
"God, you have a great fucking dick," I complimented, as I began to stroke it with my left hand.
"I can't believe you actually left your wife to suck my dick," he said, as I stroked his dick and licked his cock head.
"Yeah, I know it sounds pathetic, but once my cock sucker brain turns on, it is all I want," I added, as I swirled my tongue around his thick mushroom tip.
"Would you choose my cock over your wife's pussy?" he asked.
"Yeah, I guess I would," I admitted, after a very brief pondering... although I had already accepted that truth to myself, but didn't want to make it so obvious. "In fact, she offered to blow me when we were in your driveway, but I wanted this dick in my mouth and I also didn't want her to know I was wearing pantyhose."
"You are fucking with me," he gasped, as I continued to focus just on his fat cock head... oddly enjoying this conversation.
"Nope, all true. I want to obey you and be your suck buddy," I answered, knowing it was pathetic and gay to choose cock over getting mine sucked... but that was the reality of how I felt at this moment.
"And future fuck buddy," he added.
"Yeah, if we plan it right you can bend me over and fuck the shit out of me," I hastily said, having purchased the items needed to make sure my back door was clean for a sanitary sodomy.
"Jesus, I still can't believe you're such a sissy," he said, as I moved down and took one of his balls in my mouth. "Oh yeah, suck on those balls."
I admitted, feeling so safe to just say what I wanted, after worshipping one ball, "I'll do anything you say, Mike. I want to be your sissy, faggot, cum dump."
I then found his other ball and replicated the ball-worshipping.
"Holy fuck," Mike said with a chuckle.
Once I finished getting his ball sac all warmed up for that load I craved, I slithered my tongue back up his shaft and said, cupping his balls, "I'm serious. I crave cock pretty much twenty-four seven and will do anything to extract this creamy load."
"Shit, you sure you're not completely a faggot," he said, before he slid his cock in my mouth and began fucking my mouth.
I couldn't answer him, but the question did bounce around my head as he face fucked me. In the end, when a dick was available, I was a complete faggot... but I also still loved my wife, admired women, and liked to fuck. I was undoubtedly bisexual. I also didn't find a man attractive, just a cock... pretty much any cock.
"God, you have a great mouth," he said, as he pumped two-thirds of his cock in my mouth. Wanting to feel his big heavy balls bouncing off my chin, I reached around, grabbed his ass cheeks, and pulled him deep into my mouth. "You hungry fucking faggot, you want all this cock?"
He pulled out as saliva dripped off his dick, "You want this cock?" he repeated.
"Yes, I want your cock so bad," I replied with a hungry lust you can't fake.
"Suck it," he ordered.
I obeyed without hesitation as I devoured his cock and bobbed like a porn star slut. It was weird, but on my knees with a cock in my mouth just felt like home.
"Oh yeah, fuck you suck cock good," he groaned as I bobbed back and forth eagerly. While I was taking my time while we were talking, I now wanted that load. I wanted it bad. After another dozen bobs or so, he ordered, "Rub your dick while you suck me."
My dick was begging for attention inside the pantyhose and I immediately obeyed, rubbing my dick with my right hand while I massaged his balls with my left and not slowing down at all on my hungry dick smoking. It was some pretty impressive multitasking.
"Oh yeah, don't stop," he groaned, which excited me as his moans implied his load was going to be filling my mouth soon.
I rubbed my dick; I massaged his ball sac; I sucked his dick.
Suddenly, his phone rang.
"Fuck, it's Karen," he sighed, pulling out of my mouth.
I felt a wash of disappointment as my mouth was suddenly empty... especially when I was so close to extracting that creamy salty seed I so desperately craved.
He walked a few steps, grabbed his phone and walked back to me as he answered, "Hey, honey."
I wasn't sure what to do. Did he want me to resume sucking him while he talked to his wife? The thought added to the hotness of this perverse situation.
"Yeah, Adam just got here a few minutes ago," he said as he tapped his dick against my lips.
Taking that as a pretty obvious answer to my inner pondering, I opened up and took the big hard fat cock back in my mouth.
"Yeah, we are just having a snack first," he answered, which was a little wicked since the snack was his cock.


I bobbed, but slower, assuming he didn't want to come while on the phone with his wife.
"Sure, I don't see why not," he said, as I resumed rubbing my cock while slowly sucking his dick. He then added, "I'll work him over good."
What did that mean? There was no way she knew about this, was there? I continued sucking him, I kept rubbing myself, but suddenly I was awash with anxiety.
"Yes, I'll make sure he, I mean we, unload everything," he said, as he put his free hand on the back of my hand and began slowly face fucking me... the innuendo to his wife wickedly delicious.
After a few more slow strokes, his entire dick tickling my tonsils and his balls gently slapping my chin, he said, "Sounds good. Take your time." A few smooth strokes later, he added, "Be sure to text when you are on your way home."
After a couple more strokes, he finished, "Love you too."
He then tossed his phone on the couch, placed his hands on both sides of my head and said, "That was fucking hot."
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned in response, wanting him to know I thought so too, but couldn't say so with words since his cock was now pumping in my mouth aggressively... his loaded balls bouncing off my chin with each deep thrust.
"Fuck, I love having a cock sucking cum dump at my disposal," he said, after about twenty rough deep thrusts, as I focused on breathing through my nose and not gagging on his glorious cock... gagging always ruining the mood of the moment while my own orgasm was rising.
"Get ready, man, here it comes," Mike warned, before seconds later unloading his warm, creamy seed into my mouth and smoothly sliding down my stomach. God, I loved cum. "Fuck," he grunted as he kept pumping his dick, although at a slower pace.
Once he unloaded every drop of his cum in me, he pulled out and said, "That was great."
"Agreed," I said, remaining on my knees and admiring the hard cock before me as I rubbed my cock about to come.
"Come for me, sissy," Mike ordered.
"So close," I admitted.
"Come if you want this cock again," he said. "If you want to be my cock sucking, dick taking, cum swallowing fuck toy."
"Ooooooooh, fuck," I grunted, as I spewed my load inside my pantyhose.
"Good girl," he purred, as I kept coming. A minute later, he said, "Stay undressed and let's go move the workout machine."
"All right," I said, getting off my knees as he pulled his sweats up and his delicious candy stick disappeared.
"Don't worry, I have another load for you before Karen gets home," he said, as my look of pathetic disappointment must have been obvious on my face.
"Sounds good," I said, unsure what else to say.
We moved the workout machine which was definitely a two-man job; in fact, we could have used a third person. Then we went to the garage and brought in all the Christmas boxes, 14 of them, into the house.
We went back downstairs, he opened two beers, handed me one and asked, "How did you start sucking cock?"
"Crazy as it sounds, it had never even once popped into my head until a couple of years ago," I answered, actually liking the opportunity to discuss this with someone. It had been such a sordid, shameful secret for the past two years and it was freeing to have someone to talk to about it.
"What triggered it?" he asked, as we stood at his bar and talked about me becoming a cock sucker the same way we talked football, hockey and baseball.
"I can't say it was any one thing or moment," I responded, as I had asked myself this question hundreds of times... especially on my curious early history before I actually took that first cock in my mouth and swallowed that first addicting load. "But at some point, when I was watching porn, I was watching the dicks more than the woman sucking and fucking them."
"I can't imagine," he said.
"I couldn't either, but before I knew it, I was wondering what it would feel like to be on my knees, sucking a cock and swallowing a load," I continued my bizarre descent to cock sucking.
"And your first cock?"
"A stranger at a hotel," I said. "I walked in, dropped to my knees, sucked his cock, swallowed his load and left. The guy never said a word."
"Wild."
"Yeah, walking back to my hotel, I felt pathetic... disgusted with myself... and told myself I would never do it again."
"And?"
"Well, next time I was in a new city I ended up sucking a cock or two," I answered, the cycle of desperation to suck and disgust at my weakness always fighting inside me... alas, my hunger always won.
"For some reason, I find that kind of hot," he said.
"Really?" I asked.
He looked at my dick, which was no longer fully erect, but had never become completely flaccid during the moving of items. "Yeah, I mean, I am not gay or anything, but dick does look hot in pantyhose."
"I think so too," I agreed, as he moved his hand to my dick.
"It's weird, but I like the idea of touching your dick through the pantyhose, but I have no interest in feeling it outside the pantyhose," he said.
"I understand," I said, enjoying his hand slowly caressing my immediately hardening dick through my cum stained pantyhose.
"You do?" he asked as he continued rubbing my dick.
"I understand in the way I understand that each of us has hidden sexual curiosities. For me, sucking cock and even getting fucked isn't inherently gay."
"How so?" he asked, clearly struggling with his own inner sexuality. Like me, he wanted to understand his curiosity or desire to touch a dick.
"Well, for me it is not about the man attached to the dick, it's about the dick and the load in his balls," I said. "At least for me."
"I guess me too," he said, "although I have no interest in sucking a dick and definitely no interest in getting fucked, but looking at your dick over the pantyhose and feeling it through the silky sheer nylons makes me want to feel your cock twitch and cum."
"I get it," I said. "I really do. I struggled through those feelings for a long time."
"So, how isn't it gay?" he asked, trying to understand his own feelings.
"Well, I just want dick and cum. I still love women. I still find women sexually attractive and appealing. I still love my wife. I still enjoy fucking my wife."
"But you rather suck my cock than fuck your wife," he reminded me.
"Yeah, that is more complicated," I sighed, although with a moan as his hand felt really good on my pantyhose-clad dick. I then added, "But I don't want to kiss you or fuck you, I just want to suck your cock and enjoy my feminine side for a few minutes."
"And get my load," he added.
"Exactly!" I nodded as I moved my hand to his crotch. "But then once I have swallowed that load, I want to go back to being a man."
"So, you're a sissy girl when on your knees?"
"Or a faggot, cum dump, cock sucking sissy or whatever name pops into your head as I blow you," I continued, my dick actually twitching at my own derogatory words about myself.
"So, you like the name-calling?" he asked. As we both touched each other's now completely erect dicks.
"When on my knees or getting fucked, all masculinity seems to escape me," I answered.
"Shit, I would never imagine that from you," he said.
"Would you imagine me being an eager cock sucker you can dump a load into anytime before it happened?" I asked, really wanting his dick back in my mouth.
"No, I definitely had not," he laughed. He then asked, "Ever given a foot job?"
"I've received them, but never gave one," I replied, Shelia having given me a fair amount over the years. In fact, I have watched a few of those ignore sex videos (where a woman gives a hand job or foot job while on her phone or reading a book) and realized my wife may have started that concept a decade ago. More than once, she would be reading a magazine or watching television while I fucked her nylon-clad feet. It was a little annoying that she wasn't really involved, but it was also hot to be able to just fuck her silky sheer soles like a free use plaything.
"I never have," he said.
"I can give you one," I offered, having never once pondered what it would feel like to be the vessel of pleasure in a foot job scenario... until now.
"Yeah, let's do that," he said.
I got onto the floor, lay on my back and lifted my feet up perhaps too eagerly. The idea of having his cock between my pantyhose feet suddenly very exciting.
"Shit, you are one eager cock slut," he chuckled just as my feet made contact with his hard dick.
"When I'm in pantyhose I am a submissive cock and cum slut," I replied, my cock twitching in my pantyhose at both my words and the sudden sensation of a cock between my feet.
"You like being my slut?" he asked, as he put his hands on my feet and began to slowly fuck them.
"I live being your slut," I admitted without hesitation...the fact I had a friend who knew my perversion and not only wasn't disgusted, but turned on... was an ultimate win.
"You like being my cum dump?" he questioned, as his dick slid back and forth between my silky sheer feet. It wasn't as sexually stimulating as having it in my mouth, but the fact that he was clearly enjoying it was a turn-on.
"Yes, I love being your sissy cum dump," I concurred, loving his ability to get nasty in the heat of the moment.
"My fucking faggot to use as I please," he continued, as he really pumped his dick between the soles of my feet.
I really never could understand why I loved being called a faggot so much, but it was the derogatory name that turned me on the most. "Yes, I want to be your cock sucking, foot pumping and ass taking cum dump faggot," I listed off with pathetic admission.
"Oh fuck, this feels so good," he groaned as he furiously fucked my feet, and I couldn't help but wonder what his dick would feel like pounding me from behind.
"Yeah, come on your faggot's feet and all over his sissy stockings," I added, although they were not stockings, but I liked the alliteration.
"Oh yeah, tell me what you want," he ordered with a desperate groan which told me he was close to coming again.
"I want you to fuck my feet and come all over me," I answered. I had taken facials, but I had never just been cum all over and now I desperately wanted to feel that happen.
"Oh yeah, I'm going to dump a load all over you," he groaned, obviously close. So close, in fact, that just a couple more pumps between my nylon-clad feet and I was receiving big wads of cum being shot all over me. The first landed directly on my face, then my shirt, my crotch area and my pantyhose leg.
"Yes, come all over me," I encouraged with a pathetic moan as the warm cum hit me.
"Fuck," he grunted as he finished unloading.
Then like the cum craving faggot I was, I got onto my knees and sucked any slow swimmers out of his cock.
"Shit, you really are a little cum faggot," he said, as I bobbed.
"Mmmmmmmm," I responded, enjoying the cock back in my mouth.
About a minute later, he pulled out, just as his phone rang.
For some reason, I remained on my knees as he answered it, "Hey, babe."
He walked back over to me and gestured I stand up. I did.
He then began rubbing my still very hard cock through the pantyhose.
"Okay, I'll see you soon," he said, as he masturbated me in the most surreal yet hottest way possible.
"No, I'll drop him off as soon as we finish unloading," he said wickedly.
"Yeah, love you too," he said, before he finished the call and tossed his phone on the sofa. "Now come for me, faggot. Come while you wear my cum; come while you imagine being my regular cock sucker; cum while you imagine my big dick pounding that asshole of yours."
Already hard, already desperate to come, and turned on by his nasty words, I was about to come in just thirty seconds.
"Oh yeah," was all I could say as I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sexy hand job.
"Come now, faggot, come in your pantyhose, come as my sissy slut cum dump," he listed off, each one making my cock throb before I grunted and spewed my load all inside my pantyhose... again.
"Shit," he said, as he moved his hand away as soon as my cum began exploding out of me.
"Thanks," I oddly said, as my body continued to shake a little from the standing orgasm.
"Keep that cum on your face and clothes until you get home," he said.
"Okay," I obeyed, finding that kind of hot and knowing no one would see my walk of shame... although, truth be told, I didn't feel any shame at all. If anything, I felt a sense of pride in my pantyhose and being covered in cum.
Twenty minutes later he was dropping me off. The entire drive we talked sports, ignoring my face had cum on it.
"See you at church tomorrow," he said.
"Yeah," I nodded, as we both went to the same church, both because our wives made us... in return we were allowed to hang out most Sundays to watch football... although since our team played Sunday, we had no plans to hang.
"Maybe a blow job in the church bathroom," he added.
"Jesus!" I gasped, then realized the irony of what I said.
"You can still worship," he joked.
"At the altar of cock," I joked back, going along with it.
Five minutes later, I was in my office, only in my pantyhose, rubbing my cock while I watched porn. I didn't last three minutes as I replayed today and the two loads I took... plus, the idea of blowing him at church was so deliciously perverse.
That night, my wife woke me up drunk and horny by sitting on my face... something she had never done before. After I got her off with my tongue, she begged me to fuck her ass... which, of course, I did.
I eventually came on her face and the entire time I couldn't help but wonder what Mike's dick would feel like pounding my ass.
Fuck....
.....
Dressed in dress pants, dress shirt and a tie; of course, underneath I was commando with pantyhose... which wasn't easy with my wife in the room getting dressed too. I actually had to go to the washroom, take off my pants and put the pantyhose on.
So unbeknownst to my wife, we were both wearing pantyhose. She looked amazing in a red blouse, a black pleated skirt and black pantyhose. She looked hot and showed no evidence she was hungover or had been sodomized just six hours earlier... although she did say she planned on coming home and taking a nap after church.
At church, we split up like we always did. She went to gossip with the ladies, which I always joked wasn't very Christian of them, while the men chatted sports and food.
Mike said to me, "As soon as the second song starts, come to the bathroom."
"Seriously?" I asked.
"Yeah, I need to unload," he said.
"Okay," I replied, having thought he was kidding yesterday. That said, even though there was no way I should leave my wife in a pew, go to the washroom and suck dick, my mouth instantly watered, my dick began to rise and all I could think about was his cock.
"Good," he said, before the others arrived and we shifted from talking about me blowing him to today's football schedule.
Fifteen minutes later, I was vaguely singing the first hymn, while holding my wife's hand and thinking about cock. Big, hard cock. Big loaded balls. A creamy load of cum.
The song ended and as the next one began, I excused myself. Shelia was slightly surprised but likely didn't think much of it.
The service always started with a couple of songs, announcements, updates and recognitions and then a couple more songs before the sermon began. So, we had about 15 minutes, give or take.
I reached the bathroom and Mike was already there and we headed to the last stall. He asked, "Hungry?"
"Always," I answered, as I followed him. I added, "I can't believe we are doing this here."
"You did say anytime and anyplace," he pointed out, as I locked the door.
"That I did," I agreed.
"Are you wearing pantyhose?" he asked.
"Of course," I answered.
"Pull your pants down and sit on the toilet," he ordered.
"Okay," I said, both giddy with excitement to get that cock in my mouth and nervous to be doing so in such a public place.
Once I was on the toilet, he slid his dick right in my mouth and I immediately began bobbing. This time it wasn't about a slow build-up, it was about a quick cum dump. I devoured his cock like a porn star slut as he said, "Shit, you really are hungry."
Usually, I would have backed off to say something submissive and sissy-like but this time I just kept worshipping his glorious dick.
"Oh yeah, this is way better than singing in church," he added.
I couldn't disagree. This was way, way, way better than singing in church.
Suddenly, the door opened and Mike quickly pulled out and stood up on the sides of the toilet. His dick now dangling above me.
My eyes went wide at the risk of getting caught.
Mike seemed slightly less worried as he tapped his dick on my forehead.
When I looked up, he slid it in my mouth and began ever so slowly fucking my face.
I sat there and got slowly face fucked as I listened to someone piss in a urinal... luckily quite a bit away from us.
He then washed his hands and exited.
As soon as Mike knew we were alone again, he pulled out, got off the toilet and ordered, "Stand up and bend over the toilet."
"Really?" I asked, perplexed.
"Just do it," he ordered.
"Okay," I agreed, stressed about almost getting caught and yet still wanting his cum.
Once I did, placing my hands on the much more sanitary lid, he said, "Put your legs together."
I did. Was he going to try fucking me in the ass here? Shit, I wouldn't say no, but I was not remotely prepped or lubed properly for his dick.
Then I felt his dick move between my legs and he began to fuck himself between my nylon-clad legs, his dick head rubbing my balls as he pushed forward. This was not a sexual situation I had ever imagined, yet its pure perversion was kinky as fuck. It also felt kind of cool.
"Next time I have you bent over, this dick is going to be in your ass," he said, as he furiously pumped his dick.
"I hope so," I heard myself moan at the idea.
"I've always wanted to try this," he groaned as he kept fucking my inner legs.
"Well, I'm your faggot to use as you wish," I said, this being the third straight different way I took his load: a regular blow job, a foot job and now whatever you would call this."
"I'm getting close," he said. "Where do you want my load?"
"Please can I swallow it?" I asked, craving a full creamy load I only got once yesterday.
After a few more pumps he urgently said, "Now!"
I quickly spun around as he backed up, dropped to my knees in a church bathroom stall and devoured his cock which twitched and unloaded in my mouth in a couple of seconds.
I eagerly swallowed it all and once he was done, he said, all business as he put his junk away, "I'll go back first, you wait a couple of minutes."
"Yeah, sure," I said, as I got off my knees and sat on the closed toilet seat.
"Later," he nodded and left.
I pushed the door closed and locked it. I sat there for a couple of minutes processing the wild risk we had just both taken... this had gotten dangerous quickly. That said, the risk of getting caught was also very exciting.
God, I was already getting addicted to Mike's dick, domination and cum.
I shook my head as I pulled up my pants, noticing my dick was unsurprisingly rock hard. I washed my hands and headed back to the service feeling like such a sissy slut going there and back to my wife with cum breath.
Yet, what also popped back into my head as I walked towards my wife was the promise of my upcoming sodomy.
The end
Up Next: Ass Fucked (where Mike gives Adam the anal reaming he so desperately craves).
Other possibilities:
BBC (Adam lets Mike make another fantasy come true by hooking him up with a black friend).
Buddies (The other buddies find out and Adam suddenly has three cocks he can regularly service)


Pegged (Shelia pegs Adam)
Trans Share (Adam and Shelia share a Trans cock)
Wife Swap (Mike and Adam swap wives)
Which one(s) would you like to read?
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Glory Hole Gal: A Couple
Summary: Ashleigh ends up serving a married couple at glory hole.
Note 1: This is part four in an ongoing series.
In Part 1, college freshman Ashleigh wants to relive her wild European summer, which included a visit to a glory hole. Finding one near her dorm, she fantasizes but hesitates until the anonymity of a Halloween costume allows her to become Glory Hole Gal. In the back of the adult store, she not only ends up servicing five dicks (taking four loads in her mouth and one in her pussy), but also tongues a pussy through the glorious hole.
In Part 2 (A Lez Romp), later that night at a college Halloween party, Ashleigh sees a girl in a nurses' costume and instantly knows it's the pussy she serviced earlier in the glory hole. Ten minutes later she is in the girl's dorm room and taking part in a marathon lesbian sexual encounter. It is romantic and raw, with multiple orgasms, a strap-on and tribbing.
In Part 3: A BBC, after Savannah and Ashleigh agree to be girlfriends, Savannah heads to visit her family for the weekend and orders Ashleigh to return to the glory hole. The young submissive slut does and takes on six more strange cocks, including not only her first, but her first three Black cocks.
Note 2: Thanks to Small_Island for his editing. Also, thanks to OhDave1 and Shuj for proof-reading.
Glory Hole Gal: A Couple
Friday night, after a long bubble bath, I ended up chatting with Savannah for over an hour. We didn't talk about sex at all, but instead got to know each other. It felt so good to have someone to talk to so freely and with such ease.
I eventually drifted off to sleep thinking about Savannah.
The next day she texted me: I expect you to take at least five cocks.
I responded, even as I shook my head at her text: Challenge accepted.
"Mohammad, the owner/operator of the adult shop, had told me that Saturday nights were busy, so I wasn't worried about there being five cocks for me to score with. But by lunch time, after reliving the two previous nights in my head over and over, I was so craving more cock and cum that I couldn't wait until dark. So, while making myself eat a light lunch for the energy I would need, I texted Mohammad at the number he'd given me and told him I'd be there by three o'clock.
I didn't see him when I returned to the adult shop but was pleased to find two fat bolsters on the floor at the base of each gloryhole wall; that was going to make things much easier on my knees. I chuckled when I registered they were covered in vinyl, which would certainly make clean up easier.
I wasn't even in the room a minute when a nice six-inch but fat cock appeared in a hole. I immediately sank to my knees on the firm, round bolster. "Such a nice, fat cock," I slurred before leaning forward and taking it into my salivating mouth.
"Thanks," he groaned, as I began bobbing. Needing five loads, this was about efficiency and not worshipping and I deep-throated his cock with fast, aggressive cock sucking. It wasn't even two minutes before he grunted and shot his salty seed in my mouth.
I swallowed every delicious drop before backing off and saying, "That was delicious."
"That was amazing," he gasped, sounding completely spent.
"Thanks," I said, as I licked his cock head before turning around to see a bigger, darker-skinned dick in the other hole. It was a good eight inches and fat as fuck. This was a cock. I crawled over to it, barely semi-erect and hanging through the hole invitingly. I licked the long shaft and complimented, "This is a nice fucking cock."
"Thanks, bitch, now suck it."
My first reaction was anger at being spoken to so rudely. Of course, that lasted all of half a second before being quickly replaced by a pussy-drenching rush at being spoken to so rudely, like nothing more than a cum-hungry slut... which of course, is what I was realizing more and more was exactly what I was.
Then the accent struck me, he sounded like Mohammad. Only instead of the shop owner's friendly tones, this was an Arab Sheik in complete control of his desert harem. I had never imagined finding a Muslim cock in a place like this, yet admiring this big, fat, dark dick I was now definitely more than imagining it.
"Yes, sir," I replied, letting him know of my natural submissiveness. I then wrapped my lips around in preparation of having it harden in my mouth. Unlike the first, a quick pump and dump, this one I wanted to enjoy. I swirled my tongue around his cock head and bobbed on the first couple of inches until it was fully erect and saluting me. His dick had a wild up curve which made it a challenging dick to deep throat.
"Oh yeah, slut, show me how much you want my cum," he moaned, as I began bobbing faster on his hard dick.
"Oh yeah, slut, suck my dick," he ordered, as I took about six of his eight inches smoothy in my mouth, but was worried about getting the last two in with such a unique curve. I needed to be a couple inches higher to perhaps properly attack it.
Instead, I focused on using my tongue and my vacuum-like suction style to milk this big, beautiful cock. I worked it over hungrily, like the slut he kept calling me.
"Faster, bitch," he demanded.
I obeyed, bobbing furiously wanting to obey and wanting to feel his cock twitch and unload in my mouth.
For a few minutes, I really worked his dick over, sensing he was about to come the entire time by his groans, yet he wasn't nutting. It was getting a little frustrating as I was used to receiving my creamy treat pretty quickly when I went into cock sucking overdrive.
He ordered, "Press those cock sucking lips against the wall, slut," he ordered, as he pulled his dick out of my mouth.
I obeyed without hesitation wanting that dick back in my mouth... wanting that load erupting in my throat.
As soon as I did, he slid his dick back in my mouth and he began face fucking me. I wished the wall wasn't in the way so his entire cock could fill my mouth and his balls could bounce off my chin.
"Oh yeah, slut, I'm going to dump a load in that slut mouth of yours," he warned in a strong dominant voice as his dick pistoned in and out of my mouth at a furious pace.
So, I wasn't surprised when in another fifteen-ish strokes he grunted, his cock pulsated and he filled my mouth with a massive load of cum.
I swallowed it all, a rush of energy coursing through me as the warm seed slithered down my throat, warming my belly.
"Oh fuck," he grunted, as he slowed down and I remained stoic allowing him to finish completely inside me.
After a dozen slower strokes, he rested in my mouth for a moment. I swirled my tongue around his cock head and licked his slit like a good cum dump.
He finally pulled out and said, "Thanks, bitch."
"Thank you, stud," I replied back, enjoying the after taste of his load.
"Yeah," he chuckled.
Despite the cushion, my knees were a little sore, I stood up and stretched. As I did, I heard a male voice behind me say, "Oh, you're a girl."
"Last time I checked," I joked, as I walked over to the opposite hole.
"Yeah, no thanks," he said, and a moment later I heard the door close. Did he just reject me? That was a kick to the self-esteem. I stood there stunned for a good minute before I heard a sound behind me; it was starting to feel like a tennis match... 'only with real balls,' I laughed to myself.
I turned around and saw a white, small, flaccid cock dangling through the other wall. I was happy to have a third dick to suck, but a little disappointed to see it was so small... it was becoming quite obvious I had a thing for big cocks.
Regardless, I needed three more dicks, and I sensed this one wouldn't take much work.
I grabbed the stool, sat on it, and began sucking. While it was small, I still enjoyed the sensation of a dick hardening inside me. This was clearly an old man's dick as all the pubic hair was white as Santa's beard.
"Ooooooh," the old man moaned, as I swirled my tongue around his cock head.
Deciding to be kinky, I purred, as I backed off enough to speak, "Do you want to come in your baby girl's mouth?"
"What?" he responded, sounding shocked by my question. Then, when I took his dick back in my mouth to continue working on getting it fully erect, he added, "Oh God, yes."
After a couple of minutes of finally making the dick hard, I said, "Papa, I want you to come in my mouth."
"Oh fuck, sweetie," he groaned, as I licked his shaft.
"Tell me what you want," I said, swirling my tongue around his cock head, making his dick twitch.
"I want to come in my baby girl's mouth," he responded.
"Yes, Papa, come in my mouth," I replied, before devouring his dick and shifting to full oral attack.
"Oh yes, baby girl," he whimpered, as he was obviously enjoying my masterful mouth.
"Give me your load, Papa, your baby girl needs it so bad," I wickedly purred in a naughty baby girl voice.
"Oh yes, don't stop," he moaned, as I bobbed back and forth. I was pleasantly surprised at how much he was now filling my mouth... 'Daddy' was clearly a grower not a shower, though I suspected his old cock was probably harder and larger than it had been in many years as I gave him a taboo fantasy to go along with my real world cock sucking skills.
Of course, I didn't stop, and in another minute or two I finally got him off... unlike the other dicks, his cum oozed out slowly and I was able to enjoy the full salty bouquet as it filled my mouth.
Once I had extracted all his cum, I pulled off and said, "Thank you, Papa."
"T-t-thanks," he stammered, suddenly sounding unsure now that the passion was past.
I found myself automatically seeking to keep him happy with what had happened. I held his shrinking phallus in my palm and kissed it lightly as I said, "Oh, Daddy, I'm so glad I'm eighteen now so we can share this next level of our love."
"Me too, baby," he said as he pulled away, "me too."
I stood up and paused to savour the lingering taste of his fine, old cum when I heard a female voice from the other side of the room. "Oh, he wasn't kidding, she is young and cute."
"Nice," a male voice said.
"Get over here and suck my husband," the female voice ordered, which had me instantly intrigued. I had seen a few couples walk into the shop during my surveillance before I finally took the walk for cock. Yet, I had never known if these couples had ended up in the video rooms.
"Yes, ma'am," I responded, liking being told what to do as I dropped to my knees, got on all fours and began to crawl towards her... hinting at my natural submissiveness... which she caught on to immediately.
"You're a submissive slut, are you?" she asked, as she looked at me from the hole, as I crawled to her.
"Yes, ma'am," I admitted, seeing her one blue eye, "I love being told what to do."
"Mmmmmmmm," she purred, as I reached the hole and she added, "this is going to be fun."
"I hope so," I agreed, curious how this was going to go, but excited for another kinky encounter. Sure, I loved just leisurely sucking dick and swallowing a load; hungrily bobbing on a dick was equally fun; having a verbal man telling me what to do enhanced the erotic nature and made me a horny mess. So, this would be new.
"Give her your cock, baby," she said, as her eye disappeared and a pretty impressive eight-inch white cock with a slight up curve appeared before me... although nothing like the wild curve of the earlier Muslim man.
"Shit, lady, you're one lucky lady," I said, as I took it in my hand, "this is a very impressive cock."
"Choke on it," she ordered. "And hold for five seconds."
"Okay," I agreed, taking it in my mouth and taking the entire shaft in my mouth. I gagged a little, but kept it deep in my mouth for a few seconds before backing off and coughing a little.
"She did it," the man said.
"I heard a little coughing," the woman said, not sounding overly impressed.
"I gagged a little, ma'am," I admitted, "but not until the end."
"Not bad, slut," she said, "although we are looking for someone who can take his dick easily. Think you can do that?"
"With practice, yes," I said, determined to be able to do this, even though I wasn't sure what she meant by 'looking for'.
"Well, I hope you are in no hurry then," she said.
"I'm not going anywhere until I have swallowed your husband's load," I assured, not one to ever back down from a challenge.
"I like that spirit," she said, "but I think this will work better if I am in the room with you."
"Um, I prefer the gloryhole," I said.
"My husband will stay on this side," she said, "it will just be me guiding you on properly worshipping his cock."
"Well, I don't know," I hesitated, the idea of having the wife with me kind of a turn-on, yet it also broke the secret identity piece. I didn't want it out there I was some glory hole slut, which is why I had a back entrance now and Mohammad made sure I got in and out without being seen... as well as the mask and wig.
"Trust me," she said, "you will love it."
"Um, well, okay fine, come over," I tentatively agreed, my curiosity overriding my desire for privacy.
"Just swirl your tongue around his cock head and lick his shaft," she instructed, "I'm just going to go and grab something quickly. I'll knock four times when I return."
"Um, okay," I responded nervously, even though the fact she was going to get something had trepidation wash over me as I was already thinking I may have made a mistake.
As I pondered this, I instinctively obeyed her instructions, swirling my tongue around his cock head. He had a long cock, but it was thin.
"How old are you?" he asked.
"Eighteen," I answered, bathing his cock head with wetness as I leisurely enjoyed his cock.
"Perfect," he said, seeming to like my ripe, young, but legal, age.
"How old are you and your wife?" I asked, curious, as I guessed late twenties or early thirties based just on their voices.
"I'm forty and my wife is thirty-seven," he answered.
"Nice," I said, although I wasn't sure that word made sense... as age didn't really matter to me. That said, the idea of a married couple still living a lively sex life was hot, going to a gloryhole together deliciously wicked.
I slithered my tongue up and down his cock shaft, bathing the entire shaft with wetness as I waited for his wife to arrive.
"You come here often?" he asked, seeming like a strange pick-up line... especially since I was already on my knees with his dick in my hand and mouth.
"Just started coming here," I answered, "but I've had a lot of cock already in three visits."
"So you love cock?" he asked.
"Yeah, I do," I admitted, then clarified, "but what I really love is the thrill of sucking a stranger's cock, not knowing their age, not knowing what they look like, not knowing what they do for a living, just knowing they have a load that they want to dump and I want to take."
"Jesus, that is the hottest thing I have ever heard," he said.
"Do you guys come here often?" I asked the exact same question.
"Occasionally, but it's pretty hit and miss," he said, "as more times than not the cock sucker on the other side is male and we are not into that."
"I have noticed that," I said, "someone today saw I was a woman and left."
"I can't imagine," he said.
"Yeah, it kicked my self-esteem a little," I admitted, just as there was a knock at the door.
"Some guys just like male cock suckers, don't take it personal," he said, as I got off my knees and went to the door and opened it.
A chubby, with large breasts, but very pretty blonde with blue eyes walked in and I closed and locked the door. She said, a bag in her hand, "Let me take a look at you."
I stood there feeling incredibly awkward as she looked me up and down.
"Turn around," she instructed.
I did.
She squeezed my ass as she lifted up my dress and said, "You are perfect."
"Ah, thanks," I said, this so weird, as she moved her hands to my hips and turned me back to her.
"But you have too much clothes on," she said, moving her hands to my dress and pulling it up as I followed along lifting my arms up as I was suddenly in my bra, panties and thigh highs.
"Um, is this necessary?" I asked, feeling like a Barbie doll. It was both exciting and uncomfortable at once.
"For what I have planned it is," she said, tossing my dress on the chair.
"What plans do you have for meeee?" I asked nervously with a moan, as she rubbed my pussy over my panties.
She moved her hand away, grabbed the bag she had put down at some point and handed it to me, "Take a look for yourself."
"What did you buy, honey?" the husband asked, his cock still hard in the hole.
"Oh my," I said, as I saw the strap-on harness.
"Lift up," she instructed, as I stared at the pretty big dick in the bag and obeyed as she pulled my wet panties down and off.
"What did you buy?" he repeated, as I lifted up my foot, one at a time, to allow my panties to be removed,
"Tell him, sexy," the woman said, as she licked my pussy just once.
"A strap-on dick," I said with a moan, as I wondered if she planned to fuck me with it... which since I was now naked except for my bra and thigh high stockings that seemed a rather silly question.
"Nice," he said, just as her tongue returned to my pussy.
"Oooh," I moaned.
"She has a nice, young, ripe pussy," the woman said, as she parted my pussy lips.
"I bet she does," he said, as I glanced over and saw his dick had disappeared, and had been replaced with an eye.
"So just how submissive are you?" the woman asked, as she painted my hole with long tongue strokes.
"Likely too submissive for my own good," I moaned, enjoying the licking and knowing I was putting myself in a potentially precarious situation.
"No such thing as too obedient," she purred, as her tongue worked my fevered pussy over.
"She's eighteen," the husband chimed in.
"Perfect," she echoed his earlier response.
"And loves sucking dick," he said.
"And swallowing cum," I added, for some reason.
The woman stood back up and said, "I'm Jane and my husband is Mark."
"I'm Denise," I said, not giving them my first name, but my middle one.
"It's a pleasure to meet you," she said, as her fingers moved to my pussy.
"I think the pleasure is going to be all mine," I moaned, as this pretty voluptuous woman played with me like I was a sexual Barbie.
"Don't forget about me," Mark reminded, as his wife kissed me while sliding a finger in my pussy.
"All in good time," Jane said, as her finger slow slid in and out of me. "Ever been spit-roasted?"
"Something on my bucket list I have not yet checked off," I responded, as she had me getting pretty fucking worked up.
"Well, let me and my man help you check it off," she said, kissing me one more time before pulling her finger out and going to the bag.
"Sounds like a plan," I said, looking forward to having a cock in both my mouth and pussy.
"Go start sucking on my man," she said, as she put the harness on her large frame.
"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, before I knelt on my pillow and took his cock, that returned through the hole, into my hand. "Such a nice big dick."
"Yeah, I can't complain," Denise said, as I glanced over and saw her tightening the strap-on.
"Are you going to come and fuck me or what?" I asked, before I took her husband's cock in my mouth while also shifting my position from being on my knees to being on all fours to give her easy access to my pussy.


"You want to get spit-roasted?" she asked, as I began bobbing on her husband' s dick.
"Yes, she wants to be spit-roasted," Mark said, from the other side of the wall.
"She can speak for herself," Jane said, as she slapped my ass.
Taking her husband's dick out of my mouth, I answered, "Yes, I want to get spit-roasted. I want to suck your husband's big dick and get pounded from behind with your dick."
"Shit, that is hot," Mark said.
"Yeah, she is a nasty one," Jane said, slapping my ass again.
"Use me as your coed fuck toy," I continued, loving talking dirty and surprised the spanking was turning me on even as it made my ass cheeks burn a little.
"Take my husband's dick in that filthy mouth," Jane ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," I obeyed, taking the dick back between my lips.
"These stockings are sexy," Jane said, as she moved her hands up and down the back of my legs.
"My girlfriend insists I wear them every day," I explained, taking his dick back out of my mouth.
"You have a girlfriend?" she asked, surprised.
"It's a new thing," I explained, licking her husband's shaft.
"I see," she said.
"Mark, give her your balls," she ordered.
"Yes, honey," he obeyed, pulling his dick out and offering me his balls, which I imagined was awkward for him.
"Bathe his ball sac and suck on his balls," she ordered.
"Yes, ma'am," I obeyed.
"So is your girlfriend your Mistress?" Jane asked, as she caressed my ass cheeks.
"I've never called her that," I lied, not wanting to sound utterly pathetic, although my following words made that argument fall apart, "but I do obey her every order."
"So where is she?"
"Home for the weekend," I answered, bathing her husband's ball sac with my tongue as instructed.
"And she is okay with you sucking strangers' dicks?"
"Yes, she knows I'm here," I answered. "In fact, she assigned me the task of sucking five dicks today."
"And how many have you sucked so far?"
"Your husband would be number four," I replied, as I stroked his throbbing cock.
"Interesting," she said, as she rubbed the faux dick up and down my wet pussy lips.
I added, unsure how Savannah would react to me being with another woman, which truth be told just popped into my head now, "Although I'm not sure she would love the idea of another woman fucking me." In fact, I recall her saying, 'Now that we're a couple you can't be hooking up with other girls unless I am with you, but you can still suck dick.'
"Is your phone here?"
"Um, yeah," I answered tentatively.
"Call her and get permission," she said, even as her dick continued teasing my needy pussy lips.
"It's in my purse," I said, not sure this was a good idea.
"I don't fuck other Mistresses' sluts," Jane said, going to my phone.
"Is that a rule?" I asked, curious.
"It's my rule," she said, taking my phone out and handing it to me. "I would not be happy if a Mistress used my pets without my permission."
"You have pets?" I asked.
"A few," she admitted, "and thought you may be my next one before this revelation."
"I'm not sure she is my Mistress," I said, phone in hand... and I wasn't sure how to explain to this women my unique new releationship. "We just had a clear hierarchy established during our first sexual encounter."
"When was that?"
"Thursday night and Friday morning."
"So, very new," she said, her hands on her hips.
"Yes. Very."
"Call her," she ordered.
"Okay," I said, a little worried, as I wasn't sure how our new relationship worked. Yes, we had been texting and a little sexting but I hadn't called her.
I moved back onto a stool, pressed dial and after two rings she answered, "Hey, sexy, what you doing?"
"Phone," Jane ordered. "And suck my husband."
I handed it to her and obeyed her order, dropping back onto my knees, taking her husband's cock back in my mouth again.
"Hello, I'm Jane and I'm about to spit-roast your girlfriend at a glory hole with my husband but wanted to make sure it is okay with you as she said you were her Mistress."
"She did, did she?" Savannah responded, as Jane must have put my phone on speaker.
"Yes, and as a Mistress with a few pretty playthings I don't believe in using someone else's pet without permission," Jane said, even as she moved back behind me and
moved her dick up and down my increasingly wet pussy.
"I appreciate the call," Savannah said musingly. "Pet?" she said more loudly.
"Yes... Mistress?"
"Are you enjoying yourself?"
"Yes, Mistress."
"I will want to hear every detail."
"Yes, Mistress."
"Jane. Today my pet is yours."
"Good to know," Jane said, sliding into my pussy. "Your pet is one hot little slut."
"Yeah, she is a keeper," Savannah agreed.
"I'm going to really fuck her good," Jane assured, as she slowly began to fuck me. I sucked her husband at about the same pace.
"Give it to her good," Savannah said.
"Oh, I will," Jane assured.
"Sexy, I'll be home Sunday night and I expect you dressed to please," Savannah ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," I replied, thinking I was going to grab a new costume from here for Sunday... something, sexy, slutty and submissive.
"Have fun," she said, and hung up.
Jane placed my phone on the unused stool as she placed both her hands on my hips and said, "Tell me what you want, slut."
Taking her husband's dick out of my mouth once again, I replied, unable to stroke it as I was on all fours and his wife was fucking me, "I want to be spit-roasted. I want to be the center of a fuck sandwich. I want to be used as a nasty slut for you two."
"Nice," she approved, as she began fucking me harder as I took her husband's cock back between my eager, experienced lips.
"Such a hot body," Jane complimented, as her larger frame slammed into mine.
"Mmmmmmmm," I did my usual moaning response as I didn't want to take his great big dick out of my mouth. I had been starting and stopping on it for while now.
"Yeah, maybe we will have you and your Mistress over one day for one of our swingers' parties," she said, her big frame continuing to slam into me as an orgasm was beginning to rise. "We always need some dick fluffers or cunt munchers."
"Mmmmmmmmm," I responded, an orgy something I had always been secretly curious about, although never thought it a practical reality... although I was unsure if Savannah would want to be a submissive in such a scenario.
"Do you want to be a cock sucking, pussy munching slave for a night?" she asked.
"God, yes," I answered, having to verbalize the answer.
"They could be auctioned off on their own or as a pair," Mark chipped in from the other side of the wall.
"Yes, they would be very popular," she agreed, continuing hard back shots that filled me up so fucking good.
"Auction?" I questioned, before continuing my cock worship. Of course, I knew what an auction was and had some assumptions what this would entail, but wanted to hear it from Jane.
"Simply put, each member willing will be auctioned off to the highest bidder to be their slut for the night," the woman said, without slowing down on her hard deep thrusts in my burning twat.
I couldn't respond as her husband began to fuck my face and I just knelt on all fours taking it from both ends...which was quite exhilarating.
As she pounded me from behind, she continued to explain this wild auction concept, "If you are willing to be bid on and become a sex slave for a man, woman, couple or group you can set any boundaries in advance. For example, you can only be for a man, a woman or a couple and can make it clear you don't do whatever you don't do."
I listened with some fascination at the idea of being auctioned off. It was somewhat exhilarating and fascinating, yet I couldn't ask questions as I was being filled in both holes.
"Although I can't imagine you have many, if any, boundaries," she said as she was really hammering me from behind.
I moaned in response to her words and her fucking as I knew I was getting close.
As was her husband who grunted and warned me, although too late, not that it mattered, as his load filled my mouth, "I'm coming."
I swallowed his entire creamy and surprisingly larger than most load while continuing to get hard deep back shots.
When he pulled out, a minute or so later after depositing his entire load and slowing down, I begged over my shoulder, "Please don't stop, I'm so close."
"You want to come like some cheap glory hole slut?" she questioned, reaching back and pulling at my hair.
"I am a cheap glory hole slut," I pointed out, already swallowing four stranger's loads today... including her husband's.
"Yes and you can be so much more," she said, continuing her impressive marathon fucking. "Now come for me, my sexy college fuck toy."
"Oh yes, harder, more, fuck," I mumbled, the name calling always adding to the thrill.
"Now, my fuck toy, come all over my dick and then you get your reward of eating my pussy," she said, which I instantly wanted to do.
"Oh, I'll eat your pussy sooooooo--" I said, but didn't end the sentence as my orgasm hit me.
"I know you will," she said, continuing to fuck me throughout my orgasm, although she did slow down.
"Oh, fuck," I weakly said, feeling like she usurped all the energy out of me.
"Hey, over here," a guy said through the open hole.
"I could use a snack," Jane said, as she pulled out and quickly took her harness off. "Luckily you have a pillow to lay on, slut. Come over here and lie down so I can sit on your face while I suck this big dick."
"Yes, ma'am," I said, actually happy to get off my knees, even as my own cum leaked out of me.
Laying down she said, as she straddled me, "Take off your mask, no one will see your face with my pussy on it."
I quickly obeyed, not really concerned about my identity at the moment, just on pleasing this dominant woman who was lowering her pussy to my hungry mouth.
"Good girl," she purred, looking directly into my eyes and giving me a smile, before smothering my face with her thick legs and strong scented fat pussy. "As pretty as I thought you would be."
I didn't wait for instructions before I began licking her very wet pussy while she moaned as I heard her making slobbering sounds that made it pretty clear she was doing some quality dick sucking.
Completely entrapped between her legs, her strong scent consumed my senses as I licked her pussy eagerly.
Having come from her hard fucking and nasty talk, I wanted to return the favour minus the nasty talk, at least from me, as the man on the other side of the wall did it for me as I lapped away.
"Oh, yeah, you cock hungry, slut, deep throat my cock," and, "That's it, keep deep throating me," and "Beg for it, bitch."
Jane sounding as hungry for cock and cum as I had just been responded, even as she slyly grounded on my face, "Oh yes, let me suck your big cock while I sit on some coed slut's face and my husband watches from the other glory hole."
"Seriously?" He asked, a little startled by Jane's truth admission.
"Oh yeah, my husband dumped a load in this bisexual plaything, and loves watching me suck and get fucked. Don't you, baby?"
"Oh yeah, I love it," Mark admitted.
"So he will be okay if I fuck you?"
"He has no say who I fuck," Jane said, revealing to all of us who was really in charge, her pussy really dripping.
"Spin around and offer me that pussy of yours," the guy said.
"Sure," Jane said, getting off of me reluctantly before she came, spun her wide ass around and backed it up to the wall and right onto the big black dick... which I was seeing for the first time.
I watched from below, an amazing view by the way, as she bounced on that dick like I would have bounced on that dick... with slutty hunger... yesterday's day of BBC coming flashing back.
"Oh yeah," the guy groaned, "bounce back on that dick."
"Feels so good," she moaned, as she really took all that dick.
"So hot," I said, my finger going to my already well fucked pussy.
"You want a go at this dick?" Jane asked, as her ass bounced back onto the wall as she took that dick as deep as she could with each backwards bounce.
"I'm sure I would," I said, although not moving and instead enjoying the wonderful view of cock and pussy... it really was a hot, sexy, even beautiful view.
"Do you want to fuck a young, slutty coed?" Jane asked, while she continued bouncing on the cock... her ass cheeks shaking wildly as they crashed into the wall.
"Oh yeah, let's see if she can fuck as good as you," the guy said.
Jane rode the dick for a few seconds before moving off and helping pull me up from the floor. Seeing the big black dick shiny with pussy juices, I devoured it whole with hunger.
"I think she wants my pussy juice first," Jane said.
I bobbed for a few seconds before backing off and saying, as I spun around, "You taste so fucking good."
"I know," Jane smiled, as she helped me back up onto the dick until it slid right in me.
"Oh fuck," I moaned, so fucking horny and the big black dick filling me up good.
"Fuck him," Mark encouraged from the other wall.
"No, sit there, I am going to fuck you," the deep voice said, as he began pumping his dick in my pussy.
"Oh yes, fuck me, give me that dick," I moaned wildly, as a second orgasm was rising rapidly with each deep thrust.
"Oh yeah, slut, take that dick," Jane encouraged, as she rubbed herself.
"So, fucking good," I moaned, as my body was burning uncontrollably.
"Baby, come suck me," Mark pleaded.
"Wait your turn," Jane said, without looking his way, but keeping her eyes transfixed on me being hammered.
"Okay," he said, sheepishly.
"Faster, faster," I begged, as I was about to come again, his long cock filling me up so perfectly.
"Come, slut, come on his big fucking black dick," Jane encouraged.
"Call me names," I pleaded, knowing that would be enough to make me erupt...as pathetic as that may be.
"You really are a bisexual fuck toy play thing," Jane responded, as she moved closer to me.
"Yes, more," I moaned, so fucking close to coming.
"Come, cum dump, come and agree to become one of my pets," Jane said.
"Oh yes, I'll be your peeeeeet," I screamed, the idea of being submissive to her and being a part of an orgy making me explode.
"Good slut," she said, as he pulled me off the dick and helped to the stool.
"Someone get their pussy back on this dick," the black man ordered.
"Yes, stud," Jane obliged, as she clearly wanted that cock as much as I did. I watched even as my body continued to tremble from the afterglow of orgasm two. For a bigger bodied woman, she was impressively flexible. She moved back and smoothly devoured that big dick in her pussy.
"Bounce bitch," the guy said.
"Oh yes," Jane responded, as I wished she wasn't still wearing all her clothing... her tits were making stimulating movements even in the clothes.
"Ride that dick, honey," Mark encouraged.
"Yes, take all that dick," I added, my pussy still leaking and tingling with sensation and need.
"Such a huge fucking dick," Jane said, as she bounced smoothly against the wall, so hard you could hear slight claps.
"Yeah, bitch, keep going," the man behind the wall groaned. "I'm going to nut soon."
"Yes, fill my pussy with your big load," Jane responded, really working that dick over... obviously close to coming herself.
"Oh fuck," Mark groaned, as I glanced over and saw he was still watching through the hole. I wondered if he was hard again.
"Beg for it, bitch," the black man ordered.
"Fill up my married cunt," Jane begged frantically, as she continued her furious self-fucking. "Then my new slut can eat it all up."
"Here it comes," the man declared, as my mouth watered at the idea of a cream pie.
"Yes, fuuuuuuck," Jane screamed, as her orgasm seemed to simultaneously be triggered by having a stranger unload in her. She leaned against the wall as I assumed the black man continued pumping every drop of his seed he could.
It was about a minute later when Jane walked over to me, lifted up her dress and said, "Eat, slut."
My face was too high, so I slid off the stool and then buried my face in the pussy that was literally leaking creamy white cum. I hungrily lapped up the mixture of masculine and feminine cum... the taste uniquely perverse and delicious.
"Honey, that was hot," Mark said.
"His dick was huge," Jane moaned, as I probed her pussy to retrieve as much of the cum as I could.
"This tastes so good," I said, in a delirious state of lustful hunger at the blended cum mixture.
"Yeah, I can offer you at lot of cream pies, you hungry, sexy, slut," she said, as I lapped away like a famished puppy.
"Mmmmmmmm," I purred, as I worked her pussy over savouring and entranced by the taste.
"Can I fuck her?" Mark asked.
There was a pause before Jane said, "Not today, but if the sexy little slut wants to explore the idea of being a pet she will enter her number in my phone."
Still horny, I would have easily let him fuck me, alas I did respond with eagerness, "I'd love to be considered as a potential pet."
Jane gently pushed me back to stand up. She walked to her purse, pulled out her phone, and after a moment handed it to me and said, "Enter your phone number and your real name."
I was still on my knees when I apologized, "Sorry, I gave you my middle name."
I began entering my real name when she said, "Yeah, you don't seem like a Denise."
"What do I seem like?" I asked, as I entered my real name in the contact information.
"Maybe a Sarah, or Amber, or Ashley," Jane said.
"And how would you spell Ashleigh," I asked, a little surprised she guessed my name right.
"Well, I would have guessed A-s-h-l-e-y before you asked me," she smiled, looking down at me as I finished typing in my digits.
"Close," I smiled, as I handed her the phone back.
"Aaaah, a quirky spelling," she said. "For a quirky girl."
"Yes, I suppose so," I shrugged.
"Honey, we need to get going," Jane said, as I looked and saw there was another dick in the other hole.
"Okay," Mark said.
"Does a cream pie count as one of the five?" Jane asked.
"I don't know," I shrugged, as I grabbed the mask and put it back on and walked over to the already hard dick. "But better safe than sorry."
I dropped down and began sucking.
"There is never too many loads," Jane said, as I heard her putting the harness back in the bag and then she headed out... closing the door.
I bobbed on the almost six-inch thin dick eagerly and within three or four minutes I was swallowing a fifth load... enjoying my sixth.
Once done, I got up, got dressed, and headed out.
Once out in the fresh fall air, I checked my phone and saw a text that said: Add my number to your contact under Mistress Jane.
As I walked, I did as she requested, entering her name. A chill going down my spine at the act. I also texted back: Done, Mistress. I look forward to serving you soon.
I wasn't sure about using the term Mistress to yet another woman... nor was I sure I would see her again... I would tell Savannah everything and see what she thought. Our relationship was so new I really didn't know her well enough yet. Was she only a dominant? Would she like being auctioned off? Would she submit to another strong woman? So many questions, so few answers. That said, I looked forward to discovering the answers.
Feeling very satisfied with all the cum in my belly, I headed to the library to do some research for an essay.
My adventures... at a glory hole and outside of it were just beginning.
The end....
Next:
Glory Hole Gal: A Foot Job
Ashleigh gives a foot job to a man at the glory hole.
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Mannequin Mommy 2025
Amanda looked in the mirror and sighed. Although only forty-one and still in amazing shape, she could see the first wrinkles of aging. Watching an infomercial on television about an anti-aging crème, she ordered some, desperate to keep the vibrant youthful look that had always kept her employable.
A professional model since her teen years, she had been told her whole life how beautiful she was, but age was not her friend and she hadn't felt beautiful of late... even though the truth was she still was... just for her age. A reality she hated... a phrase she despised: for her age.
Since hitting forty, the kryptonite age for models, the gigs had slowed down considerably and although she had always been financially secure for both herself and her son, she was determined to get him a good trust fund for college and thus needed to keep working.
Amanda and her son, Kevin, nineteen and in his second year of college but living at home (he started a year late because they were travelling throughout Europe at the time he should have started kindergarten), were very close. They had always only had each other, as her deadbeat boyfriend (and his absentee father) walked out before Kevin was even born.
Although Amanda was beautiful, she had not been in a relationship in years, having been betrayed over and over by men who went to bed with 'a model' and woke up with her. Instead, the only man she cared about was her son. In fact, besides her trusty vibrator she couldn't remotely remember the last time she had had sex with a man.
Just when things were beginning to look grim, she got a job at an upscale store that used living mannequins. Yes, it sounded like a ridiculous job in 2024, but the company was very insistent on preserving the illusion of real-life mannequins and having them move, flinch or react to customers was a big no-no.
Having modelled and posed for years, Amanda assumed that the job wouldn't be overly difficult, having worked with some very demanding and intense photographers. Yet, over the first week, she really struggled not to react slightly when customers moved close to her, made faces and especially when men made lewd comments toward her. Amanda was still a very beautiful woman, with firm long legs, blonde hair, blue eyes, a tight ass and small, 32B breasts that were still firm and amazing looking with the right push-up bra, and thus was admired by boys, men, girls and women. She was, for many, the ultimate MILF... in fact, many were stunned when they learned she had an adult son.
The manager threatened her that she either do it completely right or he would have to replace her. Having been replaced by younger models for many jobs in the past couple of years, she was determined to keep the job and prove him wrong. One thing [or 2]about Amanda, she hated to lose and she was a perfectionist.
That night, during dinner, Amanda explained her odd problem to her son.
Kevin listened intently, trying not to stare too long at his mom's nylon-clad legs and feet. His dick ached and he knew he would be jerking off to his mother in nylons as his personal mommy mannequin. He also was briefly wondering if hypnosis would help her with this... although he wasn't about to suggest that yet. Instead, he suggested, thinking this was an odd job, but his mother seemed determined to keep it, "You should practice at home."
"That's a great idea," Amanda nodded, although she wasn't sure it would help a lot, as it was the interactions of the customers that set her off. "But...."
Kevin, who had spent his whole life around models and still saw his mother as the most beautiful woman in the world, said, even as he ogled her. "The key is to get used to being ogled."
"That isn't the problem," Amanda said, used to being stared at, treated like a fantasy for men... sexually harassed and touched inappropriately, "it's the being touched and the verbal abuse." While customers were not to touch her, some did... and many said things they should never say.
"Well, that is a predicament if you are not allowed to speak or move," Kevin said, still thinking this was an odd job and yet wondering how hot it would be to have his own mannequin to use as he pleased. He knew this was wrong, but when his dick was hard, he had some very inappropriate thoughts about his mother.
"I know," Amanda agreed, "I usually don't care what anyone says to me, or if some creepy guy is checking me out, as it has happened all my life. But being a mannequin, I feel so helpless when I'm not allowed to move. I feel completely vulnerable."
"That makes sense," Kevin nodded, protective of his mother, "most men are pigs."
"That has been my experience," the mother sighed, noticing her son taking extra glances at her legs and feet in nylons. She would be lying if she didn't know her son had a nylon fetish and that his dick got hard admiring her. She knew it was wrong but she wore nylons a lot for him. She never would cross the line of family relations, but she did get the odd excitement of having her son admire her.
Kevin wanted to say 'Well, you are hot', but he kept that to himself. Having a model mother and an ultimate MILF living in his house had been very difficult as the majority of his sexual fantasies involved having sex with his mother. He had read a plethora of online erotica and watched equally as many faux incest videos and couldn't count the number of times he jerked off about his mother. In fact, the porn star Cherie Deville had a shockingly striking resemblance to her mother, or vice versa, and every time he watched a scene with her, he imagined being the male. He pushed off the thought of the porn he would be watching later tonight, as he offered, even as he liked the idea of perhaps innocently touching his mother, "Let's finish eating and then I'll help you practice."
"Sure, what have I got to lose?" Amanda agreed, stretching her right leg right out, knowing it would make her son look. It did.
"Your job," he quipped, loving to tease his mom even as he admired his mom's sexy leg... wondering if she knew how much she constantly teased him as his dick flinched in his pants.
"Brat," she laughed, her son always able to cheer her up.
Once dinner was done, and dishes put away, as a team, like they always did, Amanda posed in a similar position as she did at work, dressed in a 1950's poodle skirt, as part of that week's 'decades' theme.
Kevin moved his mom's arms and legs a bit, slyly moved his hands down her nylon-clad calf enjoying the softness of the sheer silk, poked her on the side and made funny faces at her. She struggled a lot, even trembling when her son moved his hands down her calf as it felt accidentally sexual and it made her realize just how long she had not had sex.
"I'm definitely going to get fired," she sighed after a rather unsuccessful practice with her son.
"Maybe we should try hypnosis," he suggested, having been playing with the psychological art since he started college. He had found a couple of ways to hypnotize a person.
One, the first process he tried, was to create subliminal messages on an audio recording and let the person listen to it at night. This had a pretty good success rate at helping a few students and one professor of his do things like quit smoking, stop biting their nails, have better focus in class, reduce anxiety, lose weight, lack of sleep and so forth.
He had also begun practicing this term with in-person hypnosis training. At first, he had just begun working on personal hypnosis, thinking it would be fun to make some money as an entertainment hypnotist now that he had a pretty strong understanding of the brain and the power of hypnosis. While not everyone was easily susceptible to hypnosis (you saw that when some people on stage didn't fall under), approximately 67% of people are. But lately, he had found one-on-one hypnosis had better results and was a lot more enjoyable.
He wondered, as he admired his beautiful mother in a sexy fifties outfit, if his mother landed in the two-thirds majority of people who could be hypnotized.
"Really?" She asked, knowing her son was majoring in the unique science but having not put much thought into its effectiveness.
"Sure," Kevin said, having never thought much about ever using it on his mother, but this would likely relax her when she was to be in that mental state of a mannequin. Just a couple of trigger suggestions would likely be enough.
"I don't know," she said, not comfortable with the entire concept of hypnosis. She didn't like the idea of not being in complete control.
"Think about it," Kevin said, "it may assist in relaxing you during those performances."
"And not get me fired."
"Exactly," Kevin nodded, knowing he would be jerking off to his mom in this outfit tonight.
"I'll think about it," Amanda agreed and that night did some research on the exact (and not so exact) science of hypnosis. She was pretty fascinated by how effective it could be when done by a professional, including assisting patients with anxiety before and after a major surgery. The more she read, the more comfortable she became with the possibility of getting hypnotized as a way to assist with her own issues while trying to be a mannequin.
That night in a different room, Kevin was watching one of his favourite videos starring his Mom's porn replica in one called 'Caught in a Bind'. This one was wicked as Cherie is bound to a bed, wrists and ankles spread-eagled in sexy lingerie and black stockings and is discovered by her step-son. She begs him to release her, but he decides to use her. Her brief resistance is shattered after some pussy teasing and being offered his big cock. As Kevin watched her voraciously suck that dick, he imagined his mother working his dick over with that sort of enthusiasm.
As he watched Deville suck that cock, he imagined his mother being frozen like a mannequin as he face fucked her roughly like Cherie often got face fucked. He then imagined her back in that fifties attire, and bending her over the table, lifting up her poodle skirt, fingering her pussy while she remained frozen, unable to resist. As he slowly stroked his hard dick, he imagined his mom hypnotized and unable to do anything but obey him; becoming a mindless pet for him... a mannequin Mommy.
This wasn't something he had actually ever considered before: using hypnosis in even the slightest nefarious way had never occurred to him, and yet as he continued to pump his dick faster, he imagined his mother as his mannequin slave. Unable to do anything but pleasure him in whatever position he put her in. This wicked idea led to him coming in seconds at the thought of making his Mom his Mannequin Mommy.
Once Kevin had ejaculated though, he felt a wave of guilt over his inappropriate fantasy. Yes, imagining having sex with his own mother all the time was wrong, wrong, wrong. But there was massive psychological research on this incestuous taboo mindset, doubled in reality to boys who had to be the man of the house like he had. Kevin could have gone to a few Ivy League colleges but that would have meant leaving his mother alone and he just couldn't do that.
Yet, using his advanced training to perhaps make his mother compliant to his sexual urges and desires was ethically, morally and socially wrong, wrong, wrong.
.....
THURSDAY
The next day for Amanda went worse than any other day; her only saving grace was that her boss wasn't at work that day to see her many mistakes. Two older men suggested they double penetrate the mannequin, something Amanda used to enjoy in her wild youth when she was a dirty slut who loved cock and pussy... that is, until one of those wild nights of excess dick led to her getting knocked up. It could have been one of the gangbangs, the threesome with two directors, a night at a sex dungeon where she was tied up and used as a train, or any other of her wild, usually alcohol fuelled sexfests.
That said, once she discovered she was pregnant, she quit drinking, quit men, although she still had the odd lesbian encounter, and focused on being a single mother.
Frustrated from the brutal day, and already in her sixties hippy outfit for tomorrow, she came home, one that would guarantee she would be verbally harassed all day.
Kevin had spent the entire day doing some research and working with a couple patients and was dying to see the results tomorrow. With his professor who wanted to quit smoking, he planted a seed to wear nylons every day. He had also planted the same seed in an insecure freshman who hated that she was overweight and had huge insecurities about her body. For her, he stressed that wearing nylons would make her feel beautiful. This was the first time he had used his secret fetish as a bonus to a hypnosis session and while he knew it was wrong, he couldn't resist the temptation.
The son's cock instantly hardened at the sight of his mother in such a sexy outfit, in all truth it hardened almost always at the sight of his mother... but this hippy outfit, with a headband, and beige coloured pantyhose, his favourite colour. "You look groovy," he smiled.
"I hate you," she sighed, as she put her hands on her hips.
.
The mother noticed a hard-on poking out of her son's sweats and wondered if it was a coincidence of a young man or if this outfit turned him on. If the latter was the case, tomorrow was going to be a long day. Now, she wasn't naive. She knew her son admired her body. Everyone admired her body. Besides knowing he had a nylon fetish and admired her legs and feet sometimes, she also suspected he masturbated about her, having heard him moan 'Mommy' on more than one occasion from his room as the walls were very thin. While slightly perverse, she kind of liked the idea of her son masturbating about her... it made her feel wanted... even though she had no remote interest or intention to do anything about it.
The television show he had been watching was no longer of interest as he had a much more entertaining activity right before him. "What? I thought this was all about free love."
"You really are a brat," she said, shaking her head.
"So did today go better?" he asked, glancing down at her perfectly manicured toes.
"No, maybe even worse," she said with frustration.
"Maybe you just need more practice," he said, standing up.
"I need a miracle," she said, his dick in his pants making an impressive tent. God, she really needed to get laid. She would have to give Anastasia a call. It had been some time but Anastasia had a variety of strap-ons and knew how to fuck her good and hard.
"You just got to chill," the son said in a high-as-a-kite hippy tone.
Amanda tried not to move. Her hands on her hips. He breathed on her neck which made her body tremble slightly... her neck super sensitive.
Kevin wanted to kiss her neck... but he resisted. He softly poked her sides and each time he did that, she twitched or even giggled a little... her stoic facial expression breaking.
"Damn it," she cursed, frustrated about not being able to hold it... having always been very ticklish.
"It's okay," Kevin said, "a little hypnosis would likely solve your ticklish problem."
"I'm considering it," she said, as he moved his hands down to her legs.
Kevin got a little more adventurous and slid his hands down her perfectly toned legs. Although he loved everything about her: her blonde hair, exotic green eyes, dazzling smile, great ass, perky breasts and overall great personality, it was her legs, whether bare and tanned or in any style of hosiery (thigh highs, pantyhose, fishnets, garter and stocking) that really turned him on.
Amanda felt a chill go up her spine and a tingle down below at the intimate touch of her son, but credited it to the incredible lack of intimate contact in recent years. She hadn't even been with a woman since before COVID... all she had was her trusty vibe to keep her going and deal with the odd time she was sexually frustrated. She really wondered if Anastasia even still lived in the city. For the first time in years, she was feeling aroused.
Kevin didn't want this to end, but also didn't want to seem like a pervert, and thus ended the sly touching of his mother and suggested instead, "Think about the hypnosis, Mom. I really think it would help with your giggles when being tickled."
"Maybe tomorrow," she said, knowing she was going to use her long-ignored vibe tonight. She couldn't explain it but her son had somehow turned her on.
"Okay," he said as he moved away.
That night, Amanda discovered her toy's batteries were dead and she couldn't find any new ones. Alas, she ended up fucking herself with it without the stimulating vibrations, and as she closed her eyes, she imagined Anastasia pounding her from behind, as she loved deep hard back shots. In a few minutes she came and lay there enjoying her orgasm and wondering why she didn't do this more.
She called Anastasia but the number no longer existed. She sighed. She then went to Facebook and messaged her: Long time, no talk.
Meanwhile, Kevin watched one of his favourite Deville scenes, this one a wicked one with Samantha Rone. Step-mom Cherie walks in and catches her with a well-hung stud. Slowly drawn in, she ends up in a wickedly wild threesome that includes hot nasty talk, oral, anal and incestuous lesbianism. To add to the epic scene that Kevin had watched dozens of times in its entirety, both women were in sexy white stockings. While Samantha is hot and wicked in encouraging her mom to suck and get fucked, it's Deville, looking and sounding like his mother, who always had Kevin aching. A sweetness mixed with raw sexuality that he felt his mother carried, although she hid it through being a mother.
For a second straight night, the kink of his mother being a mannequin controlled his fantasies. As he watched Cherie take the big cock in her asshole, he imagined his mother in her hippy outfit frozen in position as he sodomized her. For reasons he couldn't explain the idea of having sex with a living mannequin was now becoming his newest fetish. For a man who was nineteen and a virgin, he had a lot of kinky fantasies.
He came hard thinking of his mother as his personal ass slut.
Again, once spent, he cursed his own twisted thoughts. Yet, even as he cleaned up he couldn't help but wonder if he could use hypnosis to turn a woman into a frozen fuck toy.
......
FRIDAY
At school, Kevin was disappointed to see his professor not in a skirt wearing pantyhose as he had subliminally suggested, but pants and flats. He did wonder if she was wearing them under her boring as fuck attire. After class, he went to ask her a question about their next appointment which wasn't until next week and looking down could see the black nylons. She had obeyed, albeit not in the way he had envisioned, but that was on him for not doing a better job with what he wanted. He would fix that next appointment.
Luckily for him, she asked, "Do you have any openings today? I had a major craving last night and almost gave in."
"Well, I don't usually see patients on Fridays, but for you, Mrs Jones, I'll make it work. What time?" Kevin asked. It was true he usually took the afternoons off Friday, but wanting to improve his suggestions he felt this was rather serendipitous.


"When are you free?" She asked.
"You are my last class of the day so any time," Kevin said, as she slipped her one foot out of her flats to reveal her cute toes in the black hosiery, alas they were not painted any colour. While nylons were his fetish, feet and toes were his kryptonite in said fetish, and painted toenails were the icing on the pervert cake.
"Can we do it right now?" She asked, looking at her phone. "I have a meeting with the Dean this afternoon."
"I hope nothing bad."
"No, a first round interview for a promotion to head of the department."
"Are you nervous?"
"Very," the Professor nodded, "likely why the temptation to smoke is growing."
"Let's go to my office," Kevin said, surprised when the college gave him his own office. But he was getting great results and they liked the idea of having a possible prodigy at their college. "I may be able to relax you for the interview too."
"That would be great," she said, really appreciating this young man. "I'll be there in five."
"Okay," Kevin nodded, as he turned to walk away and was confronted by the biggest bitch in the class and perhaps the school.
"I need you to help me," she blurted out.
"Excuse me?" He asked as he looked at her, dressed in her cheerleader outfit for today's game. She may be a bitch, but she was an incredibly hot bitch.
"Professor Hamilton said you were the smartest student in the class and I should get you to tutor me," she said, sounding disgusted to have to say this.
"I'm actually quite busy," Kevin said, which was true.
"I really need to raise my grade or I can't continue to be a cheerleader," she explained, her tone shifting ever so slightly as she wondered if he was gay. No guy ever resisted the opportunity to spend time with her.
"I'm not sure that is my issue," he said, not sure he wanted to waste his time tutoring an entitled bitch.
"Please," she said, pleading slightly, "I really need your help."
Kevin sighed.
"Please," she begged, trying to look cute as she put her hand on his arm. "I'll do anything," she added, which was true. She had sucked cock, ate pussy, and got fucked in both her holes to get what she wanted. If she had to suck a nerd's cock so be it. She may even be able to just jerk him off or even rub his dick through his pants and make him come.
"I expect you to meet when I tell you to," he said, still unsure whether he planned to help her. He had pretty much quit tutoring as he focused full-time on his more interesting hypnotic counselling and research.
"Okay," she said, confident that just a little touching and smiling would get her what she wanted.
"And, because I have generally quit tutoring, I will need a favour from you," Kevin said.
She immediately knew where this was going... just like every other boy. He would want a hand job, a blow job or sex. Everyone wanted to fuck her. Boys, men, girls, women. It was the reality she had and she often used it to her own advantage although her flirtatious nature hadn't worked on Professor Hamilton. "What is it?" She asked, not even trying to hide her pretentious assumption.
"No, nothing like that," he laughed, although it would perhaps be exactly like that as he wondered if he could test his mannequin hypnosis on her. "I am doing some research with hypnosis and am looking for some participants willing to be hypnotized."
"I don't think so," she said.
"No worries," he shrugged and turned to walk away.
"Kevin, please," Amber pleaded, still shocked that this guy didn't want to hang out with her. He must be gay.
Professor Jones interjected, even though Kevin hadn't noticed she was still in the room, "Kevin is trustworthy. He has helped me quit smoking."
"I don't smoke," the cheerleader said.
"I'm sure he can help you with whatever situation you are struggling with," she added, unknowingly helping Kevin with a plan already forming in his head.
"I just need to pass physics."
"Well, he can see if there is something mentally preventing you from excelling in that subject," the Professor added, as she walked on and winked to Kevin. Perhaps she could play Cupid for this decent-looking young man who was a little awkward around the ladies.
Kevin gave the slightest smile at his Professor's wink as the cheerleader, he thought her name was Amber, or perhaps Brittany, it was some typical blonde name, asked, "Could hypnosis actually help with my struggles in physics?"
"My success rate with student stress is quite high," he said, although truth be told he hadn't focused much on that particular theme. Plus, if she were dumb, he couldn't do much about that.
"So, if I let you hypnotize me, you will help me with my physics struggles and also tutor me?" She asked, still not sure she wanted anyone, especially a nerd-ish guy like him, putting her under. But if she didn't get her grade to a passing number she wouldn't be allowed on the big trip to the state cheerleading competition in two weeks.
"Yes." He nodded, as he wondered what it would be like to face fuck her pretty mouth, or lift up that skirt and pound her from behind. As he looked at her more closely she reminded him a lot of a couple of his favourite younger porn stars, Coco Lovecock (easily the hottest last name for a porn star ever) and Caroline Sweets.
"When?" She asked, "I need to improve my grade ASAP."
Kevin looked at his watch, "I have a quick session with Professor Jones, but I could meet in an hour. We could meet in my office if you wish."
"How about you come to my sorority dorm room?" She asked, thinking he had never likely been inside one and she would have home field advantage which she could use to use her sexual assets to get what she wanted.
"Sure," Kevin agreed, acting casual, not letting her think she was doing him a favour at all.
"Come at one o'clock," she said and walked away.
Kevin admired her from behind and thought to himself: 'the first suggestion would be to make her start wearing nylons'.
A few minutes later he had the Professor under and asked, "Why are you not wearing a skirt?"
"I don't like skirts."
"You will start wearing skirts and pantyhose every day at school," Kevin instructed.
The professor was very easily put under and tended to repeat the words, something he had been trying to do more to people he put under, "I'll start wearing skirts or dresses and pantyhose every day at school."
"Take off your shoes," Kevin ordered.
"Yes, sir," she responded, under hypnosis, her true natural submissive side, one she hid very well in her role as a professor.
Kevin inspected her toes, and as expected, her toenails were not painted.
"You will go for a manicure and pedicure and get both painted a sexy red," Kevin planted another seed.
"I will go for a manicure and pedicure and get both painted sexy red," she repeated, verbatim.
"You want to look pretty. Having a pedicure and a manicure and wearing pantyhose and skirts or dresses," he continued.
"I want to look pretty," she repeated.
"You are confident."
"I'm confident."
"You deserve this promotion."
"I deserve this promotion."
"You will not crave a cigarette," he added.
"I will not crave a cigarette," she repeated.
He then slowly brought her back to reality after having her put her shoes back on.
"I feel so refreshed," she said, like she always did.
"I think this time it will take completely," he said.
"I hope so," she said, "it is my greatest temptation."
"Let me know after the weekend how it goes," he said.
"I will," she said, before she said goodbye and headed out.
He looked at the clock; he had some time before heading to the sorority.
While he was tempted to play with mannequin suggestions with the Professor and his mother, the idea of turning Amber into a mannequin slut was appealing.
Yes, he was a virgin.
Yes, he was dying to lose it.
And although it was wrong, if Amber kept being a bitch to him, he might just get his first blow job from her.
.....
A little while later, he was in the ridiculous pink room of Amber.
She said, as she patted the bed where she was sitting, planning to turn on all her charm and overwhelm this nerd, "Come sit beside me."
"All right," Kevin agreed.
"I know I agreed to being hypnotized, but what if I just give you a hand job and then you tutor me?" she said, putting her hand on his leg.
"Seriously?"
"Sure, I'm guessing you don't get much action," Amber said, not even pretending to act like they were equals.
"Look," Kevin said, standing up, "I don't need your pity hand job."
"If you prefer, I'll blow you," she offered. Sucking dick to get what she wanted was no big deal to her. It usually took a couple of minutes and then she got what she wanted.
Kevin laughed.
"What are you laughing at?" Amber asked angrily.
"You are absolutely beautiful, and I'm sure this works most of the time," Kevin said, "but beauty isn't permanent. You need to be more than just a body."
"What does that even mean?" Amber questioned.
"It means you need hypnosis way more than I thought," Kevin said.
"Are you pitying me?"
"Maybe," he shrugged, oddly feeling sorry for this absolutely beautiful bitch. "Call it what you want, but you need to be able to see that you are more than just your outer beauty."
Amber's anger began to fade. No man had talked to her this way. And almost no man ever rejected her advances. Yet, she couldn't help but begin to understand what he was saying.
"So we have a few choices," he said. "We can study and I can try to help you understand the content, but that will take a few sessions at least; I can hypnotize you and try to break through the wall of confidence that is holding you back."
"I don't lack confidence."
"You think you don't lack confidence."
"What does that even mean?" she asked, getting more annoyed and frustrated.
"That on the surface you are confident and beautiful," he explained, "but behind the façade of beauty is an insecure woman who uses sex for power."
"I do not," Amber said, although even as she said that, she realized he was right. That is exactly what she did. His accurate assessment annoyed the fuck out of her.
"You just offered to suck my dick," Kevin pointed out, kind of in awe that he had rejected that offer... since he had never had a blow job and was still a virgin. Yet, he was already pondering testing some of his mannequin hypnosis on her first and maybe even getting a blow job since she had already offered it.
Amber glanced to his crotch area and saw a bulge, "Your peter seems to like the idea."
"I'm not pretending I wouldn't like to see you blowing me," Kevin said.
"I bet you would," she did, shifting back into seductress slut mode and moving her hand to his crotch, letting out a slight gasp as she realized he was quite well-enhanced. While his words said no, his eyes and body screamed yes.
"Oh," Kevin moaned, feeling her hand on his dick.
"How big are you?" she asked.
"Eight inches," he said, knowing that was substantially above the average size.
"Oh my," she said, her hand still on his dick.
Part of Kevin wanted to just push her to her knees and have her suck his cock; part of him wanted to just use her as a slut; if she was willing to suck him she would likely also fuck him; yet, he really wanted to explore his new hypnosis theory on someone he didn't care about. So, he said, "While I'd love to have you blow me, I really think we need to help you deal with your self-esteem."
"No one rejects me."
"I just did," Kevin said, pushing her hand away which was without a doubt the hardest thing he had ever had to do.
"You seriously think I have a self-esteem problem?" Amber asked, putting her hands on her hips.
"I do," Kevin said. "And I can help you with it."
"Fine," she sighed dramatically. "Hypnotize me."
"Sit on the end of your bed," Kevin instructed, even as he adjusted his aching dick in his pants.
"I see I had some impact on you," she smiled, even as she sat down on the bed as instructed and stared at his big bulge. She couldn't help but admit to herself she wouldn't mind seeing that big fat cock.
"I'm not saying you don't," Kevin said and bluntly saying, "You are absolutely beautiful and I'd be lying if I didn't want to bend you over right here and fuck you, but that would be selfish and short-term pleasure with no long-term development."
"You want to fuck me," she asked, the idea of an eight-inch fat dick pounding her pussy quite appealing... she still had it.
"Part of me does," he said, shaking his head, "but you're missing the point."
"I see your point," she said, looking right at his crotch area and feeling her mouth slightly watering from the desire to actually suck his dick.
"Jesus, is sex all you think about?"
"I can't believe it's not all you think about," she said. "From my experience that is all every boy and man thinks about." After a pause, she added, perhaps this was his kink, "and most women."
"I'm not saying I don't think about it," Kevin said, "I'm just able to control my urges." Having a model mother that he fantasized about all the time was the ultimate temptation and yet something he couldn't ever do.
"Well, your loss," she shrugged, even though she felt it was partly her loss since she kind of wanted that big fat cock.
"All right," he said, "I need you to close your eyes and relax."
"Okay," she said, not thinking this would actually work, but she would amuse him for a few minutes.
Kevin spent a few minutes slowly putting her under.
Once it was clear she was under, he asked, curious, "Would you actually suck my cock?"
"Yes."
"Would you let me fuck you?"
"Yes, I'd love to feel that big fat cock in me."
"Would you date me?"
"God, no."
Kevin wasn't surprised by that answer, but decided it would be fun to actually plant some seeds to make her fall for him. He said, "You no longer want to use sex as a weapon."
"I no longer want to use sex as a weapon," she repeated.
"You will start wearing stockings or pantyhose every day," he added.
"I will wear stockings or pantyhose every day," Amber repeated.
"You will slowly begin to have a crush on Kevin."
"I will have a crush on Kevin."
"When I say the word freeze, you will automatically freeze and be suggestable to my words," Kevin continued, trying something he had done a ton of research on, but hadn't yet tried on a person... putting a condition in this blonde's airhead that would have her instantly go under hypnosis in just one word.
"Yes, freeze."
Kevin wondered if it would work, but decided to add a couple more suggestions to actually help her with what she willingly got hypnotized in the first place.
"You are a smart woman. You are capable of learning and understanding physics."
"I am a smart woman. I am capable of learning and understanding physics."
"You will focus your attention on school and cheerleading."
"I will focus my attention on school and cheerleading."
"And Kevin."
"And Kevin."
"Kevin is cute."
"Kevin is cute."
"Kevin has a big cock."
"Kevin has a big fat cock," Amber repeated, adding the word 'fat' as she imagined how big it would be in her hand.
Kevin noticed the addition of 'fat' and smiled.
"You will always do whatever Kevin orders you to," Kevin added one last seed, "even if you don't want to and don't realize you are doing it." This was something he had found fascinating on fake hypnosis lesbian videos where a young student uses pantyhose hypnosis to seduce a Professor (the best being Tilly McReese using her nylon-clad toes and sensual smooth tone to turn her Professor into a hypnotic state).
"I will always do whatever Kevin orders me to, even if I don't want to."
Happy with the results and wanting to test a few things out, Kevin slowly brought her out and said, "That was a great first session."
"How long was I out?"
"Twenty-five minutes."
"Really?" she asked, "It seemed like seconds."
"Hypnosis does that."
"So, am I all fixed?" she asked with a smirk.
"Well, I hope we can see some improvements," he said as he grabbed the textbook. "But first, I want to see you in pantyhose."
"Pantyhose?"
"Yes, I know I've seen you ware them before."
"I'm not a big fan of them," she said.
"Amber, go put pantyhose on right now," Kevin ordered.
"Yeah, I may have done that before you hypnotized me," she said, "but now I expect you to keep your part of the bargain and tutor me."
"Oh, I plan to tutor you," Kevin agreed, smiling as she walked to her dresser, "I just want to see those too white legs in sexy nylons."
"Too white?" she questioned, even as she pulled out a pair of beige pantyhose.
"Those nylons in your hand will help accentuate your legs," Kevin said.
"Where did these come from?" Amber said, unaware she had grabbed them herself.
"Now come sit beside me and put them on," Kevin said.
"I bet you'd like that," She smirked, discovering the nerd may not have wanted a hand job or a blow job, but he had a nylon fetish.
As she sat down, he agreed, "I do like a pair of sexy legs in nylons."
"So you have a leg fetish," she said.
"And foot," he corrected, "but only when in nylons."
"That's weird," she said as she put the pantyhose on.
"Everyone has a kink," he shrugged.
"So, you would rather have a foot job instead of a hand job or blow job?" she asked, thinking that wasn't something she had ever heard of.
"I never thought of that before," Kevin said, although suddenly he liked the idea quite a lot, even as she stood up to pull the pantyhose up.
"I bet you didn't," she smirked even as she couldn't help but think he seemed cuter today... maybe it was the fact she knew he had a big dick.
"Nice pantyhose," he said.
"What?" she asked, looking down and gasping at the fact she was now wearing pantyhose.
"Nice pantyhose," he repeated.
"How did they get on?" she asked.
"You put them on."
"When?"
"While you were talking to me."
"What did you do to me?" she asked.
"Just made you a little more suggestable," Kevin answered.
"You fucking asshole," she said.
"Freeze," he ordered, just as she stood up.
He instructed, "You want to give Kevin a foot job."
"I want to give Kevin a foot job."
"You want his cum."
"I want his cum."
"Pleasing Kevin turns you on."
"Pleasing Kevin turns you on."
"You will only want Kevin from now on."
"I only want Kevin."
"Unfreeze," he said.
Amber moved her foot towards Kevin's crotch, wiggled her toes and asked, "Do you like my toes in these nylons, Kevin?"
"They are very sexy," Kevin said, excited by her instant shift and her easily manipulated brain.
"Pull out that big cock and let me give you a foot job," Amber purred sexily, her pussy tingling at the idea of seeing the nerd's big fat cock and stroking it with her stocking-clad toes.
"You sure?"
"Yes, Kevin, I need to see that big fat dick," she said, rubbing the hard crotch up and down even though she didn't understand why she wanted it between her feet so bad... it's not like she had ever given a foot job or even thought about it. Yet, now she was desperate to feel that throbbing fat cock between her silk soles.
"If I pull out my big fat cock, as you describe it, I will want you to be my girlfriend," Kevin said.
His girlfriend. No fucking way. Sure, giving him a foot job was one thing, even taking that dick in her mouth or pussy would be fine, but the idea of being his girlfriend or being seen in public with him was not going to happen. Yet, as she continued rubbing her feet over his dick she was dying to see, she heard herself say, "I'll be your girlfriend if you let me give you a foot job."
"I'll shower you with love and cum," Kevin wickedly said, as he pulled his pants and underwear down at the same time to reveal his huge hard dick.


"Oh my God!" Amber gasped out loud as she saw the amazingly majestic fat fucking cock... her confusing thoughts of agreeing to be his girlfriend faded as she became obsessed with this perfect cock.
"Stroke my cock with your feet," Kevin ordered.
"So big," Amber said, in a daze, as she moved her stocking-clad feet to the fat dick she desperately wanted to suck and get fucked by.
"Good girl," Kevin moaned, as the silky soles began to stroke his cock... one of many of his fantasies suddenly coming true.
"Give me all that cum, baby," Amber urged, after a couple of minutes of smooth stroking, desperate to feel this big cock pulse between her feet and shoot his load all over her face.
"Yeah, you want this big load all over you?" Kevin asked, a major rush of adrenaline at this surreal reality and his first sexual encounter.
"Yes, baby, give me all that cum," Amber begged, her pussy burning with desire and desperate to feel his warm semen spray all over her.
Kevin held back as long as he could as he watched her pretty silky feet stroke his dick and her lustful facial expression before he grunted and shot a half dozen huge cannonballs of cum coating her pretty face.
"Yummy," Amber moaned, as her entire body burned as each wad of cum splattered against her face.
Once done, Kevin ordered, "Freeze," and Amber froze with cum dripping down her face.
Kevin added, "You love my cum."
"Yes, I love your cum," Amber repeated.
"You crave my cum."
"I crave your cum."
"Unfreeze."
Amber moved her hands to her face and rubbed the cum all over and moved some to her mouth. "God, I love your cum, Kevin."
"Don't worry," Kevin said as he put his dick away. "You be a good girl and I'll give you all the cum you want."
"Don't you want to fuck me?" Amber asked, shocked that he hadn't wanted her to suck and fuck him and her pussy was burning. She was incredibly horny. She enjoyed sex, but she was seldom horny. She just used sex as a weapon to get what she wanted.
"Not yet," he said. "You have to earn that privilege."
"Earn it?" she asked, surprised by his words.
"Yes, by proudly being my girlfriend and dressing in nylons for me," he said.
"Okay," she said, looking at his crotch and trying to entice him to fuck her. "You sure you don't want to face fuck me, pound my pussy, fuck my tits or slam that huge cock in my asshole?"
"I plan to do every one of those things," Kevin said, his dick still hard in his pants and using all his willpower not to do each and every one of those things. Yet, he wanted to test his theory out by seeing how far he could push this bitch.
"Please, I need you to fuck me," Amber bluntly said, never needing to be fucked more in her life.
"No, let's get to studying," he said.
"Please, I'm so horny," she pleaded.
"If you want to masturbate before we study go ahead," he shrugged.
"You are really not going to fuck me?" she asked incredulously. This had never once in her life happened to her.
"I already told you, you have to earn it," Kevin repeated.
"Fuck you," she snapped, suddenly pissed off.
"No, fuck yourself," he said, "rub one out for me while telling me how much you want my cock."
"I'm not fucking doing that," she began as her hand went directly to her pussy and she rubbed herself, "you bast--- God, I want your cock so bad, Kevy. I need that long shaft in my pussy, that fat cock filling my asshole and shooting another load in or on me."
He pulled his pants down to reveal his cock... hard again. "This cock?"
"Oh, Kevin, your cock is so fucking big," Amber moaned, desperate to have it in her, as she rubbed herself frantically. "Please give me that cock."
"Come for me, baby, come thinking of this cock face fucking those perfect cock sucking lips, pounding that pretty pink pussy, sliding between those big jugs, and hammering your back door," he wickedly said, stroking his hard missile, realizing he still hadn't seen her pussy and yet knowing he could come again pretty easily.
"Oh yes, Kevin, I'll do anything for that cooooooooock!" Amber screamed as her orgasm hit her quickly.
"Good girl," Kevin smiled, as he stroked his cock.
"Will you come on me again?" Amber begged, unable to take her eyes off his fat fucking cock the bastard wouldn't let her have.
"You want to wear my cum?" Kevin questioned.
"Yes, baby, give me all that cum from your big fat fucking cock," Amber begged, still rubbing herself even as her orgasm was still rushing through her.
"You'll let me take a picture of your cum drenched face?"
"Yes, anything for you to give me that cum," Amber agreed, her mind completely obsessed with that big cock and seeing that cum rocket out of that massive dick and coat her face... long-term consequences of no significance in this lustful state.
"You want to be my girlfriend cum slut?" Kevin asked, close to his second eruption.
"Yes, yes, I'll be your girlfriend cum slut," Amber said with desperation, even as she thought to herself what was becoming of her.
"Get ready," Kevin warned this time before he shot his second straight load all over this hot bitch's face.
"Yessssss," Amber moaned, still rubbing her pussy as a second straight orgasm hit her from the sensation of being coated in cum.
Kevin finished, put his dick away, grabbed his phone and ordered, "Smile."
Amber looked up, dazed, and in an utter state of euphoria, as she obeyed, cum all over her.
He took a few pictures and said, "Now, let's study."
"Okay," she said, moving her hand away, but added, allowing the warm cum to remain on her face, "I do expect you to fuck me soon."
"Be a good obedient girlfriend, pass your test and I'll fuck all your holes," he promised.
"Promise?"
"I'm a man of my word," Kevin said, grabbing the textbook and sitting on the bed beside her.
"Then let's get studying," Amber said, moving beside him.
An hour later, Amber seemed to understand some of the content and asked, "So, when can we study again?"
"Tomorrow afternoon?"
"Sure."
"Good," he said, leaning in and kissing her on the lips.
She kissed him back, in awe of the crazy afternoon and just how cute she saw him as now... not at all repulsed by the idea of kissing him.
Kevin added, "Give me your phone."
She did.
"Unlock it."
She did.
He typed in his name and number and texted himself so he had her number. "You have my number now."
"Okay," she said, still processing why she found him so cute suddenly... besides the fact he had a huge cock.
He walked out, past a couple other sorority girls, and headed home. Feeling super confident, he wanted to test some things out on his mom.
.....
Furious, after a brutal day at work, Amanda said, "If another creep tickles me I'm going to lose it."
"That could easily be rectified with a hypnosis suggestion," Kevin said, looking at his beautiful mom.
"Really?" she asked, frustrated that her boss moved her into an area where people could touch her even more easily.
"Why don't we try some basic hypnosis to help you with your being tickled issue?" Kevin asked, looking at her nylon clad toes.
"I'll try anything," she said, knowing her beauty and body got her the job, but wasn't sure that would keep it.
"Alright, Mom, take a seat on the couch," Kevin instructed.
"Okay," Amanda obeyed, nervous about being put under and yet completely trusting her son.
"For this first session we will need to get you in a relaxed state, so I want you to close your eyes and do nothing more than just breathe."
"Okay," Amanda said, which after a long day of verbal abuse, and having her ass slapped twice, and tickled at least a dozen times, she appreciated being off her feet. She closed her eyes and just focused on constant breathing... a simple every day, every moment task we do, but not one we ever really pay attention to.
"Good, now listen to my voice and let go of the stresses of the world," Kevin softly instructed, having spent most of the time practising the right tone for hypnosis.
"Okay," the mother repeated, as she tried to focus on the breathing.
"In and out, in and out," Kevin said.
Amanda continued to focus on her breathing as she tried to relax... made tougher by a brutal day.
"Now I want you to imagine you are at a beautiful beach. The weather is perfect. The water is calmly hitting the shore. The sand feels so good against your toes. There is not a cloud in the sky," Kevin said, trying to create a perfect image of relaxation for his mother like he did his other patients... well before Amber at least and perhaps to a lesser extent Professor Jones.
"Yes," Amanda said, feeling all her stresses drift away as she imagined this beautiful location, just like the one they went to a couple of years ago.
If done right, and if the person can be hypnotized, this will create a calming visualization that will have the person go deeper under and have her current stressful situation melt away. Kevin had learned the mind is a fascinating thing and hypnosis could really bring out a side of a person they hid deep in the recesses of the mind or didn't even know existed. The ability of hypnosis to dissociate with current reality, immerse the person in a state of equilibrium is powerful and can be life-altering.
"Imagine the sun beating down on you," Kevin continued softly, talking for another thirty seconds as he watched his mother drift into a trance or as the professionals called it, a state of hypnosis. He sensed that, like most of the people he put under, she would be very compliant as he dug into her subconscious to attempt to help her with her problem and maybe just maybe, plant some seeds for his own perversion. He knew he shouldn't, but his dick said otherwise... especially after the wicked success with Amber.
"Mmmmmm," Amanda gently moaned, not in a sexual way, but one of complete relaxation.
Confident he had her in the state he wanted, he began to plant suggestions, "When in a state of a mannequin at work or at home, you will be able to control your tickle reflex."
"Yes," Amanda agreed, as she imagined herself being a mannequin on a beach.
"You will ignore any touch while in the state of a mannequin," he continued.
"Yes," she repeated, so relaxed.
Kevin was about to make a sexual suggestion when guilt coursed through him. This is wrong.
Instead, he asked a couple of basic questions about her confidence and found she didn't have the same confidence she had in her younger days. So, he added a couple suggestions including: she is as beautiful now as she was when she was younger and she should be proud of her beauty inside and out.
He drew her slowly out of the trance and asked, "How are you feeling?"
"Super relaxed," Amanda said, stretching her legs.
"Let's see if it worked."
"If what worked?"
"I planted a suggestion to make you more comfortable when being tickled," Kevin explained.
"Okay," she said, standing up.
"Now pose in any position you wish," Kevin said.
"Okay," she repeated, getting into a frozen pose.
"All right, I'm going to try and tickle you," he said, before moving his hands to her hips.
"Okay," Amanda said, feeling oddly comfortable having her son's hands on her hips.
Kevin gave a squeeze.
Amanda felt it, but didn't flinch. This surprised her as she was quite ticklish there.
Kevin poked her side.
Nothing.
He moved his hands to her under-pits and gave a tickle.
Nothing.
Amanda turned around and hugged him. "You did it. Thank you so much."
"Anything for you, Mom," he said, her breasts resting against his chest and his hard dick resting against her leg. He couldn't control it, but his cock twitched.
Amanda felt her son's dick, but didn't react at all. She let go and said, "I can't believe you made me not ticklish."
That night, Kevin ended up with his friends playing board games (including ignoring three texts from Amber):
Come over!
I want your cock.
Please, respond.
Amanda watched a couple of romantic comedies pondering the idea of perhaps putting herself out there.
Meanwhile, Amber rejected going to two parties and instead did something she had never done in her life on a Friday night: she studied... while getting more and more agitated by Kevin ignoring her texts and a burning in her loins she couldn't put out.
Yet, by midnight, still horny and unable to get Kevin's dick out of her head, yet not wanting any frat cock, she texted one of her few lesbian pets, this one a mother of four who would come to her sorority and eat her at any hour, including midnight on a Friday.
As the mother licked her pussy, Amber decided to take a picture of her Mommy pet between her legs and sent it to him: This could be you!
Kevin saw the pic and his eyes went wide just as he got home. This time he replied: Who is that?
Amber smiled, of course he replied to a lesbian pic, so typical of a man: One of my many lesbian playthings.
Kevin's dick hardened. He replied: Craving my cock?
Amber replied, as she moved her hand to the back of her slut's head: I want it so bad.
Kevin loved how much power he had over Amber already. Yes, part of him felt bad... what he did was morally wrong. Yet, he also felt a strange justification at the fact he was getting revenge for every nerd who had been picked on by a cheerleader or a hot stuck-up bitch. Be a good girl and I'll let you suck me tomorrow.
Amber read the words and almost immediately erupted at the excitement she could have that fat cock in her mouth.
Kevin was headed to his room and heard moans coming from his mother's bedroom. He froze. He peeked inside the partially open door and saw his mother on her bed, legs spread and fucking herself with a toy.
"Oh yes, fuck me, baby, give me that big cock," Amanda moaned, unable to get the feeling of her son's cock resting against her leg out of her head.
Kevin watched until she came a couple of minutes later before his phone buzzed startling Amanda from her orgasm.
Kevin scurried to his bedroom and closed the door.
Amanda heard the door close and instantly knew her son saw her masturbating.
Kevin checked the message from Amber: I came just reading your last words.
Kevin responded, as he pulled out his dick, leaning against the wall and stroking his raging hard-on: Meet me at 12 at the Bistro.
He then closed his eyes and jerked off, coming in a couple of minutes not imagining Amber sucking his dick, but moving between his mother's spread legs and fucking her.
Amanda wasn't sure what to do, but got out of bed, cleaned off her toy and tried to get some sleep.
Kevin came, cleaned himself up and also headed to bed.
.....
SATURDAY
Amber dressed in a t-shirt, plaid skirt and black thigh highs she had gone and bought this morning before going to meet Kevin for lunch. She arrived five minutes early, twenty minutes earlier than she ever arrived for anything... she was always purposely late... she always wanted to make the man wait... yet this time she didn't want to play that game. No matter how much she tried, she couldn't get his cock out of her head.
Kevin, meanwhile, purposely arrived late... something he never did.
When he arrived, he walked over to her and she said, "You're late."
"I know," he shrugged, sitting down across from her.
"I don't like being kept waiting," she said, trying to regain some resemblance of control after the complete loss of it yesterday.
"I don't like getting nagged the minute I get here," Kevin replied. "Maybe I should go eat somewhere else."
"Wait, please stay," Amber replied, sounding desperate.
"You sure?" Kevin asked, enjoying the power he had over this cheerleader.
"Yes, please," Amber said shifting to her natural flirtatious nature, as she slid out of her flats and moved her nylon-clad right foot to his crotch, "I missed you."
Kevin looked down and saw the black nylons and smiled. He moved his hand to them and slowly rubbed her foot. "These are nice."
"I bought them today just for you," she smiled warmly, slowly moving her foot up and down.
"You really want this dick, don't you?" he asked.
"Not so loud," she said, not wanting others to know she wanted it so bad.
"Are you embarrassed by me?" Kevin asked, even though he already knew the answer... she was embarrassed.
"No," she said, then decided to tell the truth, "Okay, yes, a little."
"I understand," Kevin nodded, "I'm no jock."
"But you make up for it with your big cock," she said.
"So, what will you do for my dick in your mouth?" he asked, as the waitress arrived.
"Anything," Amber said, her mouth watering as her foot rested on that big dick she had been craving ever since she laid eyes on it.
"Are you ready to order?" the waitress asked.
"Yes, I'll have a burger, fries and a Coke. What does my girlfriend want?" Kevin asked.
"I'll have a Caesar salad," Amber said, her cheeks going a little red at being called his girlfriend.
"Anything else?"
"No, that should do it," Kevin agreed.
The waitress left and Kevin asked, "Would you crawl under the table and suck my cock if I told you to?"
"Yes," Amber heard herself say even as her eyes went wide at the social suicide of doing such an act. Just being here with him could tarnish her reputation if any of her friends showed up.
"Good to know," he said, realizing perhaps he had made her too subservient.
"Want me to suck your big fat cock right here?" Amber asked, the idea planted she suddenly felt her mouth water and her desire to crawl under the table and devour his cock consuming her.
"Part of me would," Kevin said, "but let's have lunch first and then we can go back to your place for dessert."
"You sure?" Amber asked, oddly disappointed even though she knew this would be a terrible idea. "I'll suck your cock and swallow your load right here and now."
"I know you will my hungry cum slut," Kevin said, enjoying her lustful exuberance but also finding her desperate desire a little annoying. "But I don't want to get either of us caught in a compromising position."
"Did you just call me a cum slut?" Amber asked, shocked by the derogatory term.
"Do you prefer cum dump? Fuck toy? Three-hole pet?" Kevin listed off just as the waitress returned with the drinks.
Shockingly, each wicked humiliating term made her pussy burn. Amber said, once they were alone again, "If you're going to call me such names you better back it."
"Oh, trust me, once you earn it, I'll be using you like a cum rag bimbo fuck toy," he assured, figuring he would use her for his personal pleasure until he got bored of her.
"What more do I have to do to earn it?" Amber asked, annoyed. "You know I'm wearing thigh high stockings and no panties so you can just bend me over anywhere and fuck either of my holes?"
"You are?" Kevin groaned at those wicked words making his cock flinch against her nylon-clad foot he had been mindlessly slowly rubbing the entire conversation.
"Mmmmmm, you like that, baby," Amber asked, feeling the hard dick twitch against her foot.
"Amber, who is this?" Macy, another cheerleader, asked.
"Um, oh, I Macy," Amber said, looking up to see Macy and Sabrina and a part of her died inside.
"Yes, who is this?" Sabrina asked, looking at the cute, but not in Amber's league type of guy.
Kevin was curious what Amber would say.
Macy noticed Amber's foot in-between this guy's legs.
"He is my new boyfriend," Amber answered. "Kevin, this is Macy and Sabrina."
"Hello," Kevin said.
"Hi," Sabrina said.
Macy asked, "Is this the reason you didn't come out last night? Joey was looking for you."
"No, I stayed home to study," Amber answered.


"No, seriously, why didn't you come out last night?" Macy questioned.
"Because I was studying," Amber repeated, although she understood that did sound unbelievable.
"What does he have on you?" Macy asked.
"What do you mean?" Amber asked.
"Why is your foot on his crotch?"
"Because he has a huge dick and is my boyfriend," Amber answered, shocked by the words she just blurted. Why would she say that?
"Jesus," Sabrina said, moving over to indeed see Amber's foot on his crotch.
"What? He's smart, cute and has a big fat cock," Amber defended, oddly annoyed by their questions and looks. "What more could I want?" Again, she couldn't believe she was standing up to the Head Cheerleader.
"Someone popular?" Macy said, bewildered by Amber's responses. She saw Amber as her future replacement and hanging with this guy, even if he did have a big dick, was social suicide.
Kevin finally said, "Look, every guy loves the pretentious condescending words from a pretty girl with no future, but we are on a date."
"What did you say?" Macy glared, instantly fuming.
"Look, let's leave the two alone," Sabrina said, trying to defuse a suddenly intense situation.
"Yes, I have a big dick to suck after our date," Amber said, continuing to be shocked by her words and yet she didn't care as she couldn't wait to have that big fat cock in her mouth.
"This ain't over, nerd boy," Macy threatened, as Sabrina pulled her away and the waitress returned with their food.
"Isn't over," Kevin corrected.
"You fucking nerd," Macy snapped, storming away.
"So, can we finish eating so we can go back to my place?" Amber asked.
"Sure, you definitely earned my dick in your mouth," Kevin said as he took a bite of his food.
"Yay!" Amber said in a giddy voice, the promise of his dick making her entire body burn.
They ate in relative silence before he paid for the bill, like a gentleman, took her hand and they walked back to her sorority.
"So, were you embarrassed to be caught with me?" Kevin asked.
"Truth?"
"Yes."
"At first I was, but as you can see I defended you," Amber pointed out.
"Yes, you did," Kevin agreed. "Because the only man you will suck or fuck from now on is me, isn't it?"
"Yes, Kevin," Amber agreed, oddly feeling safe with him. Although she couldn't explain it and he wasn't remotely her type, she was really beginning to have real feelings for him... and not just because he had a huge cock.
Back at the sorority, they went to her room and as soon as the door was closed, Amber dropped to her knees and reached for his belt.
"You really are hungry for my cock," Kevin said, slightly amused.
"I can't stop thinking about it," Amber admitted, unbuckling him and pulling down his jeans.
"Show me how good a cock sucker you are," Kevin said, acting like this wasn't about to be his first blow job.
"I'm about to rock your world, baby," Amber assured, pulling the underwear down. "I see you're looking forward to this too."
"You are one hot piece of ass," Kevin said, oozing with a confidence he didn't really know he had before this hypnosis trick.
"And that ass is all yours," Amber said as she took his hard cock in her hand and mouth simultaneously.
"Ohhhh," Kevin moaned, the sensation of a mouth wrapped around his dick even more amazing than he imagined.
"Mmmmmm," Amber purred as she bobbed on his cock like she needed to extract his load to save her life.
"Oh yeah, slut, suck my cock," Kevin ordered, loving to just be able to treat her like a cum dump.
"Yes, call me names and come in my mouth," Amber begged, backing off just long enough to say that. She couldn't explain it as she hated being called a slut by the jocks and yet from Kevin it turned her on.
"You want to be my cum dump?" Kevin asked, even as she returned to devouring his cock like a porn star.
"Yes, baby, I want to be your three-hole fuck toy, cum dump, slut and girlfriend," she desperately said before returning to deep throating his fat cock.
"Now show me fuck toy," Kevin said, "show me how bad you want my load."
"Yes, baby," Amber said, before really working that cock overusing her mouth and hand to get him off.
Kevin tried to hold back as long as he could, but this being his first blow job, he was impressed he had lasted this long before he grunted and warned, "Here it comes."
Amber could feel her body burn with desire as his cock pulsed and his load exploded inside her mouth.
"Fuck," Kevin groaned as he dumped his load in her mouth and was in awe of the intensity of the pleasure.
Amber didn't slow down at all as she swallowed every drop of his addictive cum.
She was still bobbing when Macy walked into her room.
"Jesus Christ, you can't be serious?" Macy asked, disgusted by what she was witnessing.
"Want a turn?" Kevin asked, pulling his dick out of Amber's experienced lips.
"Jesus," Macy gasped, unable to hide her shock at how big and fat the cock was.
"Isn't it impressive?" Amber asked, remaining on her knees.
"It's just a dick," Macy said, even as she couldn't take her eyes off of it.
"Is it?" Kevin asked, enjoying the look in Macy's eyes. This was made better by the fact he hadn't used hypnosis on her. This was simply her raw reaction to his dick.
"Fuck you, nerd," Macy snapped.
"I'll fuck you if you want," Kevin shrugged, as he slid his dick back in Amber's mouth. "But Amber can't get enough of it."
Macy shook her head and stormed out, although she left the door wide open so anyone could see.
Kevin enjoyed Amber sucking again and figured fuck it. He would be able to come again and he didn't care if anyone else saw.
Amber had no idea the door was wide open, nor would she care, as this time she worshipped his cock... taking her time.
"Oh yeah, take your time and show me how much you love sucking my cock," Kevin moaned, enjoying watching this once complete bitch on her knees sucking his cock with complete devotion.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, getting completely turned on just sucking his cock.
"Amber, close your door," Belinda said as she saw the popular cheerleader sucking dick.
"Hey, I'm Kevin," Kevin said, looking at the pretty redhead.
"Yeah," Belinda said, shaking her head and closing the door.
"Oops," Amber giggled, looking to see they were alone again.
"Let's go to the bed," Kevin said.
"Okay," Amber said as he pulled her up.
She took his hand and went to the bed.
Kevin got on the bed, lay down and said, "Come sit on my face while you suck me."
"Oh, yes, baby," Amber said, quickly getting out of her skirt and getting on the bed.
"I'm going to eat your pussy so good," Kevin said, unsure he could back those words with his zero experience, but willing to try. He had done lots of research and felt confident he could do a good job.
"Boys don't eat pussy usually," she said, only one guy ever going down on her... and it didn't go well.
"I'm a man, not a boy," he said, as she lowered her shaved pussy on his face... already glistening with her excitement and wetness and a sweet exotic scent.
"Yeah, you are," she purred, as she resumed sucking him and he leaned up and began licking.
Like getting your first blow job, nothing can prepare you for the first time you taste a pussy. The taste matched the scent and he started the X and O strategy he had read online going back and forth between making X and O's between her pussy lips.
"Mmmmmmm, don't stop, baby," Amber moaned, surprised how good he was at eating pussy. Yes, she had a few eager nerds and lesbians dying to go down on her, but no men.
"You taste delicious," Kevin said, briefly not the man in control of the sexual relationship, but the man wanting to make his woman come.
"Yes, don't stop," she moaned, as she swirled her tongue around his cock head, enjoying the growing pleasure.
"I want you to come all over my face, my sexy slut," Kevin said, a couple of minutes later.
"Oh yes, fuck, Kevy," Amber moaned, as she took a brief breath from bobbing on his glorious cock. "I love your fucking tongue eating my cunt."
"Then come for me," he urged, his neck a little sore in this position and wanting to taste and feel the full flood of her cum.
"Oh yes, eat me, Kevy, fuck my cunt with your tongue," Amber moaned, stroking his hard cock and rolling her fingers over his cock head, as she was too close to coming.
Kevin flicked at the clit and that did it.
"Oh yes, you fucking stud," Amber bellowed as her orgasm ripped through her.
Kevin lapped up the gushing juices with eager lust, thrilled to have made her come with just his tongue.
A minute later, Amber devoured his cock, desperate to get him off for a second time.
It didn't even take a minute before he grunted, his legs stiffened, and he shot his second load in her amazing mouth.
A couple of minutes later, Kevin was getting ready to leave and Amber asked, "When will I see you again?"
"We should study tomorrow," he said.
"And maybe fuck?"
"Maybe," he said, that being a logical next step.
"You can slide that big dick in any of my holes anytime you want," she playfully said, as she gave his dick a squeeze.
"Good to know," he said, slapping her ass and heading out.
As he headed home, he wondered if he should perhaps try the chemical spray he had been working on for a while on Macy. He was sure it would work, but was concerned it would be permanent. That said, she was such a bitch, if it were permanent, would it really matter?
.....
Kevin decided to go and check on his mom at work. She looked pretty, really hot in leather pants and looked somewhat like Olivia Newton-John in Grease during that end makeover.
As he stared at her, he couldn't help but be in awe of how hot she looked in a frozen state. He had been so preoccupied when he was trying to distract her that he didn't realize just how hot it was to see her like this.
Amanda had not moved once during the odd tickle touch, but was having a hard time with the nasty words people were saying. Being called a slut, bitch and more was beginning to wear on her nerves.
Kevin watched a few minutes before doing a little shopping and heading home. Being a good son, he made supper.
Amanda came home exhausted. She smelled dinner before she even got into the kitchen. "You are the best."
"I really am," Kevin agreed. "How was today?"
"Better," she reflected, "the hypnosis worked for the tickling thing, but I still got frustrated during the cat calls and couldn't control an itch on a few occasions."
"I could fix both of those," Kevin said, his dick hard just looking at his mother.
"Well, I have tomorrow off, but if you have time tonight I would love to have you work your magic," Amanda said.
"Great," Kevin said. "Dinner will be ready in ten."
"I'm going to have a quick shower then," Amanda said.
"Sounds good."
Amanda came into the kitchen after her shower in jeans and a t-shirt and Kevin instantly decided he needed to plant a suggestion to make sure she was always in nylons at home.
They ate. They chatted. Amanda's mom called just as they were finishing and she headed out to chat. Kevin cleaned up, did the dishes and brought his mom two fresh cookies he had also baked.
Kevin handed his mother the plate.
"I thought I smelled cookies," Amanda said. "You really are a sweetheart."
"Well, I learn from the best," Kevin said. As his mom ate a cookie, he added, "I came and watched you in action today. Or perhaps better described not in action."
"You did?"
"Yeah, you looked pretty believable to me."
"I'm getting the hang of it," Amanda said. "My boss even gave me a vague compliment."
"That's good," Kevin said.
"So, you can help me with the itch problem?"
"I can," Kevin nodded.
"Let's do it," Amanda said.
Ten minutes later Amanda was under and Kevin planted a couple of suggestions.
"You will ignore any itches you feel during your time as a mannequin," Kevin soothingly suggested.
"Yes."
"You will always wear nylons when at home," Kevin added, wanting to make sure she was always in them.
"Yes, always wear nylons."
"You should also start wearing thigh high stockings sometimes."
"Yes, thigh high nylons."
"You feel sexy in nylons."
"I feel sexy in nylons."
"You love people staring at you on nylons."
"I love people staring at me in nylons."
"You like turning people on with your nylon legs and feet."
"I like turning people on with my nylon legs and feet."
"You want your son to massage your nylon-clad feet," Kevin continued his small additions, resisting the temptation to add any really sexual ones.
"Yes."
After a couple more minutes, repeating the suggestions, he drew her back to reality.
"Since you have the day off tomorrow, why don't we test the new suggestions tomorrow?" Kevin said.
"Okay," she nodded.
They then watched a movie together and headed to bed.
Kevin saw a dozen texts from Amber. He ignored them all, but reminded her they had a study session tomorrow and if she was a good girl, he would destroy her asshole and dump his load in it.
She texted back: I can't wait.
Kevin looked forward to tomorrow and testing two new very different strategies. One, a mind control spray concoction he was thinking of using on Macy; two, exploring some mannequin hypnosis on Amber, finding his mom looking so hot when she was frozen like a mannequin.
If he couldn't fuck his mom, although the temptation was growing to use it on his mom, he could at least fuck Amber.
.....
SUNDAY
Kevin was happy to see his mom in the kitchen in a blouse, skirt and nylons.
"Want to go shopping today?" Amanda asked.
"Maybe later," he said. "I actually have to tutor a cheerleader."
"Oh, okay," she said.
"But, I'll text you once I'm done," Kevin said, looking forward to testing some mannequin poses with Amber. Plus, he planned to fuck her ass.
"Okay," she said. "I have a few things I want to pick first, anyway."
"Like what?"
"That is none of your business," Amanda said, feeling compelled to improve her wardrobe including some sexy thigh high stockings. She didn't know why, but she felt compelled to wear them.
"Okay," Kevin shrugged, as he went to his room and grabbed the new spray he had created. The spray had not yet been tested, although he decided to test it on that Macy bitch. He was confident it would work; what he wasn't confident about was whether the spray would last minutes, hours, days or forever. It had been sitting in his room for a few weeks, but he just wasn't sure who to test it on because of the risk. That said, he couldn't care less about this uppity bitch and she would be a great test case. He also grabbed a pair of thigh highs to make her put on if the situation allowed it.
As fate would have it, he bumped into Macy on his walk to see Amber.
"It's you, again," she said with scorn.
"You want some of this dick yet?" he asked, his confidence brimming after his success with Amber and the spray he just grabbed from his pocket.
"My boyfriend is going to pummel you," she threatened.
"I'd rather pummel your asshole," Kevin said, pulling the bottle out and spraying it right in the pretty girl's face.
She cursed, "What the fuck are you doing, you little maggot?"
Kevin smirked, "Revenge, my sweet, revenge."
Macy snapped, disgusted by this pathetic smug loser and wondering what he had on Amber. It couldn't just be that he had a big dick. "What the fuck are you talking about?"
If he was right, the spray would take just seconds to make her compliant so he took the risk and demanded, "Give me your panties."
"Excuse me?" Macy asked, completely shocked by my statement. "As if I would ever give you my panties, you fucking pervert."
Kevin just smiled at her as he watched her, in broad daylight, seemingly unaware, pull her panties down from under her skirt and hand them to him.
"Thanks," he said, now holding her underwear.
"What the fuck?" she said, looking at her panties in his hand.
Kevin looked at them, pink grandma panties, and said, unimpressed, "I thought a hot bitch like you would wear something a little hotter."
"Excuse me?" she repeated, seething at his words and trying to figure out how he had her panties in his hand.
He moved the panties to his nose and smelt them. "You do smell good though."
"I am so going to report you," she threatened.
"For what?" he asked smugly, "For accepting your grandma panties that you just handed me?"
She looked at him perturbed and slightly confused as she tried to figure out why she had given this nothing her underwear.
"Now," Kevin said, oozing with confidence, moving slightly closer to the hot blonde bitch, "You will never say anything bad about me or any of my friends again. Secondly, I expect you to wear these sexy stockings from now on."
"Yeah, that is not going to happen you fucking...." Macy began, but couldn't finish the sentence.
"Put these on for me," Kevin said, pulling out a pair of new stockings. They were sexy fuck me red.
"Not in a million years," she answered, even as she took the stockings from him.
"Do you take it in the ass?" Kevin asked as Macy slipped out of her shoes and took off her socks.
"What the fuck is wrong with you?"
"Just having some casual conversation," Kevin shrugged.
"I don't know what you did to Amber, but I'm going to get to the bottom of this," she said, as she began putting the first stocking on her leg.
"Oh, you do want to be my bottom bitch," Kevin smirked, watching her put the nylons on. It was very hot.
"Fuck you," she snapped.
"Here?" he asked innocently.
"Seriously, my boyfriend is going to end you," she threatened as she finished putting the first stocking on.
"You will never tell anyone anything that happens between us," he stressed.
"Yeah, because so much is going to happen between us," she scoffed, as she still unknowingly put on the second stocking.
"You will answer every question I ask with complete honesty," he ordered, adding another condition.
"Right. I'll get right on that," she said, the second stocking being rolled up her leg.
"So, do you take it in the ass?"
"Yes," she answered, even though the words she thought she was saying were 'None of your fucking business'. Why couldn't she lie to him?
"Do you allow guys to come on your face?"
"No, that's gross," she said, having never allowed that.
"From now on you love taking facials," he said.
"Fuck you," she said.
"You do look good in those stockings," he approved.
"What is going on here? What did you do to me?" She asked as she glanced down and realized she was now in red stockings.
"Just made you a complaint bitch," he shrugged.
"I'm going to end you," she seethed.
Kevin, having a lot of fun with this, gave her a cocky smirk and commanded, "Walk over to that girl over there and shove your tongue down her throat."
"Fuck you," she began, but then started walking over to a very chubby brunette reading a book on a bench. Macy stopped, looked at the nerd with a confused and desperate look, and then bent down and kissed the chick.
Kevin watched, greatly pleased at the success of the drug as Macy broke the kiss and walked back towards him. He looked at the chubby girl who was staring at the cheerleader with bewilderment.
She threw daggers at Kevin with her eyes as she spewed, "What have you done to me?"
"What do you mean?" he asked, innocently.
"You fucking know. I can't seem to say no to you."
"I have taken away your ability to say no."
"How did you do that?" she asked, beginning to realize she was in a predicament.
"That's simple. I sprayed in your face a new mind control drug I have created," Kevin explained. "Once you inhaled it, it immediately took away your ability of self-control and made you mindlessly obedient to any order given to you by anyone."


"Anyone?" she asked, her tone implying she was horrified and terrified by this revelation.
"Yes, although if you're a good little slut," he said, purposely using that word, "I will not reveal this secret to everyone."
"You fucking asshole," she snapped, grabbing her socks from the ground.
"I do plan to fuck your asshole," Kevin assured.
"Not in a million years," she said, clearly too dumb to understand the situation she was in.
"You want it in the ass," Kevin added another suggestion. "In fact you are dying to have my dick up your cute little asshole."
"What is wrong with you?" she asked, even as she suddenly felt an instant urge and desire to get fucked in the ass.
"I'm an asshole turning a popular bitch into my slut," Kevin said, before he corrected, "My ass slut."
"Not going to happen," she repeated, her asshole tingling and her pussy burning, her annoyance growing and her face red with fury... ironically matching the nylons she was now wearing.
"You really are not that bright, are you?" I asked. "You have no willpower. You will obey every order I give you."
"I will find a way to stop this," she said, even as she was getting undeniably horny.
"I don't think so," Kevin said, as he moved to her ear and whispered, "you will tell no one ever what I have done to you." Standing in front of her, he ordered, "Now kiss me."
She looked at him and asked desperately, "Why are you doing this to me?"
"Why?" Kevin chuckled as she kissed him. Although it was a pathetic attempt at a kiss.
She backed away and Kevin answered, "You have been a complete bitch for years to guys like me and now I plan to get some retribution."
"Is this because of yesterday?" she asked.
"That and so many other slights to so many people you think you are better than," Kevin said.
"Because I am better," she said.
"You will kiss me with passion and each time you kiss me you get hornier and hornier."
"I will...." She began to say but her body betrayed her words yet again kissing him with passion.
Her pussy burned, her asshole ached for dick as she kissed him lustfully. The kiss was broken when she heard someone say in utter shock, "Macy, what are you doing?"
Macy quickly broke the kiss and looked at Kevin, petrified. Kevin whispered, "Remember you can't tell her the truth."
Macy looked at him, annoyed, but turned to her fellow cheerleader teammate. "Oh, hi Clarissa."
Clarissa looked at this average guy with some perplexity as she asked, "Are you not still dating Bart?"
Kevin reached into his pocket for the perfume spray.
"Yeah," Macy said, unsure what else to say.
Kevin whispered in her ear, "Tell her you're just kissing your big-dicked fuck boy."
"I can't say..." Macy began, before uttering the exact words she was told to do, her cheeks so red with shame she thought she might explode, "I'm just kissing my big dicked fuck boy."
"I'm Kevin," Kevin said, extending his hand. Clarissa looked at his hand like it had the plague and sealed her fate. Kevin sighed, pulled out the bottle and sprayed it into the bitch's face.
"What the hell?" Clarissa said furiously.
"You crave semen. Go to the third floor of the Nerd House and offer any guy you see a blow job. Don't leave until you have swallowed at least three loads."
"Fuck off," Clarissa said, adamantly, but then gave a confused look.
Macy watched in utter dismay as she began to realize the true breadth of her predicament.
"Since you are being such a disobedient bitch, you will suck five cocks now and will have all five coat your face and walk around campus for one hour with all five loads," Kevin instructed, cockily. "Now go suck cock, you cum dump bitch."
"There is no fucking way," Clarissa said, even as she felt her legs starting to make her walk towards the dorm.
"Oh my," Macy gasped as she watched in horror what was happening.
"Macy," Clarissa pleaded, as she began walking away, confused by her inability to control her body, "Help me."
Macy watched her friend leave with a look of complete disbelief. "I'm so sorry."
"Please, why can't I stop walking, Clarissa asked.
Kevin waved.
Macy turned to Kevin and asked, for the first time in a nice tone, beginning to understand the predicament she was in, "Will she actually do it?"
"Yes," Kevin responded, "She has no choice. And if you disobey me, can you imagine what I could make you do?"
A look of fear spread across her face. She whispered, "What do you want from me?"
"I have to meet Amber right now, but I also want to dump a load on your face," Kevin said.
"Please don't make me," she said, looking around at lots of people out in the park area.
"Let's go back to your room," he said. "Unless you want to blow me here?"
"Is there any other way?"
"You want my cock now," Kevin ordered. "You will suck me anytime, anyplace."
"Fuck," she cursed, her mouth instantly watering and finally understanding the consequences of not obeying his orders. "Let's go to my room."
"Okay," he said. Thrilled to see the spray concoction was working exactly as he had hoped.
"God, you've made me so horny," she said with frustration.
"I did command you to want it in the ass and to get horny with every kiss," he said, walking behind her and admiring her nylon-clad red legs.
"How long does this stuff last?"
"That is the mystery."
"You don't know how long?" she asked, mortified, but continuing walking as she was so damn horny.
"It could be half an hour, a few hours, a day or...."
"Or what?" she asked. "You are not saying this may be permanent?"
"You are the test case," Kevin said. "Well, and your other friend."
"Jesus," Macy said, mortified as they reached the sorority house.
Kevin followed her inside and to her room... not seeing a single soul.
Once inside, Macy's pussy and asshole burning with desire, shocked by her own words and desperate need, she had never been remotely this horny in her life. She said, "Please fuck me."
"You sure?" Kevin asked, amused, as she moved to her knees and pulled his pants down.
"You made me horny as fuck," she said with horny frustration as she pulled his underwear down and devoured that huge cock with lustful hunger.
"Shit, yeah, suck that cock," he groaned, as she bobbed impressively, looking absolutely insatiable with cock lust. He was very happy to see the spray was working exactly as he had envisioned.
Macy couldn't believe she was cheating on her boyfriend with this nobody, although she had to admit his cock was fucking impressive. After about a minute, her pussy burning with such uncontrollable fire that actual wetness was already leaking out of her. She backed off the fat dick and begged, as she stood up, moved her hands to the wall, bent over and begged, "Fuck me."
"I only do anal," he said, still saving his vaginal virginity for the long shot that he may be able to fuck his mother.
"Fine, shove that monster cock up my ass," she said, not her first choice, although all her holes were dying for attention. She didn't mind anal sex, but usually that was after a few drinks. "There is lube in my nightstand."
"Aaaaah, you often get that sexy asshole fucked?" Kevin asked, admiring the perfect ass before going to the nightstand.
"The lube is usually for my strap-on," she informed, really enjoying fucking girls... There was something raw and powerful about being the one doing the fucking.
"That is hot," he said, opening the drawer and finding a couple vibes in there.
"Of course, you would think that," she said, always annoyed by men's fascination with girls doing girls. She still couldn't believe she was willingly allowing this nobody to ass fuck her and that she was begging for it.
"I mean, who wouldn't?" he answered, lubing his dick up before walking back over to her, still bent over and offering her asshole.
"Slam that big fat cock up my ass right now," she begged, using a phrase she had never once uttered.
"All right," he said, moving behind her.
"Just shove it in," she demanded, the fire in her holes driving her wild.
"All right," he repeated, as he positioned his dick at her inviting ass... about to lose his virginity to one of the hottest and most popular girls on campus.
"Ooooooh, yyyyyes, fuck, such a fat cock," Macy moaned, as the dick broke past her last defense and slid inside her ass.
Kevin had no idea what anal sex or vaginal sex would feel like, but this was way different from oral sex. It was so tight. So warm. It was like he slid his dick in a pleasure oven. "So tight," he groaned.
"Yeah, I've never had such a big dick in my ass," she moaned with admission, a wicked mixture of pleasure and pain consuming her as the dick continued to violate her back door.
"You like being my ass slut?" Kevin asked again, as he rested against her, enjoying the tightness, the warmth, the power.
"Just fuck me," she said, frustrated by this constant attempt to humiliate her.
"Tell me what you want," Kevin ordered.
"I want you to fuck my asshole with that big fat cock," Macy answered, having no choice but to respond to his order, and wanting to feel that dick pumping in and out of her, humiliation fading as desperation consumed her.
"Because you are my three-hole cum dump," he wickedly said, pulling out and slamming into her.
"Yeees," she replied, screaming with pleasure as he began pounding her ass and ripping it in two. "I'm your three-hole cum dump, is that what you fucking want me to say?"
Kevin knew he wouldn't last long inside this tight asshole and his first ever time fucking a girl. Yet, he tried to hold back as long as possible, wanting to enjoy this surreal reality of the past fourty-eight hours.
"Harder, fuck me harder," Macy demanded, her asshole burning with desire and each hard thrust had waves of pleasure going through her entire body and making her pussy leak.
"Are you going to come from getting ass fucked, cum dump?" Kevin wickedly asked, loving being able to talk as nasty as he could.
"Oh yes, drill my shit hole," Macy babbled, her orgasm imminent. She had never come from anal sex, but could feel herself about to erupt.
"Now cum dump. Come right fucking now if you want this load," Kevin ordered.
"Oh fuck, yes, oh fuck, fuckm fuuuuuck," she screamed, quite worried she would alert others to her sodomy orgasm as her body trembled with euphoria.
"Now get on your knees," he ordered, about thirty seconds later, as she shook from the intensity of the orgasm, his balls about to erupt, but wanting to come on her face... since apparently she didn't do that.
"Yes, come all over my face," she mindlessly said, in utter robotic obedience as her orgasm burned through her like a thousand suns.
On her knees and looking up at him, he slid his dick between her lips, doing a wicked ass to mouth.
Her eyes went wide as she had never done ass to mouth, but just remained there as he fucked her face.
It took only a dozen or so thrusts before he pulled out and splattered the cheerleader's pretty face with five huge cannonballs of cum.
Macy couldn't believe how much cum there was from this huge cock or how warm it was. She felt both exhilarated and humiliated simultaneously.
Kevin pulled his pants up, pulled his phone up and said, "Pose and smile."
"Please no," Macy said, although she looked right up at the camera and smiled.
As he switched to video and pressed record, Kevin ordered, "Tell me how much you love being my cum slut."
Humiliation coursed through her as she replied, having to obey and unable to lie, realizing she didn't even know his name, "I love being your cum slut."
"Where did I just fuck you?"
"In my ass."
Kevin saw a wine bottle on the dresser, walked over and grabbed it and ordered, "Since you wanted my cock in your pussy, you can fuck yourself with that until you come."
He handed the bottle to her and she took it and moved it to her pussy as she begged, "Please don't record this."
"This is just insurance in case you decide to ever be a problem," he said. "Now fuck your cunt and tell me how much you want to be my three-hole cock slave. Be believable and I won't make you go out in public drenched in my cum."
As she slid the wine bottle in her fevered pussy and began fucking herself, still not able to believe the depravity she was allowing herself to go to, she looked at the phone and said, her second orgasm rising inside her like a burning inferno, "God, I love your big fat cock. It's way bigger than my boyfriend's. I want that big dick back in my asshole sodomizing me until I come. I want to feel your cock pounding my pussy and filling me up. I want to feel your cum all over my face. I want to be your three-hole cum bucket to use whenever you want. I am your slut. I can't believe I came having your big fat cock in my asshole and that made me do ass to mouth like a cheap bimbo whore."
"And allowed me to come on your face," he reminded her.
"Yes, you shot the biggest load all over my face and I fucking loved it," she moaned, another orgasm rising rapidly.
"And you don't let your boyfriend do that?" he asked.
"No, you are the first to come all over my face," she admitted, the continuation of humiliation, ecstasy and bewildered coursing through her simultaneously.
Kevin was impressed, his dick still hard back in his pants. He almost pulled it back out to use her again, but he was already late for his tutoring and fucking session with Amber.
Macy's pussy burned uncontrollably as she furiously fucked herself with the bottle and her wicked words had her already about to erupt with rapture.
Kevin filmed for another two minutes as Macy's moans got louder. He pulled his dick out and swayed it before her and she begged, "Please give me that cock. I'll do anything for it. Face fuck me. Pound my cunt. Drill my asshole. Coat my face with your cum again. Use me. Use me. Give me that cock. Give me it. Oh fuck. Please, let your slut come."
Kevin smiled as he ordered, "Beg."
"Please, let me come, I'll do anything," she pleaded, staring at his glorious cock, sensing she would be able to come the moment he said the word, her mouth watering for more cock, her pussy burning with need and even her asshole wanting more. "Let this bitch cum like a cheap bimbo fuck toy."
He would have pushed her further, but he had to get going so he said, "Come, slut."
"Yeeeeeeeeees," Macy screamed, as her second orgasm ripped through her the moment permission was granted, as if the invisible chains holding her orgasm back dissolved in one word.
"Good, slut," Kevin smiled, filming her come before he again put his dick away and walked out, leaving the door wide open for anyone to see her with a wine bottle in her pussy and cum dripping down her face.
He walked up a flight of stairs and to Amber's room. He didn't even get to knock when the door flung open, Amber dressed in her cheerleader outfit and black thigh highs pulled him inside, closed the door and dropped to her knees. "I have to have this cock right fucking now."
"Be warned it was just in Macy's asshole," he warned.
"What?" she said, instantly jealous.
"I had to teach her a lesson for being such a bitch," he explained, even as she continued to fish out his dick.
"But I thought I was your girlfriend?" she questioned, stroking his fat cock she had been craving all morning even as she felt betrayed.
"You are," he said.
"But you fucked another girl?" she asked.
"Don't worry, you will be my number one cum dump," he assured.
"I better be," she said, oddly finding that comforting.
"And I am the only cock you are allowed to have," he added.
"I don't want any other cock," she said, taking the cock in her mouth; it was too tempting not to suck. That said, it didn't taste any different... jealousy faded as lust rose inside her.
"Don't worry, I made her clean her ass juices off it first," Kevin generously said.
"Mmmmmm," she bobbed on the cock desperate to feel it in her mouth and hopefully extract the load she craved.
"Don't worry, if you do well on the quiz I give you today I'll sodomize you too," he promised.
"Mmmmmm," she purred, wondering what quiz he was talking about, but not wanting to take this dick out of her mouth.
"You want my dick in your asshole?" Kevin asked, pulling his dick out of her mouth and moving to the bed.
"Yes, please, I need your dick, baby," Amber pleaded, crawling to his dick.
"Each question you get right," he said, "you get five seconds of sucking my dick."
"Questions for what?"
"To study," he said.
Then for half an hour he asked her questions and each time she answered one correctly she got to suck his cock. Each wrong answer frustrated her and each correct answer sent a rush of adrenaline through her.
By this time Kevin was pretty horny. He said, "Get the next one right and you can swallow my load."
"Okay," she said, determined to get it right... craving his creamy load.
Kevin asked a pretty easy question which she got right and said in a giddy schoolgirl way, "Yay!" She then devoured her boyfriend's dick like it was her last ever meal.
It took just a couple of minutes of her expert vacuum-like sucking for Kevin to grunt and spew his load down her throat.
Amber didn't slow down at all as the salty creamy seed smoothly slithered down her throat.
Once done, he enjoyed the exquisite mouth for a couple more minutes before he pulled out and said, "All right, I want to test some new suggestions on you."
"Okay," she said, standing up and asking with concern, "but you are going to fuck my ass still, right?"
"Yes, I won't leave until you have cum leaking out your asshole," Kevin assured, feeling so liberated by being able to be as crude as possible.
"You are so nasty," she smiled.
"Says the girl who wants to be an anal cum dump."
"Only your anal cum dump," she corrected, kissing him.
"Exactly," he nodded, his suggestions working exactly as planned. She only wanted him now.
"Now, sit down and relax," he ordered.
"Okay," she said, sitting on the edge of the bed.
Five minutes later, he had her under. "When I say the word mannequin, you will freeze and not move at all in whatever position you are in. You will be a mannequin."
"I'll be a mannequin," Amber repeated, her head vapid in this state.
"You will not move no matter what is done to you. You will enjoy being a mannequin."
"I enjoy being a mannequin."
"It is freeing."
"It is freeing."
"You enjoy just being a mindless fuck toy."
"Mindless fuck toy," Amber agreed, instantly feeling her pussy burn.
"You only want to please."
"I want to please.
"Being a mannequin fuck toy excites you."
"Being a mannequin fuck toy excites me."
"It makes your pussy wet."
"It makes my pussy wet," Amber repeated in a completely submissive mindless way.
Shifting gears, he added, "You only care about Kevin's cock and getting A's in school."
"I only care about Kevin's big fat cock and getting A's," Amber repeated, adding vivid description to the cock that was forever implanted in her head.
"You are smart."
"I am smart."
"You are capable of being a complete slut and scholar."
"I am capable of being a complete slut and scholar," she echoed his words.
"You also don't mind me fucking other girls."
"I don't mind you fucking other girls."
"You will eat any pussy I tell you to."
"I will eat any pussy you tell me to."
He then slowly drew her out of her trance and she asked, as if no time had transpired since she asked about her ass being fucked before she was put under, "Will you fuck my asshole now?"
"You really only care about my cock?"
"And doing well in school," she shrugged, moving off the bed and moving her hand to her boyfriend's soft cock.
"Each good grade will result in a load in your mouth or ass."


"Only then?" she pouted, as she rolled her fingers over the cock head.
"Not only then," he smiled. "But you have to prove you are more than just a cum dump. There are lots of cum dumps I can unload inside. I want a girl who loves sucking cock, is submissive, loyal to me, takes it in the ass, obeys all my commands, is hot as fuck and..."
"And what?" she asked, feeling his cock harden in her hand. "I already am all those things."
"And smart," he said.
"I am smart," she said.
"Then you will get a lot of my cock once you prove it."
"I'll prove it," she said, determined to prove she was worthy to be his girlfriend... his slut.
"Mannequin," he ordered.
Amber suddenly couldn't move. Her hand semi-wrapped around the big cock. She couldn't move her head. Her eyes were open and looking directly at Kevin. She was confused and yet somehow simultaneously at peace.
Kevin looked into her eyes. He saw her confusion. He slowly pulled his cock out of her grip and cupped her breasts. "Fuck, you look so hot frozen like this."
Amber could feel his hands on her. She could feel her pussy burning. She tried to move. Yet, she couldn't. It scared her. It excited her. It confused her.
Kevin said, "God, these are some nice tits."
Amber said, "Thanks," although nothing came out as she couldn't move. Yet, as he cupped her tits and bent down and sucked on her hard nipple she felt her insides burn.
"These are my tits," he said, sucking on one hard nipple.
"Yes," she agreed, even though no words came out.
"Do you like being turned into a mannequin fuck toy?" Kevin asked and then laughed, realizing she couldn't speak. "Sorry, you can't speak. Freeze."
"You are still a mannequin but this time you may speak," he ordered.
"Unfreeze."
"Answer the question."
"Yes," Amber said, and heard the words leave her mouth.
"Did you hypnotize me to be your mannequin?"
"I made the suggestion, but only you can agree to it," he explained, which wasn't really the truth, but he wanted to give her the figment of choice.
"Oh," she responded, feeling his hands move on her hips and walk behind her.
"You like just being my Barbie doll fuck toy?" Kevin asked as he squeezed her ass.
"Yes," she answered and then demanded, so fucking horny, "fuck me."
He moved his dick to her asshole.
"Fuck my ass," she repeated, feeling his dick poking her needy asshole.
He slid his dick in her ass and cupped her tits as he filled her up.
"Oooooooh, fuck," Amber moaned, the sensation of his fat cock in her ass so good and yet somehow feeling even more intense than any other time she had a cock in her ass.
"Yeah, this is my asshole," Kevin said, squeezing her tits.
"Yes, your asshole only," Amber agreed, mindlessly helpless to do anything but let him ram his dick in her shit box.
"Fuck so tight," he groaned, in awe of how amazing fucking an asshole was.
"Tear it apart," Amber encouraged, wishing she could touch her fevered pussy, able to get herself off as she could feel her orgasm already rising inside her in just a dozen strokes. The pleasure was so much more intense than any other cock that had ever filled her holes.
"Oh yeah, this is my asshole," Kevin said, as he grabbed her left arm that had been around his dick and pulled it up in the air.
"Yes, don't stop," Amber begged, feeling her arm being moved above her.
What Kevin didn't anticipate was the lack of balance when he let go of her big tits. Amber had no control of her body and started falling forward from the hard deep forward thrusts.
Kevin caught her by her tits just as she was falling... although his cock slipped out of her asshole.
"Noooooo," Amber whined, both because she was about to fall and because the great dick slipped out of her ass.
"Sorry," Kevin said, realizing he was sloppy.
He moved to her front. Kissed her. Lifted her up and turned her around. Moved his hand to her back and the other to her chest and bent her over. He then moved one of her hands and then the other until they were resting on the end of the bed.
"Shove that huge cock back in my asshole, baby," Amber said, feeling so fucking empty and feeling so turned on by being moved like a Barbie doll.
"God, your asshole looks so hot gaped from my fat dick," Kevin said, admiring the hole he had created.
"Shove that cock back up my shit hole, baby, your slut cheerleader fuck toy needs it so bad," Amber pleaded, desperate to feel the thick cock sliding in and out of her asshole.
"Can you believe how much you need my cock?"
"No, but I can't live without it," she answered, still realizing the change from her utter disgust just a couple of days ago.
He generously slid his cock back in her asshole and pounded her hard, no longer worried about her falling. He did realize in some perverse way that he liked her.
"Oh yes, baby, I love your cock in my asshole," Amber said, never enjoying sex like she was now enjoying sex. She was helpless and that turned her on.
Then for a few minutes, Kevin happy that he had already dumped two loads, just fucked her hard.
Amber moaned and talked nasty, coming not once, not twice, but three times from getting sodomized without being able to do anything but be bent over and get sodomized.
Finally, Kevin grunted and spewed his load deep in her hot tight asshole.
"Yes, fill my asshole up with your cum," Amber moaned, a fourth orgasm ripping through her as wave after wave of utter euphoria cascaded through her.
"This is my cum dump hole now," Kevin wickedly said, as he continued pumping and pumping until every last drop of his cum was buried in her rectum.
"I love it," Amber moaned, the pulsations of pleasure continuing to quake her entire frozen body.
"I know you do," he said, completely spent from the marathon fucking.
"Please kiss me," she said, wanting to feel his lips on hers.
"Mannequin end," he said, snapping his fingers as he pulled out.
Feeling her extremities back, she spun around, wrapped her arms around him and kissed him hard... even as cum leaked out of her well fucked ass.
Kevin kissed her back, feeling a warmth inside him. He was beginning to have feelings for her. Weird, but true.
Then for a few minutes they did nothing more than kiss.
Kevin eventually broke the kiss as he knew he had to go meet his mom. "Sorry, I have to go. I am meeting my mom to do some shopping."
"Feel free to buy me some sexy slutty things to wear for you," she smiled.
"I may do that," he nodded, kissing her once more before he got dressed.
After another kiss, he went out and she began to study. She needed to ace this test. She needed to prove to him she was more than just a cum dump. It was strange, but somehow he had helped her convince herself there was more to life than just partying, cheering and sex.
He texted his Mom and they agreed to meet for lunch at the mall.
They had lunch, chatted, she bought him a couple new outfits and some Saxx underwear.
Amanda had already bought a few pairs of thigh high stockings, a garter belt, some lingerie, some new heels and two dresses. She had also stopped at an adult store before the mall and bought two new vibrators and a suction cup cock for her to fuck herself with as she always loved taking back shots. She couldn't explain it but after quite some time with a lack of even remote interest in dick.
When they got home, Kevin saw bags in the back and reached for them.
"No, I'll get those," Amanda said, alarmed.
"I got it," he said, as he grabbed the bag and saw the toys inside. "Oh my."
Amanda grabbed the bag, but it was too late; her son had seen her purchases.
"It's okay, Mom," he said, seeing her so embarrassed.
"I can't believe you saw that," she said, closing the door.
"Mom, they are just toys and you have needs I imagine," he said.
"Kevin, I, well, it's been...."
As they headed into the house he said, "I know, Mom. I know."
"You do?"
"Well, I know I have never seen you go on a date," Kevin said.
"It's just...."
"Mom, I love you and I just want you to be happy."
"You are so sweet," she said as she typed in the code to unlock the door.
"I really am," Kevin said, inappropriately imagining his mother fucking herself with one of her toys.
She laughed, embarrassed and yet relieved.
They ordered dinner in, watched a movie and Kevin admired his mom's nylon clad legs and feet all night.
Amber texted him a dozen times.
"Who keeps texting you?" Amanda asked.
"No one."
"Who is it?" Amanda asked, seeing her son's cheeks go red.
"Just a girl."
"You have a girlfriend?" she asked, even as she moved her feet to see if he stared at her silky soles. He did.
"Maybe. It's early."
"What's her name?"
"Amber."
"She a coed?"
"Yes."
"Well, good for you," she said, although she felt a confusing sense of jealousy at the fact her son may have a girlfriend.
He admired her feet as she moved them. Even though he had fucked two girls in the ass today, two hot girls, he was still most obsessed with his mother. Her legs. Her feet.
"Thanks," he said, as he read the texts. She was begging for him to come over. He responded: I will see you tomorrow after class.
They finished watching the movie and Kevin excused himself. He actually had a paper to write which he would usually be done with by now if it hadn't been for all the sex.
MONDAY
Kevin went to class; his mom went to work.
After class, the Professor asked, "Do you have time today?"
"Anything for you," Kevin offered, wanting to play with his professor a bit.
"Thirty minutes in my office?"
"Sure," he nodded, happy to see she was in a dress today and, of course, the nylons. He assumed her toenails were painted red, but the closed-toed heels didn't allow him to confirm it.
"Great, I had a tough weekend," she said.
"You didn't smoke?"
"No, but I am really craving one."
"Well, the reality you didn't smoke is what matters."
"I know, but the temptation is growing more and more."
"I have an idea to fix that," he said, thinking her next smoke would be his dick.
"I hope so," she nodded, as she turned to deal with two other students who had questions.
Half an hour later, he had his sexy Professor with her heels off, the toenails indeed painted a very sexy red, and decided to have some fun with her first.
"When was the last time you sucked a dick?" he asked.
"This morning," she answered, no one knowing she loved sucking cock... few knowing she and a fellow married professor were having a secret affair.
"Did you swallow his load?" Kevin asked, surprised by her answer.
"He shot it all over my face," the professor answered, liking swallowing cum, but loving the naughty reality of taking a load on her face.
"Do you like having someone come on your face?" Kevin asked, quite fascinated by her answers and also getting quite hard.
"I love it," she answered, imagining the warm creamy load spattering her face.
Kevin chose not to ask about who she sucked, even though he was curious, instead asked, as he took his dick out, an idea popping into his head, "Any time you crave smoking you will suck dick."
"Yes, mmmmm, any time I crave smoking I will suck a big hard dick," she repeated, although she added the words big and hard... being a bit of a size queen.
"Do you want a dick right now?" Kevin asked, as he stood up, his eight-inch dick hard.
"I always want dick," she answered, although she never got enough.
"Tell me how badly you want to suck my cock," Kevin ordered.
The professor opened her eyes, still in a trance, and stared at the big and fucking fat cock suddenly before her. She reached for it, stroked it and said, "I want to suck this big cock so bad. Please, can I suck it? You can even face fuck me if you want. But please give me that big dick and that load in your balls." She then cupped his big ball sac.
'Shit, this is so hot,' Kevin thought to himself, even though he knew he shouldn't take advantage of her. Yet, her hand stroking his dick and massaging his balls had him no longer thinking morally. He said, "Show me how good a cock sucker you are and how much you want my cum."
"Thank you," she said, with an excitement he had never seen in her tone or actions as she opened her mouth and wrapped her pretty lips around his dick.
"Oooooh, that's it, show me how much a cock slut you are," he moaned, watching his pretty, but usually very conservative professor, bob on his cock like a porn star. While Amber was great, he learned she was an amateur in comparison to the professor's suction-like lips.
"Tell me what you want," he ordered, after just two or three minutes and his balls already boiling. She did something to create extra saliva and used her hand, tongue and lips all at once
"For you to come down my throat or give me that big load all over my face," she answered with cum craving desire, as he pulled out of her hungry mouth.
"Want me to face fuck you?" He asked.
"Yes, fuck face me and use me as your cum dump," she wickedly replied, desperate to have that cock back in her mouth.
Kevin slid his dick in her mouth, placed his hands on her head and began face fucking those perfect lips.
"Mmmmmmm," she purred, always enjoying just being used and desperately wanting that load.
Kevin pumped furiously, needing to come, and keeping in mind he hadn't planted any of these seeds. She was just a natural cock craving cum dump. This reality was so hot in comparison to her dignified role as a professor.
After a minute or so he grunted and, although he liked the idea of coming on her face, he assumed she would look absolutely amazing dripping with cum, he didn't want any evidence of his act and instead deposited a full load in her velvet mouth.
"Mmmmmmmm," the professor moaned, feeling her entire body burn with lust as she swallowed the creamy load. She never understood it, but she could get close to coming just from sucking dick.
Once completely spent, he pulled out and complimented, "You are a great cock sucker."
"You have a great cock," she said back.
"Now close your eyes and relax."
"Yes, sir," she said, ignoring the burning fire in her loins as she leaned back and closed her eyes.
"You will not remember being a cock sucking cum dump," Kevin instructed, as his dick began to go into slumber feeling a little guilt over taking advantage of someone like this. Unlike Amber, who was originally a complete bitch, the professor had only been good to him.
He re-planted his suggestion of confidence, a little surprised that it hadn't taken.
.....
He went and helped Amber study in the afternoon and dropped a load in her ass after a lengthy study session keeping her in a few mannequin positions.
He had her on her back on the floor, knees at her ears; she was impressively flexible, and then said, "Mannequin."
Frozen, Amber lay there as Kevin fucked her ass. She couldn't explain it, but being used as a mannequin was the most calm and most stimulating state of mind. She wasn't a person. She was just a vessel of pleasure. The only difference being unlike a real mannequin she felt pleasure too. The helpless situation and inability to do anything but get fucked somehow turned her on.
"You may speak," Kevin ordered.
"Oh yes, Kevin," Amber said, as soon as she was allowed to move her mouth, "I love being your mannequin."
"Your asshole was made for fucking," he said, as he pumped his dick in and out of her tight hole.
"All my holes are made for fucking," Amber pointed out, a little frustrated he wouldn't fuck her pussy. She was dying to feel that big fat cock pumping her pussy and coming inside it.
"If you get an eighty or higher on the test I will fuck your pussy," he said, although he was still thinking of losing his vaginal virginity to his mother.
"I'll do it," Amber said, having done nothing but study when she wasn't being a cock sleeve for her boyfriend.
Kevin moved her onto a couple more positions as he hammered her asshole before he eventually came in her ass... which triggered an orgasm in Amber.
He was really impressed by her improvement and expected she would pass the test on Wednesday. Plus, his added motivation added to the possibility of her getting at least an 80.
He stopped by the mall and found a different girl doing the posing. Her eyes were open and yet she looked vacant. She didn't move. She really looked like a mannequin. He realized he would need to add some powerful suggestions to make his mother look like this woman.
That night, at home, after dinner, Amanda having a terrible day even being replaced for two hours while she watched videos of previous mannequin women. She had dealt with the touching and even found herself slightly turned on by the comments, but she really struggled with not moving.
"I just can't stay still all day," she sighed.
"I could help with that."
"How?"
"More suggestions," he said. "These would make you mentally more like a mannequin."
"Really?"
"I think so," he said. "I did test it a little on a girl at school."
"Your girlfriend?"
"Yes," he nodded, as he glanced at her red nylon-clad feet which were extra hot.
Seeing him stare at her feet and feeling oddly jealous or annoyed at his son having a girlfriend, even though she should have been happy for him, she wiggled her toes and said, "I hate to ask, but any chance you can give your old mother a foot massage?"
"Really?" Kevin asked.
"Sorry, that is probably too weird," she said.
"No, no, no," he said, as he moved to the couch rather eagerly. "I can do that."
She smiled at his eagerness as she swung her feet onto his lap.
He put his hands on her silky soles and his cock instantly ached. "That feels nice."
"These are so soft."
"They are Wolford's."
"They are amazing," he said, almost in a trance himself.
"So are you going to hypnotize me or not?"
"Of course," he said, as he massaged her feet and slowly put her under.
"You enjoy being a mannequin, you enjoy others admiring you," Kevin planted the suggestion.
"Yes," Amanda responded.
"You also enjoy being moved like a Barbie doll," Kevin continued.
"Yes."
Kevin then spent a few minutes asking questions, knowing his mother would not remember any of this once he finished, except in the deep recesses of her consciousness.
"What is your favourite sexual position?" Kevin asked, knowing this was so wrong, but unable to control asking such questions given the opportunity as he admired her silky sheer feet and legs.
"Doggy style," Amanda answered, imagining being on the beach, on all fours, with a big dick pounding her long neglected pussy, while the hot sun pounded down on her and she was frozen like a mannequin unable to do anything but take the dick.
"When was the last time you had sex?" Kevin questioned.
"A couple of months ago," she answered, recalling getting fingered and eaten by a younger model.
"By who?" He asked.
"A young model at a photo shoot named Sara," Amanda answered, moaning softly recalling the way she got her off.
Kevin was surprised. While he wondered if his mother had any lesbian experiences, hearing her say it made his already hard cock flinch in his pants.
"Are you a lesbian?" Kevin asked, hoping she wasn't. No way he would plant any suggestions that would change her sexuality... but hoping she liked dick too. In truth, he had no intentions of doing anything with this information, other than masturbate, probably, but still he hoped she liked cock.
"No," Amanda answered, "I'm bisexual, but men always disappoint me."
"I'm sorry to hear that," Kevin said, although not surprised based on the loser men he had met during his life, although he couldn't remember the last time he saw her with a man. "When was the last time you had sex with a man?"


"I don't even know," Amanda answered, "over two years at least."
'Oh my,' Kevin thought to himself. That was a long time. "Do you miss getting fucked?"
"Yes," Amanda moaned, imagining again being on all fours and taking a big fat cock.
"What are you imagining right now?"
"Being on a beach, frozen like a mannequin, getting fucked hard by a big fat cock while others watch," Amanda answered, the pounding feeling so real and raw.
"Get on all fours and become the mannequin," Kevin instructed.
Amanda obeyed the order, as Kevin controlled a shocked gasp at the wild reality.
"You are a mannequin. You are getting fucked. You need to come," Kevin continued, turned on so bad hearing his mother earlier use the phrase 'fucked hard by a big fat cock'.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, as Kevin was tempted to fuck her. Yet, while the temptation was appealing, common sense returned and he just stared at her for a minute.
Amanda's entire body was burning with desire as she imagined that big dick pounding her needy pussy.
Kevin stroked his dick while admiring his bent over mother, her white panties and pantyhose hiding her pussy and ass. In under a minute he shot his load. He quickly cleaned it up, cursed his weakness as he put his dick away. He instructed his mother to sit back down. He then brought her slowly back to reality stressing she would feel refreshed when she woke up.
"Three, two, one," Kevin said and snapped his fingers.
"Did you put me under?" Amanda asked, feeling like no time had transpired.
"I did."
"Wow, I never remember anything," she said, but could feel a wetness in her pussy region.
"I just planted a seed to help you be relaxed during your mannequin hours," Kevin explained.
"I hope it works," she said.
"I think it will."
"Thanks."
"Anything for you, Mom," Kevin said, meaning those words.
That night, Amanda had a wicked dream where she was on a beach getting fucked hard by a big fat cock. She couldn't move, just knelt there in all fours getting her pussy hammered from behind. Others watched, others called her names, yet she didn't care. All she cared about was coming. Just as her orgasm hit her and the big cock pulsed and filled her pussy with cum she woke up.
Amanda's hand was in her panties and she was coming for real from her hot dream... something she had never experienced before. She got up, changed her soiled panties and returned to bed wondering what led to such a crazy, intense and real feeling dream.
Meanwhile, Kevin went back and forth about what to do next. He knew he should just focus on helping her mother be successful at her job, yet the temptation to add some subliminal messages to allow her to perhaps consider some rather taboo touches was very appealing. Regardless, he closed his eyes and imagined making his mother his mannequin fuck toy. He had an intense orgasm and during the heat of the stroke he wished he had put in more aggressive suggestions.
Once he had come, he was thankful for his restraint... while his fantasies were raw and real, he knew he shouldn't cross such a line that he could never go back on.
TUESDAY
Kevin had a mellow morning. He did have an appointment with the freshman Jamie who had been insecure about her weight. Since he last saw her under a week ago, she had lost a little weight, was wearing a sexy sundress that showcased her big tits, and was in the nylons he had added for her to wear.
He added another suggestion about wearing lingerie and a garter-belt and stockings under her dresses which would make her feel desirable and sexy. He resisted doing anything else.
Walking to see Amber, he was accosted by Macy. "Please, will you change the spell you have over me?"
'Shit,' he thought to himself. He hadn't thought about the spray since he used it, being so preoccupied by the mannequin training concept. "It still works?"
"Yes, I want it in my ass all the time," she said.
"Well, I can help with that right now," he said.
"Fine, come fuck my ass, but then please get rid of the condition," she begged, even as they walked towards the sorority house.
"I'll see what I can do," he said, although he knew there was nothing he could do to completely stop it. Perhaps a condition over that condition could calm the lustful need for anal sex.
"Please, I'll keep being your cum dump anytime you want," she said, craving his dick so badly right now. His massive pecker had been forever ingrained in her consciousness since she first had it in her mouth and ass. "But I can't live like this."
"Well, you already are my cum dump," he pointed out, knowing he could have her anytime, anyplace already.
"I know," she sighed. "Fuck, I miss your cock."
"Your boyfriend doesn't satisfy you?" Kevin asked.
"Nor did the other four guys I have let fuck my ass," she said with frustration... so desperate and horny that she had fucked an old man at a gloryhole, a fat trucker in his cab, a nerd she met at a computer shop as she got it fixed and a delivery guy she tipped with her asshole.
"I can make you love every cock if you want," Kevin offered.
"No, I need to be able to do more than just think of getting sodomized," she said, as they reached the sorority.
"I may be able to weaken the desire," he said.
"Anything, it's all I can think of," Macy said, having fucked herself a dozen times with a variety of objects... including a pylon in the cheerleader's change room yesterday partway through practice when she couldn't control herself anymore.
"Let's go to Amber's room," he suggested.
"No, my room please," Macy requested.
"I wasn't asking," he said.
"Fine," the cheerleader sighed as she headed to Amber's room, not going to argue as she knew it was futile.
"God, you do have a great ass," he said, flipping the skirt up to admire it in a thong.
"Don't," she said.
"Are you kidding me?" Kevin asked.
"Sorry, that was instinct," Macy quickly replied, knowing now the power he had over her.
"Have you had to obey any other orders?" he asked.
"Yes."
"Like?"
"My boyfriend ordered me to suck him in the movie theatre and a guy I ass fucked in a gas station bathroom had me eat his asshole," Macy answered, disgusted by the second one, but she had no choice... and realizing she had actually allowed five strangers, not four, to fuck her asshole... allowing each to unload in her ass.
"Hot," Kevin nodded, having never thought of that before as they reached Amber's room.
Kevin walked in to see Amber studying while some woman was between her nylon-clad legs.
"I thought I would let you watch me..." Amber said and then glared at Macy. Her tone was ice cold when she asked, "What is she doing here?"
"Getting ass fucked," Macy bluntly said, walking to the bed, bending over and begging, not even concerned about the other girl needing it in the ass so fucking bad, "come and fuck my asshole. I need it now."
"You slut. He is my boyfriend," Amber snapped, jealousy coursing through her instantly as she pushed the pussy muncher from her pussy.
"Remember, I can fuck whoever I want," Kevin said, unsure what to do with this third girl. A cute nerdy girl, he recalled, was in his English class, but had no idea what her name was.
"I know," Amber sighed. "But why her?"
"Because I have the best ass on campus," Macy said, liking to be combative and win, even in this ridiculous fight for a nerd's fat cock in her asshole.
"I-I-I should go," the nerd girl said. She was very stunned by the conversation and the fight over this guy. He was cute, sure, but not really someone a cheerleader would be with, never mind fight over.
"You get back to eating my pussy while I watch my boyfriend fuck the shit out of this bitch," Amber said, annoyed, but trying to control the situation.
"But I should...."
"Now, slut," Amber demanded, and the girl moved back to the pussy she had become addicted to over the past few months.
"Shit, that is hot," Kevin said.
"Besides, when I'm with you, I am usually in control," Amber said, as she moved her hand to the back of her pet's head as Kevin, now naked, moved behind Macy.
"Do you want Macy to be your lesbian plaything?" Kevin asked, as he positioned his dick at the puckered asshole.
"No, not that," Macy said. "Please, just shove that fat cock up my shit hole."
"Yes, please, I'd love to use her as my cunt munching bitch," Amber said, excited by the idea.
"All you have to do is tell her what to do," Kevin said, tugging the thong aside. "She can't disobey you."
"Fuck, Kevin," Macy cursed, this not at all what she wanted... he was making it worse, not better... yet, she had to have his dick right fucking now.
"You will eat the pussy of any girl who asks you to anytime and anyplace," Kevin said, even as he slid his cock in her asshole.
"Fuuuuuck," Macy moaned as the fat cock filled her asshole.
"Oh, I will do that," Amber said, excited, even as she watched with envy her man sodomize someone other than her.
"Can I use her too?" the nerd asked from between Amber's legs, the idea of dominating a cheerleader instead of being the submissive pet exciting.
"Noooooo," Macy moaned, so annoyed by the conversation even as the pleasure of Kevin's big dick filled her asshole and he added another fucking order she would no longer be able to do anything about.
"Yeah, you will just have to order her to," Kevin said, "she will obey every order without hesitation and with eager lust, won't you?"
"Fuuuuck, yes, dammit," Macy admitted, knowing she had no control over her own body anymore... nor even her mind. She just had to be as good a slut as she could be and pray she could convince him to at least weaken the conditioning so she could focus on more than being sodomized and apparently eating pussy.
"Good, girl," Amber moaned, as the nerd resumed licking her and she found herself surprisingly turned on watching Kevin fuck Macy. Since she knew Kevin was hers, and she his, this was just fun playtime. "Now fuck that bitch and gape the whore's asshole."
"You like watching me fuck other girls in the ass?" he asked, seeing a light in her eyes.
"Oh yeah, baby, especially a bitch like Macy," Amber said.
"Fuuuuck," Macy moaned.
Kevin expected her to say 'fuck you' and perhaps she caught herself or perhaps she was just enjoying the sodomy too much.
"Yeah, destroy that asshole," Amber said as she grabbed the other girl's head and pulled her roughly against her pussy.
"You going to come, watching me fuck another slut's asshole?" Kevin asked.
"Oh yes, baby, can I come?" she asked.
"You can come all over that nerd's face while I dump a load up our new plaything's asshole," Kevin said, his balls boiling from both Macy's tight asshole, her loud moans and watching Amber get licked by another girl.
"Oh yeah, baby, nut in that slut's fucking asshole," Amber encouraged.
"Yes, fill my asshole up with your big load," Macy begged, her moans letting everyone know she was going to come soon... this should have been humiliating and yet it was an absolute rush of sexual energy and adrenaline.
"Come from getting sodomized, you nasty slut," Amber ordered, as her boyfriend pounded Macy's asshole hard and was about to erupt.
"Fuuuuuuuck," Macy obeyed the order as her body quaked and her asshole somehow tightened around the cock, milking him and making the bastard shoot his load just a few seconds after her.
"Oooh, fuck," he grunted, unloading in her amazing asshole.
"Yes, fill her uuuuuup," Amber moaned loudly, as triple orgasms occurred within seconds of each other.
"Coat that slut with your pussy juice, baby," Kevin encouraged, enjoying the thrill of watching a lesbian act while committing sodomy on another.
"Mmmmm, you like watching me get eaten by one of my pets?" Amber asked, looking at him with that sexy I'm-coming look, even as he continued unloading in Macy.
"It's fucking hot," Kevin agreed, then added, "although it would be hot to see you munching some sexy slut too."
"I'll eat any pussy for you, baby," she said, such a perfect girlfriend.
"Jesus," Macy moaned, although he wasn't sure if it was a criticism of Amber's submissiveness or her response to the intense orgasm that was currently ripping through her.
"What is your pet's name?" he asked, as he slowed down by strokes, but didn't yet pull out.
"Eleanor," Amber answered, her hand still on her pet's head.
"Why don't we let your pet take Macy back to her place and use her as she sees fit?" Kevin asked.
"Noooooo," Macy whined even as she kept coming and coming... Kevin realized he must have given her a pretty powerful anal orgasm trigger or she was just an ass slut.
"Mmmmmmm, I like that," Amber said. "But first I need some of that spunk of yours."
"Oh?" Kevin asked.
Amber gently pushed Eleanor back and said, "Don't move."
Kevin looked at the cute girl's face drenched in Amber's pussy juice. It was pretty hot. Sexy. He pulled out and cum oozed out of Macy's well-fucked asshole.
"Don't move, Macy," Amber said, as she moved behind Macy and buried her face in-between her ass cheeks.
This, too, was hot.
"W-w-what are you doing?" a stoic Macy stammered since she couldn't move based on Amber's order.
"Getting my boyfriend's cum," Amber said.
"Hey," Kevin greeted, looking down at Eleanor.
"Shit, that is one big dick," Eleanor complimented.
"Thanks," he said, beginning to learn that size did indeed matter.
"You can fuck her if you want," Amber offered.
"I may need a few minutes to recover," Kevin said, although watching this lesbian act would likely get him reloaded quickly.
"Can I make her eat me right now?" Eleanor asked, a brazen little minx.
"Sure," he said, "just tell her what to do."
"Kevin, please no," Macy whined, even as she moaned as Amber's tongue in her ass was obviously turning her on. "You promised you would weaken the conditions."
"We will see," he shrugged, feeling a little bad, but only a little. She still needed to pay for years of bullying.
Eleanor got up, pulled her skirt down and off and got on the bed. "Eat my pussy, bitch," she ordered, as she maneuvered her body and pussy to the bent-over cheerleader.
"Oh God, please don't make..." Macy protested but was cut off as she obeyed the order and buried her face in between Eleanor's legs.
"Oh yeah, Macy, you love pussy, you will eat at least one pussy every day from now on," Amber planted another forever instruction in Macy's head as she extracted the anal cream pie.
"Fuck," Macy said, although she kept licking.
"Wanna watch me fist fuck her?" Amber asked.
"Use her as you wish," Kevin said, enjoying just how perverse and twisted Amber was.
"Tell me what to do, baby," Amber said, looking at Kevin with a little of his cum on her chin. "You know I love being your mindless sex slave."
"Fist fuck Macy's cunt while you eat her asshole and get all my cum out of that tart asshole," Kevin ordered.
"Oh, yes, baby," Amber eagerly obeyed, moving her right hand and rubbing Macy's pussy for a moment while Macy moaned.
"Just shove it right in," he ordered, "the slut's holes can take anything."
"Okay," Amber said, and slid her fingers and then her fist right inside the cheerleader's pussy.
"Oooooh fuck," Macy screamed, although it was muffled as Eleanor had grabbed her head and held it pressed against her pussy.
"Eat my pussy, cheerleader," Eleanor ordered, although her tone on the word 'cheerleader' was dripping with sarcasm and condemnation.
"I've never seen her like this," Amber said, as she multitasked between fist fucking Macy's pussy and eating ass.
"It's pretty damn hot," Kevin said, his dick saluting the wicked lesbian threesome before him.
"You like seeing girls play with each other?" Amber asked.
"What guy doesn't?" he asked, his dick ready for more.
"Well, you have nine holes to choose from here?" Amber wickedly offered.
"Oh yes, eat my pussy, cheerleader," Eleanor moaned, "I'll be sharing you with the entire debate club."
"Shit, I didn't know you had this side of you," Amber said, looking up to look at Eleanor.
"I didn't either," Eleanor said, her eyes full of lustful desire.
"Well, I like it," Amber said, as she moved her left hand to Macy's asshole. She looked back at Kevin and winked.
Kevin nodded and watched as she pushed her left hand into Macy's gaped asshole and after a brief resistance, it disappeared inside.
"Oh, my fucking God!" Macy screamed, loud and clear even if it was muffled by Eleanor's pussy.
"What are you doing?" Eleanor asked.
"Fist fucking both the slut's holes," Amber said.
"Well, that's a new double penetration," Eleanor laughed and then moaned. "Oh yeah, get that tongue deep in my cunt, slut."
"Oh yeah, her slut holes are swallowing my arms," Amber giggled, as she pumped both her arms in and out of Macy's poor holes.
Eleanor added her own seed in Macy's bimbo-like head, "You love my pussy, you want my cum."
"Fuck," Macy moaned, instantly craving pussy cum, specifically this nerd's pussy cum, and her muffled response was, "Please come on my face."
For a couple of minutes, Kevin watched the wild lesbian threesome before he moved onto the bed and offered his cock to Eleanor's mouth.
"May I suck your boyfriend's big cock, Mistress?" Eleanor asked.
"He's your master, slut, do as he says," Amber ordered.
"Mmmmmm, yes Mistress," Eleanor said and took the big cock in her mouth, not bothered by the reality that it was last in Macy's ass.
Then for a couple more minutes, Eleanor sucked Kevin, although a little awkwardly based on her position on her back and resting up on her elbows, Amber fist fucked Macy's holes and Macy ate Eleanor.
Moans echoed through the room as Kevin's balls burned as he watched the hot lesbian acts and this sweet-looking girl sucked his dick.
Eleanor backed off and said, "Oh yes, that's it, slut, right there, right there."
Macy begged in utter lust, desperate for cum and somehow close to coming herself from the humiliating double fisting, "Come on my face, I need your cum so fucking bad."
Eleanor grinded on Macy's face and moaned, "Oh yes, fuck, eat my cunt, slut, that's it, oh fuck, yes, yes, fuuuuuuuuck."
Watching the cute girl come was hot and Kevin stroked his dick, although he wasn't too close to coming from an average blow job and having just come in Macy's ass a few minutes ago.
When Eleanor let go of Macy's head a minute later, Macy begged, stunned she was going to come again from getting fisted in both her holes, "Oh fuck, Amber, don't stop, I'm going to come."
"You want to come getting double-fisted like a porn whore?" Amber asked.
"Fuck, yes, oh God, faster, fist fuck my holes faster, use my holes, humiliate me, fuck," Macy moaned, the intensity of the double penetration driving her wild.
"Come, slut, come right fucking now and then I'll take you back to my dorm so you can eat all the pussy you want," Eleanor ordered before she got onto her knees and took Kevin's cock back in her mouth.
"Oooh fuck, Miiiiistress," Macy bellowed as her second orgasm cascaded through her with a vicious intensity, making her collapse forward... although no one, including herself, knew if she was calling Amber or Eleanor Mistress.
Amber pulled both hands out of the well-fucked holes and buried her face in the flooding pussy.
This time, Eleanor worked Kevin's dick over good, using her hand to stroke his cock while bobbing hungrily. For an innocent-looking girl, she was very experienced in both licking and sucking. He was learning that the saying never judge a book by its cover could also be true for girls.
"Ohhh fuck," Macy weakly whimpered, her orgasm seeming to have usurped all the energy from her.
"She does have a tasty twat," Amber said.
"Good to know," Kevin moaned, as Eleanor moved her other hand to his balls and gently massaged them.


"Fuuuck," Macy mumbled to herself as she pressed her face into the bed.
"Your pet is a pretty damn good cock sucker," Kevin complimented.
"I actually thought she was a lesbian," Amber said.
A couple of minutes later, Amber stood up and Kevin, always a gentleman, warned, "I'm about to come."
"Come on my face," Eleanor said, backing off but continuing to stroke his dick.
"Yes, then she can have both our cum on her face," Amber smiled.
"Get ready," he grunted, and shot his load all over her pretty face, as she closed her eyes and mouth and allowed cum to paint her face.
"Nice," Amber said.
"Fuck," he grunted.
"Mmmmmmm," Eleanor moaned.
Once he was done unloading on the cute cock sucking nerd, he got off the bed and stretched, his leg a little sore.
"I haven't had cock for months," Eleanor said.
"Yeah, I thought you were a lesbian," Amber repeated.
"I mostly am," Eleanor shrugged, scooping some of the cum off her face and putting it in her mouth. "Although, I guess technically I am bi."
"Technically," Amber laughed.
"Although I think I have a new girlfriend," Eleanor announced.
"Please, no more," Macy said, having not moved since her second orgasm.
"Macy, you will dump your boyfriend and be my girlfriend. Is that understood?" Eleanor said, scooping more cum off her face and seeming to enjoy the salty snack.
Macy sighed, as that was an order and meant she had no choice. That said, this nerd had the best tasting pussy she had ever munched on.
"Don't worry, you still can have cock," Kevin added generously, as he looked at her two gaped holes.
"You have destroyed me," Macy said, meaning both physically and mentally.
Still admiring her gaping asshole and pussy, Kevin said, "I think that was Amber."
"Let's go, girlfriend," Eleanor said, getting off the bed.
"Please, Eleanor, I need to be able to make some of my own decisions," Macy pleaded, even as she finally slowly got off the bed.
"You can eat my pussy, my ass or suck on my tits once we get back to my dorm room," Eleanor generously offered.
Macy sighed and glared at Kevin.
Kevin shrugged.
They both got dressed and left as he pushed Amber onto the bed and had his own snack... her sweet pussy.
They ended up in a 69 and it lasted almost half an hour. She came three times, he came once more.
Then they actually studied.
They ordered food.
Kevin fucked her ass.
The last time, she insisted he turn her into a statue again.
So, he did.
Kevin didn't get home until after eight at night and Mom was surprisingly out.
So, he went old school and spent the rest of the night actually doing school work.
He was in just his boxers and getting ready for bed a little after ten o'clock when he was startled by a knock at the door. "Can I come in?" Amanda asked.
"Uh, sure," he said, deciding to remain in just his boxers.
Amanda walked in wearing a black dress and matching pantyhose and said, "Thanks, I really need to...." She paused, seeing her son standing there in just boxers.
"What is wrong?" Kevin asked, seeing an upset look in her eyes.
"Will you hypnotize me?" she asked, glancing down to her son's crotch area to see he had a pretty big package.
"Of course," Kevin nodded. "What are you looking to get help with?"
"I-I-I," she stammered, a little distracted by her son's relative nakedness. She had gone on a date in hopes of getting fucked and it didn't go well... he was an absolute creep and now seeing her son's dick outlined in boxers had her rattled.
"You can tell me," Kevin said, walking to his mom and noticing she had looked down at his crotch area.
"I just feel so relaxed after coming out of a state of hypnosis and I need that feeling," she said.
"Okay," Kevin nodded, reaching her. He grabbed her hand and led her to his bed. "Sit on the edge of the bed."
"Okay," she obeyed.
"By the way, you look absolutely stunning," he complimented.
"Thanks, honey," she replied, appreciating the compliment.
"What is the purpose?"
"I had a date."
"It didn't go well."
"Not at all," she sighed.
"You deserve a man who will treat you like a queen," Kevin complimented.
"I want a man who does that and..." she began and stopped, realizing she was about to say something very inappropriate to her son... but somehow she was suddenly kind of horny.
"Mom, what?" he asked. "You can tell me anything."
She sighed, "No, some things you don't talk about with your son."
"Mom, I'm the man of the house and you can tell me anything," Kevin repeated, putting his hand on her nylon-clad leg... feeling a little brazen with her glance at his crotch and his wild sexual awakening over the past few days.
"Fine," she sighed once again. "I want a man who treats me like a queen in public, but a...."
"A what? Mom?' Kevin asked, wanting to hear her say it.
"Sorry, I can't," she shook her head.
"A slut?" Kevin asked, pushing the line a little.
"Yes, fine, yes, I want to be treated like a slut," she said with frustration.
"Mom, it is okay," he said, ever-so-slowly rubbing her nylon-clad leg.
"No, I shouldn't be telling my son I haven't... I have not been laid in two years or that I want to be treated like a slut," she said, about to cry.
"Mom, let me help," he said.
"Help?" she asked, glancing down at his hand on her leg and then ever-so-briefly on his crotch area.
"Yes, let me put you under and help you relax," he said.
"Oh," she said, both relieved and oddly a little disappointed.
He wondered about her tone on 'Oh,' as well as her glances to his crotch area and allowing his hand to remain on her leg, and decided he would inquire when she was under.
A couple of minutes later, she was indeed under.
"Are you horny right now?' he asked.
"Yes," she admitted. "So horny."
"What is making you so horny?' he asked.
"I know it's wrong, so wrong, but I can't stop staring at my son's crotch area."
"Do you wonder how big it is?"
"I do, it looks so big and juicy," she said, feeling her mouth watering and her pussy burning as she imagined how big it may be.
"What do you want to do if he were not your son?" Kevin asked.
"I'd drop to my knees and suck that big cock and have him pound me from behind," she answered, actually letting out a moan.
"You find your son attractive," he instructed.
"Yes, I find my son attractive," she repeated.
"He is the man of the house."
"He is the man of the house."
"You want to please him," he added, not sure how far he should push her. He wanted to fuck her, he wanted to be the man, but he did want her to have some say in it.
"Yes, I do want to please him," she repeated.
"You will be able to talk frankly with him about sex and what your needs are and what you enjoy," he added.
"Okay," she replied.
"You like him touching your legs and feet," he added.
"I do like him touching my legs and feet," she admitted.
"His touch excites you."
"His touch does excite me," she said. Her decision to add the words 'do' and 'does' was interesting to Kevin as it implied these were not suggestions he was making but actually her thoughts. This fascinated him.
Shifting course, after planting similar seeds to Amber but wanting to try something new, he added, "You are most relaxed when you are in a mannequin state. You like just letting go and being in a mindless relaxed state."
"Yes, mindless," she repeated, an interesting word choice Kevin thought.
He then slowly drew her out of the hypnotic trance and asked, "How are you feeling?"
"Relaxed, although tired," she said, yawning. This was late for her.
"Do you work tomorrow?" he asked.
"No."
"I have an idea," he said. "Let's go and watch her tomorrow afternoon."
"Um, okay, "she nodded, yawning.
She stood up and said, looking again at his crotch area, "I'll see you in the morning."
"Okay," he nodded.
Once in her room, she got undressed, went to her dresser, pulled out her new toy and fucked herself as she couldn't help but wonder about her son's cock. How long was it? How thick was it? What did it look like?
Her orgasm came in only a couple of minutes as she imagined her son fucking her. She came hard. Once recovered, she shook her head in disgust. What is wrong with me?
WEDNESDAY
Kevin got a text from Amber as his mom was driving to the mall: I think I aced it. I expect that cock in my pussy.
He knew he would have to keep the promise if she did indeed ace it, but wanted to delay it as long as possible. He hoped to still lose his virginity to his mother, which, while still a little far-fetched, wasn't as impossible as he once thought. He replied to Amber: Good job, baby. I'm spending the afternoon with my mom. I'm helping her with a work issue. I might not see you until Thursday.
While she was disappointed, she was already craving his cock. She wanted a celebratory load in her mouth and perhaps another in her ass; she appreciated his relationship with his mom... She wished she had such a relationship with her overbearing mother. That is sweet. If you have time, I would love to see you.
Kevin replied: I'll see what I can do.
After he pressed send, he couldn't help but realize he was beginning to have feelings for her. He wanted her to be successful, but he also wanted to see her.
"Is that the girlfriend?" Amanda asked, feeling a strange sense of jealousy that her son might have a girlfriend.
"Yeah," he nodded, "although it's not serious."
"Just sex?" she asked, deciding to just be blunt like he suggested yesterday.
"Maybe," he shrugged and replied, "although I'm not sure she is the one I want to lose my virginity to."
"You are a virgin?" she gasped.
"Yes, mostly," he said, drawing her in while admiring the mocha coloured nylons she was wearing... the skirt short enough to allow him to see part of the lace top letting him know she was wearing stockings.
She noticed him looking at her legs and realized her lace top was showing. As a mother she should have pulled the skirt down when she hit a red light, but she didn't. Instead, she asked, "Mostly?"
"Well, we haven't had vaginal sex," he said, continuing to be coy.
"So just oral?" she questioned as she decided to tease him by moving up her skirt a little.
"Not exactly," he answered, as she moved her hand to her skirt and faked it itching, allowing it to ride up a little more.
"Not exactly?" she asked, as he stared at the full lace top.
"You sure you want to hear this?" he asked. "It's a little perverse."
"Why not?" she shrugged. "You are the man of the house."
"We only do anal," Kevin said.
"Really?" she asked, somehow not expecting this answer.
"Yeah, I actually want to save myself for someone I love," Kevin said, as he looked into his mom's eyes.
"Really?" she asked, his tone, his look, somehow implying he meant her.
"Yes, I want it to be special," he said, just as they reached the mall.
"Well, I think that is sweet," she said.
"Yeah, or pathetic," he joked.
She put her hand on her son's leg and caressed him gently as she said, "No, it is really sweet. I wish I would have waited for my first time to be special."
"Really?" he asked, his cock raging in his pants.
"Yes, you deserve a woman who loves you unconditionally and will do anything for you," she said.
"Well, that would be you," he said.
"I suppose it would," she said, after a moment, as she moved her hand away. Flustered, she said, "Ready to tell me why we came to my work on my day off?"
"Yes," he nodded, "I have a plan to make you a perfect mannequin."
"A perfect mannequin?" she asked.
"Yes, one that is completely comfortable being without any control," he said.
"Okay," she nodded. "Turn me into a mannequin."
"Let's go," he said, admiring the stocking one more time before they got out of the car.
As they walked, he said, "By the way, you look amazing today."
"You think so?" she asked.
"I know so," he stressed.
"Well, I do need to look good for the man of the house," she joked.
"Yeah, you do," he said, trying to replicate Joey from Friends but failing epically.
"Was that supposed to be Joey?" she laughed.
"Not quite as suave," I admitted.
She laughed again as they reached the store. This made her instantly sigh.
"Okay, I want you to watch her," he said, placing his hands on her hips, "I want you to relax and imagine being her."
"Okay," she said, trusting him and oddly enjoying the feeling of his hands on her hips. Yes, she knew it was wrong and the touch was innocent, yet she needed that touch... the feeling of human contact.
"Now breathe, stare at her, imagine becoming her, becoming a mannequin," he whispered in her ear.
"Okay," she repeated, looking at the younger model seemingly doing her job with ease.
"Relax, relax, relax," he whispered.
She did.
"You want to be her. A mannequin. Mindless. Let your head empty of thought," he whispered, as he continued the soft soothing tone.
"Mindless," she whispered, as she stared at the model, feeling herself fading away... the people around her disappearing.
"You can feel your body beginning to stiffen," he continued, looking around to see no one paying attention to him and his mother, "as you imagine becoming her, becoming a mannequin."
She heard her son's words and felt herself just allowing them to consume her... the weight of the pressure of life fading with it.
"As you continue to stare at her, your mind becoming empty like a mannequin, you feel your arms getting stiff, your legs getting stiff," he said, wondering if it was working. Unlike the pure hypnosis, he was just planting suggestions in her head without the original pulling her under which made her more susceptible to suggestions.
She could feel her mind fading and her body stiffening as she just gave in to the suggestions... every word making perfect sense to her.
"You feel yourself being stuck, your legs unable to move, your arms unable to move as you become a rigid mindless mannequin," he continued, as a woman glanced at them. He smiled as he whispered, "Your purpose is to be admired as your muscles become like rock."
Her lack of a response encouraged him to continue. "The more rigid your body becomes, the heavier your arms feel, the more locked into your position you become. You are a mannequin."
Amanda couldn't move. She felt frozen in place. It felt so surreal. So impossible. Yet, so... so... relaxing... so natural.
"As you become a mannequin, you accept your purpose as you come to peace with your real purpose: to be admired. As you accept your purpose, you are at ease with the serenity of letting go," he continued, as he was now confident she was completely drawn in.
She had never felt so relaxed. In this state she felt at peace. She felt completely at ease with her purpose. To be a mannequin. To be admired.
"This tranquility will be all you crave. To be admired. To become hard as a rock. Just an empty vessel for other people's pleasure," he explained, adding the first hint of her sexual purpose.
Amanda couldn't explain it... But as she felt herself unable to move, unable to think for herself, she felt free. At peace. In an emotional space she longed to be... free of the judgement of others.
"Your head is light and fading to emptiness. Your purpose is to be admired. Your arms are stiffening to stone. Your legs are hardening to rock. You are becoming a mannequin. A beautiful mannequin. A goddess to be revered. You want to be admired. You want to be touched. You want to be a vessel of pleasure," he continued, adding just the odd suggestion that could play later into his plan to maybe, just maybe, fuck her.
Everything he said made perfect sense. She was beautiful. She always had been. Through the good and bad times, the one thing she always had was her beauty.
"I'm going to count down from ten to one and at one you will be a real mannequin. So rigid and solid that you are just a piece of plastic. Your entire body, from your beautiful face to your sexy legs in nylons, will be stiffened to a state of hard perfection," he continued, as he looked around to see if others were watching... yet everyone seemed oblivious to his nefarious plan to maybe, just maybe, turn his mother into a mannequin fuck toy.
She was getting excited by the idea of being a mannequin. Just being. No pressure. No worries. Just a simple purpose to please others. She had always liked to please others.
"Ten, drift in the Zen state of oblivion," he began, wishing he were at home so he could squeeze her ass or cup her tits.
"Nine, allow yourself to let go as you become completely hardened from the top of your head to the soles of your feet," he continued, thinking his dick was hard as rock.
"Eight, you are a goddess of perfection carved in the most expensive of marble," he explained.
"Seven, in this state of tranquillity you can feel yourself transcend your body as you become one with the earth," he whispered, getting excited by the power of hypnosis and the raw reality he was doing this with others all around.
"Six, as your brain fades into emptiness you become a vessel for others' pleasure and through that pleasure you reach a euphoria no blood pulsing woman can experience," he added.
"Five, as you become completely hardened you will not even move as you are lifted up and carried away," Kevin instructed, wondering if this one would actually work, but one he was going to try.
"Four," he counted down his dick raging in his pants, "in this state of utopia you are at ease with your purpose, your journey was to end up here, a mannequin to be admired, and a vessel for your man.
"Three, the last strands of humanity are being usurped from your body as you become a mindless slave to my voice and just my voice," he whispered.
"Two, you are stone; you are perfect; you are frozen in time," he said.
"One, you are a mannequin, you can't move, you can't think, you are a stoic piece of plastic made for admiration," he finished, looking around and still happy to see no one was aware of what was happening right before them.
She was frozen in place; an empty vessel; just a pretty face and a perfect body to be admired.
Kevin decided it was time to take his mother home... curious if she would still be stiff as a board, he lifted her up just a little and she didn't move at all.
He put her back down and he could barely notice her breathing and got worried. He walked her and moved his face close to her lips and felt the softness of breath. He sighed a sense of relief.
He admired her blank face. Her glazed-over eyes. He then worried that others might notice. He whispered in her ear, "Every time I snap my fingers now you will instantly shift into this state of a mannequin. Every time I count down from three and reach zero you will wake up refreshed."
She couldn't speak, couldn't blink, but she heard everything.
"Three, two, one, zero," he counted down.
She blinked her eyes. She moved her arms. She moved her legs. She said, "You really turned me into a mannequin."
"I did," Kevin nodded.
"I could feel my body become paralyzed and my head become empty," she said, recalling the strange tranquility that followed.
"How did it feel?"
"Oddly, relaxing," she said, as she moved and felt an odd wetness in her panties.
"I couldn't really test anything," Kevin said. "How you would react to being touched and so forth."
"I guess," she said, looking around and realizing there were a lot of people here. "Let's go home and you can do it again."
"If you want to," he said.
"I want to," she said, as she took his hand and led him back to the car. "I never felt so relaxed in my life."
"That is the power of hypnosis," he said.


"Is it wrong that I liked the helpless feeling?" she said. "I could see people walk by, see the odd person look at me and yet I felt completely comfortable."
"That is the goal," Kevin said, happy with her reaction and the sweet feeling of her hand in his.
"I always have weird feelings," she added.
"Weird feelings?" Kevin asked.
"Um, never mind," she said, as they reached the car.
"I need to know," Kevin said. "I need to make sure there are not any negative side effects."
"I feel a little too relaxed still," she said. "I think you should drive."
"Okay," Kevin said, opening the passenger door for his mother.
"Such a gentleman," she smiled as she got in.
"I can be," he shrugged, "or...."
"Or what?" she asked, as she sat down, her skirt high enough up her leg to reveal every part of the lace top thigh high stockings.
Kevin stared, admiring his mother's long, sexy, nylon-clad leg, "I shouldn't say."
"You can't tease like that," she said, noticing her son staring at her leg, but not even trying to fix the obvious reveal.
"You really want to know?"
"I do," the mother nodded.
"Well, I can be a gentleman, but I can also be a bit of a dominant," he said.
"Really?" she asked, playfully.
"Yeah," he said, as he closed the door and walked around to the driver's side.
He took a deep breath before he entered the car, sat down and started driving. As he got on the road, he said, "So you said you had weird feelings?"
"Yeah," she responded sheepishly.
"What kind of feelings?" her son asked.
Amanda sighed.
"I told you I like to dominate a woman and make her my submissive slut," Kevin pointed out, pushing the envelope a little more with some planted sexual seeds.
"That isn't at all what you said," Amanda gasped, instantly feeling her pussy tingle at the wicked visual.
"Sorry, that was perhaps a little too much information," Kevin said.
"No, no, you should be able to tell me anything," she said.
"Well, then I should tell you I love being a dominant in the bedroom," Kevin said.
Amanda said the words before she even had time to think about it, "I like a man who is dominant in the bedroom."
"That is hot," Kevin said, as he glanced over and saw that his mom's left leg had moved and he could see a lot of her nylon-clad leg.
"Sorry, I can't believe I said that," Amanda said.
"No, I like seeing us being so frank," Kevin said, his dick aching.
There was a silence before Kevin said, "So, weird feelings."
"It seems even more awkward after what I just said," she said nervously, "but I felt myself getting excited while you turned me into a mannequin."
"Excited?" Kevin asked, knowing exactly what she meant, but wanting to hear her say it.
"Sexually," she whispered, embarrassed but feeling the need to say it.
"Aaaaah, that makes sense."
"It does?"
"Yes, when I implemented the idea of turning your brain off, it allowed your subconscious to go deep into your real needs and past the day-to-day stresses of life," he said, just making shit up as he said it.
"So, what does that mean?"
"Well, I'm no psychologist," Kevin joked, "but you have gone without your own sexual needs for years and that denial of a basic human need often fades into mental oblivion."
"You lost me."
"Supporting me the past eighteen years came at the sacrifice of your sexual needs and when I allow the distractions of day-to-day life to dissipate in your head when you were in that mannequin state, your truest needs will come to the surface," he explained, thinking there was likely some truth to this, but not having any scientific evidence to back it. He adjusted his dick, which was hard as fuck. While usually he would do it slyly or suffer the uncomfortable annoyance, this time he wanted his mother to see her impact on him.
"So, are you saying I need to get laid?" Amanda bluntly asked, currently quite horny and seeing her son adjust his dick.
"Well, I wouldn't say..." he then paused, as he rolled to a red light, turned to look in his mother's eyes, and then finished his thought, "actually, I guess that is exactly what I am saying."
"It has been a long, long time," she said, feeling a surreal connection to her son. She knew it was wrong, but she was sexually attracted to him.
"Well, there is no doubt what you need most is to get laid," he said.
"I can't believe that is the advice I am getting from my son," she laughed awkwardly, inadvertently looking at his crotch area.
Kevin purposely adjusted his dick, seeing his mother's eyes glancing in that direction, "Well, you told me to tell you the truth."
"And I see you are also sexually excited," she brazenly said.
"How do you know that?" he asked, playing dumb, as a car honked. He looked up and saw the light was green. He began driving.
"A woman knows," she smiled coyly, liking to see her son's slightly flustered look just as they arrived home.
Timing is everything and alas, this was bad timing for Kevin. The conversation was going his way and his mother was opening up. Yet, once home she seemed to remember she was the mom. She said, "Thanks for this, Kevin, I think this will really help."
"I hope so," he said, as his mom leaned over, kissed him on the cheek and headed out.
Horny, Kevin went inside and his mom went directly to her room. After waiting a good ten minutes, he called out, "I'm going out Mom. I'll be back for supper."
"Okay, "Amanda said, as she sat on her bed replaying the conversation in the car. She had been tempted to reach over and squeeze her son's dick. She almost did something unthinkable. Aghast, she shook her head and went to have a shower... and use her showerhead.
Kevin, horny as fuck texted Amber: I'm on my way. Have that asshole lubed and ready for a hard fucking.
Amber was walking back to class, planning to text a slut to come and eat her pussy since she thought she wasn't getting Kevin's dick. She responded: My asshole? What about my pussy?
Kevin responded: I'll explain when I get there. Be in something sexy.
Amber replied: Will do. Hurry, I'm fucking horny.
Kevin replied: Twenty minutes.
Twenty minutes later, Kevin walked into Amber's room to see her in red stockings and a matching nightie.
"Very nice," he complimented.
"Thank you, baby," she cooed as she lay on the bed, posing seductively.
Kevin quickly got undressed, the entire experience with his mom having him hard as fuck, he wasn't in the mood for foreplay or chit chat.
"So why not my pussy?" she asked, with a bit of a pout. "I aced the test."
"I'm going to be really real with you," he said, finishing getting naked.
"Okay," she said, a little concerned by that sentence.
"I like you, I really do," he said, "and I think this actually may be something special."
"Me too," Amber said, feeling the same way, but happy to hear him say it. She had had the odd insecurity about how he felt.
"But, I have one concern," he said as he walked over to the bed.
Amber reached for his already hard dick and asked, "What is it?"
"This may sound crazy since all we have done," Kevin said, "but I am a virgin."
"Really?" she asked, as she moved to take the addicting dick in her mouth.
"Yes," he said.
"Well, we can rectify that," she purred sensually, before she took his dick in her mouth.
"Well, I appreciate that," he moaned, her mouth feeling so good, "but I want to save my virginity for the one."
"I'm not the one?" Amber asked, after taking his cock out of her mouth, instantly wounded.
"You may be," he said, looking down at her beautiful vulnerable eyes, "but I want my first time to be special and perfect and I just need more time."
"I understand that," Amber nodded. "I wish I had waited longer."
"So, you understand?"
"Yeah, I do," Amber smiled, licking his dick. "But I'm going to continue tempting you."
"Please do," he said, as she wrapped her lips around his dick.
A load in her mouth, an orgasm from his tongue and a marathon anal session where Amber had two more orgasms and Kevin one, later they were cuddling in bed.
Kevin continued pondering about both his mom and his girlfriend.
.....
Over the next week plus, Kevin fucked Amber every day (in the ass, of course), pounded Macy in the ass a couple of times (including one in a public bathroom when she begged him), dropped a load all over his professor's face and had a wild threesome with one of Amber's friends (without using any mind control).
All the while, the situation with his mom continued to blossom into the ultimate temptation.
Amanda couldn't get the thought of being a mannequin out of her head, the surreal calmness of it.
As such, she asked her son to continue helping her be a perfect mannequin.
One day she dressed in camping gear, another day in tight running shorts, another time in a beautiful cocktail dress, another day as a maid. Each day, Kevin tested his mother; each day he got rock hard, and each day his touches became just slightly more intimate, always trying to push the boundary just slightly, wondering how far his mother would really let him go. Never touching her breasts or vagina, but each day moving closer and closer to the forbidden areas.
As much as Kevin was tempted, he was a nineteen-year-old boy after all, and his end goal was still the same... lose his virginity to his mother... but it had to be something she willingly agreed to. No way he would force it.
Meanwhile, Amanda was getting more and more confused. Why did she like her son's touch so much? Why did she look forward to these intimate moments? Why was she craving his touch? Why was she having dreams that ended with her having sex with her son? She continued to blame it on her lengthy dry spell, but every day the temptation seemed to grow inside her more and more. 'Is incest really such a bad thing?' she pondered to herself after the most recent touching where his fingers were teasingly close to her damp pussy.
Even though he still didn't think there was a real chance of anything more than the playful touching sessions, he was beginning to wonder if the possibility did exist... as such, he continued resisting the growing temptation to lose his virginity to his eager girlfriend.
Yet, as the days went on, Amanda could no longer deny it. The past few days her son's touch had been undeniably turning her on, making her wet and desperate for more. His soft hands gently caressing her shoulders, slithering ever so slowly down her legs and gliding teasingly close to her long neglected private parts was driving her mad with insatiable desire, creating a fire that she couldn't extinguish no matter how hard she tried with moral logic and motherly responsibility. The last two days she had pleasured herself in her room with her small vibrator, wishing it was bigger and more powerful, and each time as she reached climax, her son's face inexplicably popped into her head. She had considered stopping the unique mother-son bonding experience, knowing it was causing these taboo dreams, fantasies and feelings, but it really had helped with her job and she didn't merely enjoy the time with Kevin; it was her daily highlight.
So instead of quitting, like a mother should do, she did the opposite... she began to pose in sexier outfits, in hotter positions and scenarios, deciding to create fantasies for both of them...not sure she was willing to cross the line, but enjoying the attention she was getting from a man, albeit her son.
One day, she suggested they go for a swim in the backyard pool. Kevin didn't think it was anything out of the ordinary as they often spent the weekend lounging in and around the pool. Even though it was late January, in San Diego every day was a great day for a swim.
When Kevin came out of the house, he saw his mother standing there, lotion in her hand, in a beautiful two-piece bikini that didn't remotely hide her breasts and really showcased her legs. Kevin instantly had a tent in his trunks, one he couldn't hide.
Amanda saw the impact of her pose and outfit on her son and broke into a smile, before quickly returning to her stoic position in anticipation of her son's hands on her.
Kevin, seeing this as a beautiful opportunity to push the boundaries a bit, walked over to her and for the first time since doing this, talked during the playtime. "I think you need to be protected from the sun." Kevin laughed at the accidental pun as he took the lotion out of his mother's hands, just as Amanda had hoped he would.
Kevin poured the lotion liberally into his hands and slowly coated his mother's body from head to toe. He started with the back of her neck, shoulders and arms. His touch was purposefully sly and gentle, wanting to enjoy every second of it, yet also hoping somehow, someway, through his touch, his mother would see him not as a son, but as a man.
Amanda loved how soft and tender her son's touch was. Part of her wanted to just give in to her growing desires and kiss him, yet knowing that incest was wrong and she was the mother, she resisted even as her pussy burned for attention.
Kevin moved his hands between the beautiful crevice between his mom's breasts, his fingers dangerously close to the breasts he suckled on all those years ago. The temptation to go further was almost unbearable, but his respect for his mother overrode his own fantasies, instead testing the boundaries by moving teasingly close to her taboo parts.
Amanda couldn't think straight. She wanted him to cup her breasts, suck on her erect nipples, give her the long-resisted pleasure she barely remembered.
Kevin could see his mother's erect nipples through the thin bikini fabric and felt confident his touch was turning her on as much as it was him. Yet, not wanting to linger too long in one spot, he continued moving lower, spreading the lotion on her toned belly, hips and back.
Disappointment rushed through Amanda as he moved away from her breasts, even though she did love the feel of his hands all over her, especially her hips.
Kevin knelt in front of her, his face directly in front of his mom's vagina. He wondered if she was shaved...was she wet...was he really having the impact on her that he thought he was?
Again, as Amanda looked at her son below her, she was tempted to grab his head and pull him into her wet pussy. She knew he stared at her often, assumed she was likely a fantasy of his, having read online about many theories that all sons want to fuck their moms, but would he actually be willing to be more than a son; would a gentleman like Kevin fuck her hard like she wanted it? In reality, it was obvious to her, he was the only person she loved; the only one she could truly trust...why not do the only thing left that would show him she loved him unconditionally. He was her everything and the idea that he could be more than just a son...he could also be a lover was both appealing and yet terrifying.
Kevin felt his mouth water, the idea of tugging the skimpy bikini down and tasting her spinning in his head. He had to keep reminding himself she was his mother, even though, of course, he knew she was and that was what made the temptation even greater...his mother always having been his greatest stroke fantasy. Every girl he dated he compared to his mother and none, no matter how pretty, how sexy, could remotely live up to the woman he already loved...his mother.
After applying lotion to his mother's thighs, his fingers so close to her pussy, he slowly, like a snail, moved down his mother's legs, generously adding lotion to every inch of her toned legs all the way to her perfectly manicured feet.
Done, Kevin stood up and began moving her in a few different positions. He wanted to just bend her over, wanted to see her firm ass in that position, something he often imagined, but he resisted the temptation, reluctantly keeping it appropriate even as his cock begged for major inappropriateness.
Amanda's pussy was on fire. She desperately wanted him to touch her pussy and, if not, to be alone so she could touch it herself. Yet, the reality was she was helpless to deal with her lust at the moment, completely at the mercy of the hands of her sexy, but tentative son.
Eventually Kevin, deciding he was about to burst if he kept touching her, ended the sexual tension as he picked her up and tossed her into the pool before diving in himself. Both of them knew something was changing, yet both of them were unsure how to deal with the changing unspeakable relationship.
That afternoon Amanda went shopping and bought a couple new toys for the bedroom, her sexual appetite not being quenched by her tiny vibrator. A ten-inch dildo, an eight-inch vibrator with a dozen speeds and a massage wand were all things she looked forward to experimenting with to keep her sexually satiated and also to keep her from walking into her son's room and raping him...although she was pretty confident, he would love it.
Each day Amanda posed in a new outfit, each day Kevin's touches grew more and more intimate, and each day both of them pleasured themselves with fantasies of crossing the line that was blurring more and more every day.
As much as Kevin was getting more aggressive with his touching, Amanda was getting more seductive in her attire choices and scenarios:
-She lounged in the hot tub wearing a sexy one-piece.
-She sat on a running washing machine barely able to not come while her son moved her around, oblivious to the impact of the vibrations of the machine on her pussy.
-She posed in all white lingerie: bra, garter, stockings and thong that had Kevin near eruption at first sight, her legs looking sexy as hell in the silk stockings. Kevin, of course, spent even longer touching her legs, the feeling of the silk a major turn-on.
-Then she pushed the envelope even further, sauntering in late one evening wearing a Catwoman outfit, knowing full well that her son loved Batman and particularly the original Catwoman: Julie Newmar, whom he met once on a shoot she was at when he was younger. This was the day that Kevin, without a doubt, knew his mother was enjoying this...enjoying the intimate moments with him...but did teasing him and enjoying it mean she was willing to cross the line? Kevin was both horny and confused and wanting to know if he should push it further.
During these teasing days, Kevin indeed did get more aggressive. He began to tell her to freeze randomly throughout the day while she was cooking or doing housework. He started getting bolder as well, building confidence by inferring his mother's outfit choices were a hint of her desire. He began to slyly move his hands over her chest, never stopping but definitely crossing a line, and even began kissing her arms, neck and ear.
For Amanda, her neck was her trigger button and her knees gave out every time her neck was touched by his lips. Kevin, of course, noticed that his mother not only moved every time he kissed her neck, but her whole neck would go red. This was an advantage he planned to keep working on in his attempt to eventually sleep with his mom.
Amanda, her hunger to somehow make this relationship sexual growing with every day, every touch, considered a blunter approach. As her son was definitely getting more aggressive, but still not going for the sexual jugular, she created a conversation to push the situation further.
Dressed in a ridiculously sexy cheerleader outfit, wearing pigtails, and standing up with her arms in the air with Pom Poms in her hands, she posed in his bedroom, another not-so-subtle hint of her intentions.
Kevin gasped when he walked into his bedroom and saw his mother in the outfit. Like all teenage boys, cheerleaders are like kryptonite. His cock immediately got hard and he tried to slyly adjust himself, but his mother noticed.


Amanda couldn't help but smile at seeing her impact on her son, sensing the intimate end was close.
"Kevin, I almost got fired today," Amanda lied, her boss now actually very happy with her performance, while remaining stoic.
"Really, why?" Kevin asked, surprised, knowing she was very good at the job now, his cock begging to be released from its fabric prison.
"Well, a few perverts are slyly touching my vagina and making me moan," she admitted, "plus, my nipples get hard so easily when touched sexually."
Kevin, sensing another naughty opportunity, asked, as he walked in front of her, "So you need to be able to be molested and not react?"
"Yes," she nodded.
"Do you want me to help you with this?" Kevin asked.
"Please," she agreed, watching as her son's hands went to her breasts. Unlike before when he slowly moved his hands over them, this time he cupped them.
Kevin couldn't believe he was being allowed to feel his mother's breasts, breasts he had fantasized about forever. He wanted to suck on her nipples, but instead gave a firm squeeze before moving behind her and slowly putting his hand on her back and guiding her forward to finally bend her over like he had wanted to since day one of this crazy mannequin playtime.
Amanda, having given so many hints, was hoping he would take those hints and just flip up the skimpy skirt, tug down her thong and bury his cock in her pussy; but instead, he slowly moved his hand over her ass, squeezing it firmly. Amanda barely held in a moan, the anticipation of more fogging her head.
Kevin pondered just asking her, 'Do you want me to fuck you?', but his shy, at least with his mother, conservative demeanour rejected the lustful arrogant male persona that just wasn't him. Instead, he moved his hand nervously between his mother's legs and to her crotch for the first time. To his surprise, as his fingers touched her pussy, he felt wetness.
Amanda couldn't help it; she moaned loudly, her growing lust to be with her son only enhancing the pleasure. Shame briefly cascaded through her at allowing her son to touch her pussy, yet lust overpowered the shame as she instead wiggled slightly against his fingers.
Kevin acknowledged, "You definitely do need to work on this."
"I knooooow," Amanda whimpered, wishing he would slide his fingers beneath the thin fabric and finger fuck her.
His fingers lingered a few seconds before he suggested, "I think all this weekend I will test you."
"Okay," she agreed, feeling a sudden emptiness as his fingers moved away.
"Unfortunately, I am meeting up with Ryan tonight," Kevin reluctantly said, looking at the clock and realizing he was going to be late, annoyed he had already made plans.
"Actually, I'm going to be late."
"Oh, okay," she said, more disappointment hitting her.
Kevin promised, "Trust me, I'll push you this weekend."
"Promises, promises," Amanda flirted, standing up and turning around to coyly smile at her son.
That night, Amanda fell onto her bed and began frantically rubbing herself, coming in seconds. As she lay there completely spent, she wondered what more she had to do to make her son know, without a doubt, how much she wanted him.
.....
Kevin told Amber he was going away for the weekend... a weekend he decided he would try to cross the line.
Amanda decided she would find a way to make her son catch on she was willing to let him fuck her.
That morning, Amanda dressed in only her underwear and a long man's button-up shirt as she made breakfast for them.
Kevin came in and his morning wood stayed awake and he snapped his fingers.
Amanda smiled as she froze with a spatula in one hand and a pan in the other.
Kevin moved to her, took the items out of her hands, and hugged her. He then fondled her breasts and moved in so his lips were just brushing hers.
Amanda wanted to kiss him, to give in to the lust she had been feeling grow more and more each day until it was at the undeniable fever pitch it now was.
Kevin continued getting more brazen, squeezing his mother's breasts, almost kissing her, moving his hand to her vagina. Being confident, he moved his fingers inside his mom's panties.
Amanda moaned, shocked by her son's finally brazen touch of intimacy... and wanting her son's finger to slide inside her.
Kevin teased his mom's pussy while staring into her eyes, looking for an invitation to do more... even though all he saw was a vacant space as she drifted into her mannequin state.
Amanda was about to burst, the intense intimacy of the touches, the look of lust in his eyes, being so close to crossing the taboo, but unable to go all in. Frozen in a state of an erotic void.
Kevin decided to go for broke, and after a couple minutes of teasing her, put his other hand on her cheeks, moved in and gave his mother a deep, you're-not-just-my-mother, kiss, while continuing to tease her pussy.
She remained stoic as her son kissed her. She tried to kiss him back but was helpless. Stiff as stone.
Kevin realized the kiss was indeed like kissing a mannequin and instructed, "Your lips are soft and sensual and you may move your mouth."
Instantly, Amanda felt the ability to move her lips... just her lips... and when his tongue parted her lips, she responded with tongue also. The kiss lasted minutes, both of them doing no more, no less, than kissing, his finger never going any further. Amanda couldn't believe how natural it felt, the weeks of waiting somehow further enhancing the moment. Kevin meanwhile couldn't believe this was happening. The whole time he was kissing her, exploring her mouth, he was wondering what he should do next.
Amanda suddenly felt a wave of guilt after a few minutes of kissing her son...she was committing incest. Feeling overwhelmed, she broke the kiss and stammered, "T-t-thanks for the practice."
Kevin nodded, "Sure thing, Mom," but felt like he had been punched in the gut. He was sure he had read the signs properly, and being rejected made him disillusioned with the whole thing. He counted back down and allowed his mother to regain her ability to move.
They ate in relative silence, and then Kevin dejectedly prepared to leave for his job at the mall.
Amanda felt guilt all breakfast, both for her lustful desire for her son and for pushing him away, seeing in his eyes the hurt the rejection had on him. Wanting to make it up to him, she suggested, "Kevin, let's hang out tonight."
Kevin couldn't read his mom anymore. Before being pushed away today, he would have hoped that this meant crossing the line; yet, now he wasn't so sure; but hoping it was still a possibility, he agreed tentatively, "Sure."
All day, Amanda replayed the past month; she replayed how increasingly intimate it had gotten; she replayed his hands on her breasts and his finger touching her pussy; lastly, she replayed the morning's kiss. In the end, the evidence was there and undeniable; without a doubt she wanted her son; she saw him as a man, a lover.
She decided she was going to go for the sexual kill, putting herself out there completely.
She was going to make herself completely vulnerable by giving herself to her son. She went shopping and purchased red sexy lingerie: bra, thong and thigh high stockings.
She got into the outfit and lay on her son's bed waiting for him to get home.
Kevin came home feeling a mixture of excitement and trepidation. The look in his mother's eyes as he left gave him hope, yet being pushed away when he kissed her, albeit after a few minutes and a lot of passion, confused him.
Walking in the house, he closed the door and heard his Mom call out, "I'm in your room, honey."
Immediately, Kevin's cock hardened as he walked towards his room. Excited, praying he hadn't read all the signs wrong, he walked into his room to see his mother on all fours, on his bed, in all red lingerie.
"What do you think?" Amanda asked.
"You look amazing," the son said.
"Just amazing?" she asked playfully, as she moved one leg over her other.
"Beautiful, a goddess, utter perfection," he listed off, admiring her from about twelve feet away.
"Not sexy?" she asked, lifting one sexy sole up towards her son.
"Do you want the truth?" he asked.
"Yes, tell me exactly what you are thinking," she replied.
"Then yes, you are sexy and the hottest woman I have ever met," he answered, then added, "but to be honest, I am always sexually excited when I am around you."
"Kevin, what are you saying?" she asked, although not shocked, like a mother should be, but rather confirming what she already knew... wanting to hear her son say it.
"Mom," he said, glancing at her and her legs, "you are the most beautiful woman in the world and someone I...."
"Someone I....?"
"I wasn't to fuck," he bluntly said.
"Son," she said, softly... finally getting the one hundred percent confirmation that her son wanted what she wanted.
"My fetish, all my fantasies are all about you," he continued, having passed the line of no return... although the fact that his mom was in all red sexy lingerie and stockings had given him the confidence he needed.
"Kevin," she said, her heart oddly warming with the declaration and her pussy with need.
"Son, mannequin me," she said, as she stood up and walked to him.
"You sure?" Kevin asked, excited but surprised and the new term 'mannequin me'. A term she really liked.
"Yes, I want to be an empty vessel," she said, "I want...."
"What do you want?"
"I want you to turn me into a mannequin and use me as you wish," she whispered, so horny, as her hand brazenly and with clear intent went to her son's dick. "I want you to be the one."
"You do?" Kevin asked, the words he wanted to hear and yet a little overwhelmed by them.
"Yes, I love you, son, and I want you to love me," she said.
"I do love you," Kevin said, his heart warming.
"And I want you to turn me into a fuck toy mannequin and use me any way you wish," she wickedly said, shocked by her own words, yet feeling her body burn with agreement as she said them.
"Oh my," Kevin groaned.
"Yes, son, tonight I want you to use me in every way you have ever imagined," she smiled, rubbing his cock in his pants.
Amanda then leaned forward and kissed her son with lustful passion.
Kevin kissed her back and for a couple of minutes their tongues danced in each other's mouths as lust... desire... passion... forbidden fruit...consumed both of them.
Kevin broke the kiss and said, "I have wanted this so long."
"Mmmmmm," she purred, as she saw her son glance down at her feet. "You love Mommy's nylon-clad feet, don't you?"
"Oh yes," he nodded, as he moved his fingers together to snap.
"Mmmmmm, tell me what to do, son," she said, as she put her arms on her hips to let her son admire her amazing MILF body.
"You want to be my obedient Mommy?" Kevin asked.
"Yes, son, I want to be your pet Mommy," she said, a term she had read in some erotica she had been reading since the idea of incest began.
"I will turn you into a complete frozen slut," he stressed, wanting to make sure she understood completely what his plan was.
"So, you will be a Mother-fucker?" she asked, as she moved her left hand to her pussy and parted her lips.
"Shit," he said, that two-word description making his dick twitch in his pants. He then pulled his pants and underwear down and pulled out his big hard cock.
"Holy shit," the mother gasped at the impressive package aimed right at her... bigger than she had imagined and fantasized.
Kevin then snapped his finger and she froze in place.
She felt herself suddenly unable to move. He whispered as he stood before her, "You are so beautiful, so perfect, a complete mindless slut for your son."
She wanted to respond, to agree, her body burning with lustful submission, but she was unable to do anything but stand there.
He added, "Your erogenous zones are super sensitive when touched by me."
As he began to slowly stroke his cock between her soft fingers he whispered, "You are a beautiful Mommy. You feel perfectly comfortable in the mindless state of Mommy-slut. You love being Mannequin Mommy."
She felt his cock slide into her hand as she felt her brain again go to mush. All she wanted was to relax and allow her son to use her in any way he wished.
"Oh yeah, you are so hot, Mommy," he moaned as he slowly pumped his dick in and out of his mom's hand while admiring her perfect MILF body.
Amanda was so relaxed as she accepted this was her purpose, to be a pleasure vessel to her son. It made her body tingle and her pussy dampen even in her paralyzed state.
"Yes, you will be my Barbie bitch," he said, as he pulled his dick out from her hand and cupped his mom's breasts, before sucking on her left nipple.
The mannequin mother moaned, although no sound came out, as she was discovering even in this helpless state of stone her body could feel pleasure... intense pleasure.
Kevin had been enjoying his power over his girlfriend and the others, but this was a whole other level of satisfaction. He had dreamt of this a plethora of times... she was his ultimate fantasy and she was willingly allowing it to happen. This made it even more satisfying.
He went back and forth between the two breasts, two breasts he had once used for nutrition, in awe of their perfection.
Amanda wished she could moan; she wished she could beg for him to bend her over and fuck her; her nipples had always been her quickest trigger to arousal, that and wine, and her long-neglected pussy was begging for attention. She could feel it tingle... feel the wetness inside her.
While Kevin was enjoying this, he also wanted to hear her moans. "You're not being a very good mannequin today, Mom," he scolded playfully. He instructed, "You may talk."
"I'm a bad Mommmmmmmmy," she moaned, ready to commit the ultimate sin.
"You need to be able to stay frozen while getting stimulated."
"I know, but it's so hard." After a moment, she added, wanting her son's cock in her mouth, "Maybe I need something in my mouth to keep me quiet."
Kevin asked, a dream finally coming true, "Is that what Mommy wants, her mouth filled?"
"Yes, baby," she agreed, "Mommy desperately wants to have her mouth filled completely."
Kevin repositioned his mother to the floor and onto her knees; her face now directly in front of his crotch.
Amanda's eyes got big seeing her son's cock so up close and personal. Her son's cock was long, hard and thick. Her mouth watered and automatically opened up ready to receive her son's cock.
Kevin looked down at his mom, her open mouth so inviting, but again hesitated. He asked, wanting to hear her say it, "Does Mommy mannequin still want her mouth filled?"
"God, yes," Amanda replied, the hard cock an inch from her waiting mouth.
Kevin moved forward and slid his cock inside his mom's mouth.
Amanda's pussy burned the moment her mouth was full. She wanted to bob on the big hard cock, but remained frozen instead as her son began to fuck her mouth.
Kevin was in heaven. His greatest fantasy was happening as he slowly moved his cock in and out of his mom's mouth. He knew he wasn't going to last long; the anticipation building for weeks, and after less than a couple of minutes of slowly moving back and forth, he was close to coming. He pulled out and asked, "Does Mommy mannequin swallow?"
"Mommy mannequin does whatever her son asks her to," she responded, wanting him to understand she was giving herself mind, body and soul to her son.
Kevin slid his cock back into her mouth, moving his cock faster. After just a few strokes, he groaned and declared, "Here it comes, Mommmmmmmmy."
Amanda hadn't swallowed cum in years, but like riding a bike you never forget the skill, and when the cum shot into her mouth she eagerly swallowed her son's seed.
Kevin continued slowly moving in and out until every last drop of his cum had been deposited. Pulling out, he lifted her back onto [onto?? her feet? into his arms?...] to carry her to the bed.
Amanda couldn't believe how her body remained stoic while being carried.
He lay her on her back and decided it was time to worship perfection.
Amanda lay there both vulnerable and excited; with the line now crossed, the guilt and trepidation dissipated completely.
Kevin lifted her right stocking-clad leg up and moved her foot to his lips. He sucked on each toe individually through the sheer silk stocking.
Amanda had never had her feet pleasured, other than a massage, and as she watched her son treat her with such tenderness, she fell even more in love with him... even though she couldn't feel it.
Kevin replicated the attention on the other foot and then lowered her mother's legs back onto the bed.
He spread her legs and moved his hands up and down her silky stocking legs.
"Put my feet together and fuck my feet," Amanda suggested, something she knew he would like.
"Mommy, you know me too well," he smiled, as he did just that. Moving her legs back together, bent them slightly, kneeling on the bed, grabbed her feet and slid his dick between the soles.
"I know what my man needs," she replied, not able to feel her son's cock between her feet in her statute state, but able to see her son's happiness. That said, she wanted his cock in her mouth and in her pussy.
"I've fantasized about this for so long," he said.
"Turning me into a mindless mannequin?" she asked.
"No, making you mine," he said.
"Well, I am completely yours," she guaranteed, willingly giving herself mind, body and soul to her son.
He could have fucked these silky soles forever, and he would definitely do this until he came at some other point, but he wanted to taste her, to fuck her, to make her come.
He pulled his dick out, spread her legs, as his mom said, "Please, baby, I need to be fucked so bad."
"Soon," he said, as he moved to her firm breasts and hard nipples.
"Oh God, baby," she moaned, "you have found my weak spot."
"You are my weak spot," Kevin responded.
"You know just what to saaaaay," she whimpered, her body and mind going to mush.
After a couple of minutes of worshipping each big tit before he slowly slithered his way down, his tongue never breaking contact, between her breasts, swirling around her belly button and eventually reaching her sweet spot.
"Go ahead, baby," Amanda purred, "lick Mommy's pussy."
He didn't need any further encouragement as he leaned forward and began licking his mom's glistening pussy lips.
"God, yes, baby," she encouraged, "I've been waiting for this for so looong."
"Really?" Kevin asked, surprised to hear such a declaration.
"Yes, baby, I want you to be my son and lover," she continued, throwing her heart on her sleeve (that is, if she had been wearing any).
She may have been in a mannequin state, but somehow that increased the pleasure in ways she couldn't understand or explain. "Oh yes, eat Mommy's pussy."
"You taste so good," the son complimented, amazed by the exquisite taste of his mother's pussy.
"Oh, son," she moaned as his tongue explored her pussy lips. Yes, she had been orally pleasured by very experienced lesbians or bi-women; this was somehow more stimulating and exciting. She could feel her orgasm rising rapidly. Even in a mannequin state she could thankfully still feel pleasure... her pussy was definitely not made of stone.
"I want to taste your come, Mom," Kevin said. "I want you to come all over your son's face."
"Oh, baby, I can't say no to you," she moaned, "but please let me move. I want to grab your head. I want to rub my feet all over your back. I want to show you how much I want to be your slut."
"Okay," he said, between licks, "three-two-one."
As soon as she felt her extremities back, she moved both her hands to his head, lifted up her ass and pressed his face deep in her oasis, while moving her legs to his ass and began rubbing her feet on him.


"Oh yes, son, eat Mommy's pussy, finger fuck her cunt," she wickedly said, only using that nasty word when close to climax.
Kevin obliged, sliding two fingers inside her wet pussy, and pumping them in and out while he really worked over the clit.
"Oh yes, finger fuck, Mommy, fuck me, eat me, suck on my clit, oh yes, son, fuck, fuck, fuuuuuuuuuck!" Amanda rambled on for a glorious undetermined amount of time before she erupted and flooded her excessive cum on his face.
Kevin lapped it up eagerly, a rush of adrenaline coursing through him at making his mother cum.
"Were you serious that you are a vaginal virgin?" she asked.
"Yes," he said, "I have been saving myself for you."
"That is sweet."
"You are my only true love," he said, this sounding corny considering the situation.
"You are mine too, and now, I want your big cock in me," she moaned, desperate to feel his cock inside her even as she continued to feel the orgasm hit her. "Let Mommy take your virginity."
Those were the words he had been dreaming of forever and he quickly moved up, positioned his stiff cock at his mom's cunt and watched as it disappeared inside her.
"Oh yessssssss, Kevin, fuck Mommy," she moaned, as the final line was crossed.
"Oh God, Mommmm," he groaned, in awe of the reality that his cock was now buried in his dream woman, his mom... a pussy having a substantially different feel than a mouth or asshole.
"Now it's been a long time since Mommy's been fucked," she said.
"Well, I want you to mannequin mommy and fuck me in whatever positions you want," she said. "Use me however you wish."
"Fuck, Mom," Kevin said. "You are so unbelievably hot."
"Mannequin me," she said, then added, "but I want to be able to feel all the pleasure."
Kevin snapped his fingers and his mother froze in place. "You are a mannequin slut who gets more and more aroused with each stroke inside any of your holes."
Amanda heard her son's words as he moved her hands to her sides and pulled her knees up to her chest.
Kevin said, "This is one of the positions I read about that deeply penetrates and pleasures a woman," before he positioned his dick and looked at his mother.
Amanda's facial expression was blank and yet in her eyes he could see lust. He took a deep breath and slid his dick inside his mother... another fantasy in a plethora of fantasies suddenly coming true.
Amanda moaned loudly in her head as she felt instant uncontrollable fire and watched her son's face in utter euphoria as he began fucking her.
Kevin pumped his dick inside his mom, feeling such a rush of adrenaline. At this angle he could get really deep and knew he would have to try it with his other pets. He slammed into her hard, making his mom bounce a little.
Having just come in her mouth, he knew he would last a while and after a couple of minutes of deep pounding, pulled out.
He rolled her onto her side in the exact same position and moved behind her.
Amanda felt so helpless which somehow enhanced her excitement in this vapid state of mind.
"I fucking love my mannequin Mommy," he said, as he slid back into her from behind.
Amanda loved being a mannequin Mommy, as each stroke inside her from her son's big cock made her body burn in her complete stoic state. The contradiction between inner fire and outer hardness was unbelievably cathartic.
He moved her into three or four positions and watched his mannequin Mommy come when he had her back on her back, legs together up in the air as he licked her salty silky soles.
Amanda couldn't believe the pleasure inside her as the most intense orgasm ever ripped through her. She couldn't move; she couldn't scream; she couldn't really think; as such as all she could do was feel and it was a surreal different sensation of pleasure.
After a couple of minutes of feeling his mother come, he pulled out, repositioned her, putting her on all fours, with her face on a pillow for comfort, having learned the risks of making her a helpless mannequin in previous encounters, and pounded her from behind.
As he did, he whispered into her ear, "You will always come when you feel your son come in your pussy, come in your mouth, come on your face or come in your asshole."
Amanda heard the words and mentally agreed even with the taboo anal suggestion. She would do anything for her son, anything for this pleasure.
After a couple more minutes, he counted down 3-2-1 and instantly Amanda begged, "Oh fuck, son, pound Mommy, give me all that family dick."
"You like being my slut, Mommy?" he asked, as he slammed into her hard from behind.
"Oh fuck, son, I love being your Mommy-slut," she moaned, her orgasm so close. "Now be a real mother fucking stud and come in Mommy."
"Oh yeah, I'm going to nut deep in your pussy, Mommy," Kevin encouraged, such a major rush hearing her desperate pleading and wild moans.
"Harder, hammer Mommy's hole harder, fill Mommy up," she begged, the nasty talk and constant reminder of their incestuous taboo act adding to the pure euphoria she was feeling.
As Kevin fucked her, Amanda continued talking, wanting to hear him talk dirty too, "Oh yes, baby, tell me I'm your Mommy, your sexy, fuck toy Mommy."
"Oh fuck, yes, you're my Mommy-slut, my Mommy cum dump, my three-hole fuck toy," he listed off.
"Yes, don't stop, you mother fucker," she moaned wildly.
"Now, my Mommy fuck toy, tell me how much you want my cum," Kevin encouraged, as he slammed into his mom as hard as he could.
"Oh fuck, fuck me, fuck me, you dirty Mother-fucker and give me all that cum," Amanda wickedly moaned, her one orgasm just fading away finally as another one was imminent. Plus, for reasons she didn't understand, she loved using the phrase 'Mother-fucker'.
"Oh fuck, Mom, fuck, here it comes," Kevin grunted, and spewed his second load of the amazing incestuous encounter.
The moment she felt the dick twitch and explode inside her, Amanda screamed, as another orgasm ripped through her.
"Oh yeah, Mommy," Kevin moaned as he kept pumping his load inside her.
"Fill me up, baby," the delirious mother said in a lustful daze.
Once done, he pulled out and collapsed on the bed; Amanda rolled onto her back and snuggled up to her son even as she felt cum ooze out of her well-fucked pussy.
"So, that was amazing," she said.
"Perfection," Kevin said as he kissed her.
"I want to give you permission to mannequin Mommy anytime you want," she said.
"You sure?" he asked, although he loved the offer.
"Yes, honey," she said, "the mannequin orgasm was the most intense I had ever experienced."
"Interesting," he pondered.
"Plus, I really like being a Mommy-slut-pet-fuck-toy-cum-dump," she said.
"And I really love being a Mother-fucker," he said, leaning in and kissing her.
"And did you call your mother a three-hole fuck toy?" she asked.
"Well," he smiled, "a real Mommy slut would also be an ass slut."
"Well, I guess you have one more load to drop tonight," Amanda said, moving to suck her son's shrinking cock.
THE END
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Turning Contest: An Upset Bridesmaid
Summary: Furious bridesmaid ends up in wicked lesbian 4-some.
All characters in sexual situations are 18 years of age and older.
Thanks to hfernandez1983 for the story idea suggestion.
Thanks to OhDave1, Shuj for proofreading and Small_Island for editing.
THE TURNING CONTEST is a week-long competition between five MILF best friends over who can turn more straight teens, college girls and women.
The prize: The winner gets a weekend with the other four women's 18-year-old daughters.
Although each story definitely stands on its own, this is the thirty-third seduction scene. Here is a quick refresher of what has happened so far.
1. Turning Contest: A Beautiful Blonde, in which seductress VERONICA STONE seduces a teen in her clothing store.
2. Turning Contest: A Cute Maid, in which reluctant seductress (she is more a submissive) and rich wife CAROL WHITE seduces and dominates her temporary maid.
3. Turning Contest: A Delicious Model, in which seductress and casting agent PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute 19-year-old model who is auditioning for a part in the new Matt Damon movie.
4. Turning Contest: A Desperate Asian, in which black professor CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a shy Japanese student in her office.
5. Turning Contest: A Dominated Thief, in which store owner VERONICA STONE molests an 18-year-old who tried to steal from her store.
6. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bday Girl, in which married seductress JASMINE JONES molests, seduces and fucks a 21-year-old birthday girl at a club.
7. Turning Contest: A Drunk Bride 2 Be, in which JASMINE JONES continues her night at the club by seducing a friend of the birthday girl as well as a bride-to-be at her bachelorette party.
8. Turning Contest: A Edible Waitress, in which CRYSTAL WATSON seduces a cute, big breasted, 18-year-old waitress at an open-all-night diner.
9. Turning Contest: A Fashionable Cutie, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces a cute Victoria's Secret saleswoman in a change room.
10. Turning Contest: A Fateful Birthday, in which CAROL WHITE seduces a chubby girl at the beach and doubles down on a peeping Belle.
11. Turning Contest: A Former Student, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into a former student, goes back to her place and seduces her slyly.
12. Turning Contest: A Friend in Need, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces, somewhat by accident, her good friend who just caught her husband sucking cock in her kitchen.
13. Turning Contest: A Friend of Amy's, in which VERONICA STONE gets her third turn with a surprisingly quirky nerd with the assistance of her first seduction (turn 1: A Beautiful Blonde).
14. Turning Contest: A Girl Guide's Sis, in which JASMINE JONES seduces an 18-year-old selling cookies for her younger sister and who just happens to be her own daughter's cross-town rival.
15. Turning Contest: A Hit & Lick, in which CRYSTAL WATSON is hit from behind at a red light by a teen girl and uses the opportunity to get not one, but two turns seducing the nerdish driver and her Muslim friend.
16. Turning Contest: A Kinky Cuckquean, in which VERONICA STONE catches two teens having sex in one of her dressing rooms and uses it to blackmail them into submitting sexually to her.
17. Turning Contest: A Kismet Encounter, in which CRYSTAL WATSON bumps into her daughter's grade three teacher in line at a coffee shop and brings her home for a sweet seduction.
18. Turning Contest: A Lick for a Raise, in which VERONICA STONE turns a good employee who may be trying to blackmail her, into a pussy licking and strap-on taking pet.
19. Turning Contest: A Lick Shop, in which PORTIA JAMES seduces and turns a mother and daughter individually at a fancy dress shop.
20. Turning Contest: A Lift, in which PORTIA JAMES picks up and turns an elderly woman stranded on the side of the road.
21. Turning Contest: A Maître D, in which PORTIA JAMES continues her hot streak seducing a young southern belle at a five-star restaurant.
22. Turning Contest: A Makeover, in which CRYSTAL WATSON with her daughter's help seduces a shy nerd using vegetables as an appetizer.
23. Turning Contest: A Mommy Fantasy, in which CAROL WHITE meets up with a young stranger to role-play a wicked Mommy lesbian fantasy.
24. Turning Contest: A Mormon Visit, in which VERONICA STONE gets a visit from a pair of Mormon girls who she challenges about their faith and seduces both of them.
25. Turning Contest: A Mother-In-Law, in which JASMINE JONES gets a call from her upset mother-in-law. One thing leads to another and she fucks her 65-year-old mother-in-law and invites her daughter over to join in a family threesome.
26. Turning Contest: A Movie Theatre, in which CAROL WHITE meets up with an earlier turn in the day, Tabitha, where she services the birthday girl again and seduces the teen's best friend for a wild threesome.
27. Turning Contest: A Muslim, in which JASMINE JONES slyly seduces a wealthy
Muslim woman.
28. Turning Contest: A Pizza Delivery, in which CRYSTAL WATSON gets a surprise
turn possibility from a cute pizza delivery girl that turns into a wild night of sex and the
taking of all three of her holes.
29. Turning Contest: A Porn Shop, in which VERONICA STONE ends up at a porn
shop where she meets a woman divorced that day and helps her enjoy an abundance
of cock at a glory hole.
30. Turning Contest: A Pregnant Woman, in which JASMINE JONES seduces and
helps induce a past-her-due-date woman that leads to a threesome in a bathroom.
31. Turning Contest: A Princess, in which, PORTIA JAMES finally gets a seduction at the gala befriending a lonely Norwegian princess and taking her back to her hotel room for some liberating sex and forever changing the young woman.
32. Turning Contest: A Sleepover Orgy, in which CAROL WHITE goes to an all-girls' sleepover and turns it into a five-woman orgy while turning three more horny teens.
TURNING CONTEST: AN UPSET BRIDESMAID
There had been quite the chaos once word broke of Krista's water breaking. So much so it took a while for the wedding party to get back into full swing... and truth be told it never really did.
Many, if not most guests left by midnight, just twenty minutes since the pregnant woman's unusual inducement. Though, of course, none knew that two lesbians had literally fucked the recalcitrant baby out of the desperate-to-deliver mother.
As for Jasmine, while still on a high from the freaky bathroom threesome with her recent turn, the Muslim businesswoman Yanika, and her newest, the pregnant Krista, she was about to give up on scoring another as the pickings for an eighth turn were quickly dwindling. All but the bridesmaid Zelda who were potential prey seemed to have disappeared. And, truth be told, she hadn't seen her in over twenty minutes.
She was considering leaving, perhaps just having Yanika come back to the hotel room for a night cap romp when her phone buzzed.
She didn't even want to check the score but, of course, she did.
The first turn of Sunday morning was from Portia and a three-way tie for first now existed without her.
Fortunately it was the only turn since she'd posted her own score of Krista more than half an hour before.
Score at 12:11 AM on Sunday:
Scorecard:
Crystal: 8
Portia: 8
Veronica: 8
Jasmine: 7
Carol: 5
Perhaps things were coming to a close for the night for everyone and she could stop worrying and pick up tomorrow. Still, she sighed.
"What?" Yanika asked almost with a yawn, pretty tired, she wasn't really a stay up past midnight kind of woman. More an early riser and early to bed type of woman.
"Another turn," Jasmine said, showing Yanika her phone. They were both at a table by themselves as they had a drink.
"Well, you are only one behind," the Muslim beauty said.
"True, but there are a lot fewer fish in the sea." Jasmine nodded at the mostly empty ballroom.
"Yeah, who knew a woman going into labour would be such a party pooper."
"Who knew a Middle Eastern woman used the words 'party pooper'?" Jasmine teased.
"We could just take Carrie and give her one last wedding present," Yanika suggested, still here despite her tiredness because she was really enjoying this time with her new friend and perhaps lover, but also, she was still kind of horny. After years of dying sexual pleasure, the dam had broken and she was revved up and ready for more.
"It wouldn't be the first time a woman has consummated her marriage with me instead of or alongside her new husband," Jasmine smiled, her hand under the table gently caressing this woman's leg. It was rare for a turn to stick around. It was even rarer for her to want them to. She couldn't explain it, but there was something special about this woman.
"You're so bad."
"I do like brides," Jasmine shrugged, looking over to tonight's bride and seeing her talking to her groom. Carrie didn't seem thrilled.
"Trouble in paradise?" Yanika asked, turning her gaze to where the newly married couple were.
"Did you know most married couples don't consummate their marriage on their wedding day?" Jasmine asked.
"No, I assumed that was a sure thing."
"Far from it," Jasmine said, recalling her own crazy wedding day all those years ago, although the lesbian orgy during the bridesmaids' pictures did give her more than enough sexual release for the day. As did Portia fucking her during the evening festivities while others searched for her. "It's a long day. The woman is up super early to get ready. The ceremony is long and stressful. Photos all afternoon. The dinner and speeches. The dance. Something always goes wrong. By the end you just want to crash."
"I guess that makes sense," Yanika said, Jasmine not making a wedding sound all that great. The one thing in her life she had not checked off her childhood bucket list... getting married. She had always imagined a massive gala back home. Her wedding even would include an elephant.
"It's pretty much foreshadowing for the shit show marriage becomes," Jasmine laughed. Only Carol and her were still married out of the five of them and only Carol seemed to still love her husband. Actually, that wasn't fair. Jasmine loved Paul; she just didn't love love Paul. The flame of attraction and desire had faded a while ago.
"Not happy in your marriage?" Yanika asked. Jasmine wasn't wearing a wedding ring, but she detected the tan line where one used to sit.
"Not for some time," Jasmine admitted. Wanting to clarify things, she added, "He is a good man. He is a good father. Just the flame has flickered out completely."
"Why are you with him?" Yanika asked. She was a little surprised this strong-willed woman wouldn't leave a loveless marriage.
"I told myself it was for Candace," Jasmine said, which had been the truth. But now that their daughter was eighteen that was a pretty weak argument. She also liked her in-laws and really, really, really had come to love her mother-in-law a few hours ago. Mostly, she just wasn't sure she was ready to live on her own. Candace would be heading off to college and the idea of being an empty nester terrified her, although she had never admitted that to anyone.
"Your daughter?"
"Yes."
"How old?"
"Eighteen."
"Staying home next year or no?"
"Likely heading to college out east," Jasmine said, feeling a sense of melancholy. She didn't like to think of this.
"She your only child?"
"Yeah, believe it or not, all four of my best friends only had one child and all within a few months of each other," Jasmine said.
"That is a little crazy."
"And we all had girls."
"If I ever had a child," Yanika said, this conversation a bit of a downer, yet also more real, "I'd want to have a daughter first."
For some reason, wanting to change this sad show of feelings and wanting to shock this woman she was really enjoying time with, Jasmine said with a wicked smile, "Yeah, they do come with benefits."
There was a lengthy silence as Yanika processed that sentence as Jasmine squeezed her leg high up the thigh when she said it. Finally, she asked, "Like benefits, benefits?"
"Yeah, this might disgust you, this may have you walk away and leave, but me and all four of my best friends' last kinky bet before this one, was to each seduce and turn our daughters into our submissive pets after they turned eighteen," Jasmine revealed.
"No," Yanika gasped. This was absolutely scandalous and yet somehow made her even more fascinated by this woman and her friends.
"Yeah, we are all deviant sluts," Jasmine smiled as she moved her hand under Yanika's dress.
"There could be worse things to be," the recently deflowered Qatari woman laughed, automatically parting her legs a little to allow easier access to her burning pussy. The idea this woman had seduced her own daughter was so perversely twisted and yet hot.
"Indeed," Jasmine said, looking over to see Carrie was now alone and drinking, more like downing, a whole glass of wine. "You're not disgusted by my incestuous seduction?"
"Somehow it just draws me into your wickedness more," Yanika said, wanting those fingers in her pussy.
"Well, then we may have even more fun together," Jasmine said, her fingers getting closer and closer to the woman's crotch.
"I hope so," Yanika said, feeling an ever-stronger magnetic attraction to this woman.
"I'm not sure another turn is available tonight, but we could perhaps give the bride a fun threesome."
"We should definitely give her a wedding night to remember," Yanika said, just as Jasmine's fingers reached her wet pussy, which was still uncovered following her own turning not long before up in Jasmine's hotel suite.
The seductress was pleased to find the full pussy lips wet and swollen and protruding through the bush. She gave a little diddle, and the action seemed to trigger an immediate reaction in the world around them. As if the Cupid of Lesbian Turns had shot an arrow, Zelda walked in and right to Carrie.
"Well, what about a foursome?" Yanika asked hoarsely, as she bit her bottom lip to keep from moaning aloud at this public debauchery.
"Yes, maybe there is a possibility," Jasmine said, turn number eight suddenly right before her.
"Either finger bang me here or let's go and have some fun."
"Let me do this," Jasmine said, rubbing Yanika's pussy ever so teasingly.
"Okay," Yanika agreed, as her pussy began to be revved up yet again.
"Worse case I strike out," Jasmine said, moving her wet fingers away, "and just we two fuck like crazy."
"A pretty good worst case scenario," Yanika smiled, wanting those fingers, those lips back in or on her pussy.
"Indeed," Jasmine nodded, moving the wet fingers to her nose. "Fuck, you smell good. Actually, I have an idea." She then moved two fingers back to the wet pussy. "Turn sideways so I can finger fuck you."
"Okay," Yanika agreed, willingly turning sideways and spreading her legs.
Jasmine slid her fingers right inside the pussy and pumped them in and out, getting them as wet as she could.
"You better stop or finger bang me to orgasm," Yanika moaned, just thirty seconds or so of furious finger banging was all it took to feel another orgasm rise.


Jasmine pulled out and saw a server staring at them with a tray to pick up empty drinks.
"You want me to do this to you?" Jasmine asked the stunned young woman.
"Sorry, ma'am," the server said, quickly scurrying away.
"Could be another turn," Yanika suggested, her poor pussy feeling so empty and needy now.
"Maybe," she shrugged, but looked back at the bride and her friend. "But I have my eyes on a fun foursome."
"Make it happen," Yanika said, realizing her legs were still spread wide open and possibly in view of people if they walked even somewhat near by.
"I'll try," Jasmine said, standing up.
"I don't like people trying," Yanika said in a firm tone. She had always hated the word 'try'.
Jasmine liked the tone... liked the challenge. "All right, I'm going to have those two hot bitches back in my hotel room in fifteen minutes."
"Make it ten," Yanika ordered, her usual strong-willed persona taking over. She was used to getting what she wanted.
"All right," Jasmine said, getting turned on by this hot woman going dominant. "I'll make it happen."
"Do you have an extra key?"
"I do."
"Give it to me," Yanika ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Jasmine said, the excitement of having a strong-willed woman just take control suddenly turned her on immensely. As such, she needed to address her with this powerful word that clearly shifted the power hierarchy to her.
"Mmmmmm, you want to be my slut?" Yanika asked, as Jasmine fished a key out of her purse.
"I'll obey any command you give me, Mistress," Jasmine said, suddenly forgetting about turn eight and shifting her attention to this sexy Muslim woman.
"I plan to use you good," Yanika said, as the pretty white woman handed her the key.
"I can't wait," Jasmine said, her pussy burning with desire at the rare role reversal where she was the submissive. It didn't happen often, but when it did, she enjoyed just letting go and obeying without hesitation. Such mindless obedience was its own kink.
"Now go and get me two sluts to use," Yanika ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Jasmine nodded, recalling why she had stood up in the first place.
Just then her phone buzzed. She pulled it out and gasped, actually shocked when she saw the reality that she was now in last place after Carol somehow had a triple turn. "How is that even possible?" she muttered.
Score at 12:34 AM on Sunday:
Scorecard:
Carol: 8
Crystal: 8
Portia: 8
Veronica: 8
Jasmine: 7
"What?" Yanika asked, seeing Jasmine's facial expression change.
"I'm in last," she said, showing Yanika the phone.
"Well, now you have to turn that sexy thing," Yanika said, pointing to the pretty blonde.
"That I do," Jasmine said, her attention now back on the task at hand instead of the distraction Yanika had become. Not in a bad way, just in a surprising way.
"Go."
Jasmine nodded and walked towards the bride and bridesmaid.
Carrie saw the pretty seductress walking over and after the annoyance of her husband getting too drunk and high to even stay awake, she was thinking maybe she could cross the lesbian line one more time. Just recalling last night and learning the stunning reality that her boss had also been seduced had her quite horny and she could feel her mouth water. But the fact that Zelda's husband had just kind of cheated on her was the issue Carrie had to deal with first.
"So, I see you had your wedding cake already," Jasmine said, when she reached the two women.
"Just a small piece," Carrie admitted, never really being a cake person.
"Are you ready for your wedding pie?" Jasmine bluntly asked, as she spoke to Carrie but then looked at Zelda who had clearly recently been crying. "I have some pie for you too, I'm certain it will cheer you up from whatever's upset you."
"Pie?" Zelda asked, confused.
"I don't know..." Carrie said, wanting to, but also concerned about her friend who had had a rough night.
"Here's a sample," Jasmine said, hoping her fingers still had the scent and taste after the delayed walk over from when her original plan had started.
Carrie's eyes went wide as the woman moved her fingers to her nose and she smelt the undeniable scent of pussy.
"Isn't it heavenly?"
"It does smell good," Carrie admitted, the scent drawing her completely back into last night's wild lesbian encounter... something that had replayed in her head over and over ever since. She had even considered cancelling the wedding because she had cheated and was also confused about her sexuality. She hated to admit it but eating pussy was way more enjoyable than sucking cock and the oral orgasm this woman had given her was the most intense of her life.
"What smells good?" Zelda asked.
"Her boss's pussy juices on my fingers," Jasmine revealed, as she offered them to the short cutie.
Zelda inadvertently inhaled the pussy juices on the fingers without even meaning to when the slightly wet digits were placed before her. Her eyes went wide as well.
"That's Yanika?" Carrie asked, glancing over and seeing her boss at a nearby table smiling directly at her.
"It is," Jasmine nodded, as she idly slid her pussy-coated fingers inside Zelda's mouth, "And of course she smells and tastes even better directly from the source."
Zelda was shocked to have fingers in her mouth. She was equally shocked by the pleasant taste.
Jasmine asked, as she pulled her fingers out of the stunned girl's mouth, "Did he make you cry?"
"Who?"
"Your husband?"
"I don't want to talk about him," Zelda said.
"What did he do?" Jasmine asked, a man's incompetence often helpful to turning a straight woman.
"He jerked off and came on my slutty cousin with three other guys," Carrie informed this captivating woman.
"You can't be serious?" Jasmine said, shaking her head in disgust... while also knowing this gave her the opening she needed.
"He's drunk," Zelda tried to defend his actions.
"That is always a man's excuse," Jasmine said before she suggested, "Let's go up to my room for a nightcap."
"I don't know," Carrie hesitated, although she desperately wanted to. She just couldn't leave Zelda alone in the state she was in.
"I wasn't asking," Jasmine said. "Zelda needs this, and your very demanding boss expects you to come up and get the rest of your wedding present from the two of us."
"Wedding present?" Carrie asked.
"The pie I was referring to for instance and likely some sausage too," Jasmine bluntly said, figuring adding the expectation of Carrie's no-nonsense boss would accelerate the urgency to get to the room. The men or Tiffany could show up at any time and hinder this plan.
Zelda, being aware of Carrie's 'indiscretions' of the previous night, caught onto the sexual innuendo and pissed off at her husband and seeing the lust in her friend's eyes, declared, "Fuck it, lets go."
"R-r-really?" Carrie stammered, looking back to her boss who was no longer at the table and feeling a little dampness leaking into her sexy thong.
"Yeah, it's obvious you want that pie and to be honest I find myself suddenly curious about sampling some myself," Zelda said, a little tipsy and for reasons she was unsure of, kind of horny.
Carrie responded, before she could change her mind, "Let's go."
"It's the good bridesmaid who looks after all the bride's needs," Jasmine said approvingly to Zelda.
"Let's do this," Zelda nodded, knowing full well what happened the night before and being warned on multiple occasions from Tiffany to protect her from this predator (Tiffany's words), but now she wanted to be the prey.
Jasmine led the way to the elevator. Once in the elevator and door closed, the seductress kissed the bride.
Carrie melted into the kiss, the soft lips so tender that she couldn't get enough. So different from the roughness of kissing her now husband.
Zelda watched in awe. It was both shocking and yet surprisingly erotic.
As the elevator began its journey up, Jasmine broke the kiss, turned to her next seduction and said, "Don't think I forgot about you."
Zelda began to respond, but before even one word escaped her lips this woman's lips were on hers.
"Just go with it," Carrie encouraged, finding watching the kissing very hot, as both excitement and trepidation filled her. Her new husband was high as fuck and useless, and Zelda's was even worse, and the idea of some more lesbian fun was really exciting her. The fact that her stone-cold boss knew of her transgression and had apparently committed the same transgression herself was both still nearly impossible to believe but also full of unpredictable consequences.
Zelda couldn't believe she was being kissed. She also couldn't believe how different the lips of a woman were. As she mindlessly kissed back, she was overwhelmed by the mixture of tenderness and passion somehow combining into one. She was so consumed by the kiss that sent fireworks through her tiny body that she didn't even notice her dress being lifted up until she felt a hand suddenly rubbing her pussy over the top of her pantyhose and panties.
Jasmine knew when someone was on the brink of a fall and went into full aggression. Plus, she wanted to make sure she impressed Yanika. She couldn't completely explain it and couldn't quite process it, but she was feeling something beyond desire for the Muslim woman. A spark that was something more than just sex, perhaps for the first time in as long as she could remember. That said, the sex was fucking amazing. She rubbed the girl's pussy, which unlike most turns was not remotely wet, although like most turns, she moaned into her mouth from the surprise sensation.
Carrie watched Jasmine working on Zelda, wanting those lips and fingers touching her.
As the elevator slowed down, Jasmine kept kissing her next turn until the car came to a complete stop. Jasmine then moved her hand from the moistening pussy to her friend's hand and led the newlywed out of the elevator. "Come on, bride, time to give you the wedding night of a lifetime."
"Yes, please," Carrie happily agreed, as she followed behind.
Zelda followed the two in a rather dazed state. Confused and turned on... the perfect recipe for a turn.
Walking into the bedroom of the suite, the women were greeted by the vision of Yanika lying on the big bed with legs spread wide. The buxom, brown-skinned beauty was naked except for the sexy, nylon thigh highs Jasmine had gifted her. "Carrie, come here and get your wedding bonus."
"Ms. Bashir!" Carrie gasped, seeing huge, beautiful breasts and legs spread to expose full, glistening pussy lips.
"Now!" Yanika said, the idea of being a dominant Mistress a major turn-on and something she intended to explore.
Zelda couldn't believe what she was seeing. Yes, she had just let a woman kiss her and molest her briefly and it had felt undeniably good, but now there was a naked woman with her legs spread right before her eyes.
Carrie turned to her bridesmaid and said, her mouth already salivating with anticipation of tasting her boss's pussy, "Just go with it, Zelda. You won't regret it." She then walked over to her boss and crawled onto the bed.
Jasmine led Zelda next to the bed and simply knelt down before her, moved her hands under her dress and pulled down the pantyhose and panties.
Zelda weakly objected, having vague second thoughts, "I don't think we should do this," although she was staring at her best friend who suddenly had her face buried in-between the legs of her boss.
"You need this," Jasmine purred. "Just like Carrie needed it." Not really waiting for permission but still taking the lack of moving away as permission, she leaned forward under the dress and began licking.
"Ooooooh," Zelda moaned on contact. Her husband went down on her sometimes, but never for long, just long enough to lubricate her up, his words, but this woman's experienced tongue, mixed with the wild reality she was watching Carrie on her wedding day eat her boss's pussy and the fact that her husband had just betrayed her, had her just letting go and allowing this lesbian experience to happen.
"Mmmmmmm, you taste so good," Jasmine purred, as she wiggled her tongue up and down and from side to side to stimulate all regions.
"You taste so good too, Ms. Bashir," Carrie said, not in as much awe at the fact she was eating pussy again, she had craved it all day and that multiplied when she first saw Jasmine at the wedding reception, but that the pussy she was eating was her no-nonsense boss.
"It's Mistress Yanika," the Muslim woman clarified.
"Okay," Carrie said.
"No, say it, bride slut," Yanika demanded, wanting to make clear who was in charge here in case it wasn't already obvious.
Carrie corrected herself, already used to correcting herself in front of her boss, although not like this. "Sorry, Mistress Yanika, your pussy tastes absolutely delicious."
"Better, my sexy slut," Yanika approved.
"Jesus," Zelda moaned, this woman a thousand times better at eating pussy than her husband. Her tongue was like a magic wand touching every erogenous zone there was. It hadn't even been more than a minute and she could feel her orgasm being stimulated. She was twenty-six and had never had an oral orgasm.
Jasmine knew when a woman was getting close. She also knew when to tease a little longer to make the orgasm more intense and have a woman beg and plead to come. That was what she planned to do this time. She flicked the clit just once to make the woman's body twitch. Then resumed the slow, meandering marinating.
Carrie couldn't believe just how good pussy tasted. How one reckless act last night under the influence had changed her sexuality. How she knew that this moment was just the beginning of an entirely different world at work. How while she loved her husband, she could never just be with him. She would have to have pussy. Luckily, she sensed that wouldn't be a problem with her boss now.
"Oh yes, bride bitch," Yanika moaned, loving watching her employee lick her. That rush of power enhanced by the fact she was in her wedding dress and just hours earlier had made vows of loyalty to a man. Now she was going to make vows of loyalty to her. "You understand you're my pet slut now?"
"Yes," Carrie agreed, knowing she would do anything her boss said. Knowing she would do anything to get regular pussy.
"Yes, what, you dumb cunt," Yanika asked in a stern tone.
"Yes, Mistress, I understand I'm your pet slut," Carrie quickly corrected, oddly finding the verbal abuse erotic and stimulating.
"Jesus," Zelda moaned from both the pleasure and the perverse treatment of her best friend.
"I'm going to fuck you too," Yanika said, looking over at the moaning bridesmaid.
"Fuck meeeeeeee?" Zelda asked confused, just as she felt two fingers slide inside her pussy.
"Yes, I'm going to pound your pussy like your husband probably never does," the Muslim dominant assured although she wished they had a bigger strap-on. Alas, well, she would solve that tomorrow when she planned to go sex toy shopping and spend a fair amount of money.
"Oooooooooh," Zelda moaned, trying to process the words of Carrie's boss, but the fingers inside her and the tongue licking her had her in a mental mess.
Suddenly she felt the dexterous fingers departing her tingling fuck hole and then the skirt of her dress being gathered up around her waist. Looking down, she saw Jasmine had the material bunched up in her hands and was staring up at her. "Hold this," the hot, older woman demanded, and the bridesmaid found herself automatically reaching down and clutching the taffeta.
Jasmine had changed her mind about the slow pussy pleasing as she wanted to see Carrie eating out Yanika and get to the fucking. Now that both hands were free and she could breathe more freely, the seductress kicked things into high gear and the small, formerly straight woman responded quickly and loudly.
"Oh yeah, come, slut, come on my girlfriend's face," Yanika ordered, surprising everyone there, including herself, when she used the word 'girlfriend'.
Jasmine was also surprised, very pleasantly so, but having felt the unique kindred sexual spirit between them, she also completely understood.
Zelda, turned on by the lesbian act on the bed before her, and needing to come, grabbed the back of kneeling Jasmine's head and pulled it against her pussy. "Yeah, finger me, you devious bitch."
"Shit," Yanika said, surprised by the sudden aggressive change in tone.
Carrie wished she could see what was happening with her friend but was focused on the wonderfully wet pussy of her boss.
Jasmine was surprised too, but continued the attack of the pussy and sucked the clit into her mouth.
"Oh fuck, bitch, fuck, yes, you fucking cunt, fuuuuuuck," Zelda rambled wickedly as she came, using the woman's head for balance as her body exploded with pleasure.
Jasmine pulled her fingers out and drank the heavenly cunt champagne that gushed out of the coming woman.
"Shit, you have a surprisingly nasty side!" Yanika chuckled.
Zelda was speechless as the pleasure cascaded through her. Wave after wave of euphoria pulsating uncontrollably. She never knew an orgasm could be this intense.
She couldn't see, but Carrie could still tell that her friend had just had a massive orgasm and wanted to get her boss off just as good. She licked hungrily and with even more urgency.
"Finger bang me, bride slave," Yanika ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Carrie correctly addressed her boss as she quickly slid two fingers inside the sloppy, wet pussy.
"Good girl," Yanika moaned as she felt the fingers slide inside her.
Jasmine kept licking up the juices; halfway to her hopefully lead-tying turn and really hoping the others had called it a night.
Zelda was frozen in afterglow. The pleasure continued to consume her and she didn't want it to end.
"Oh yes, my bride fuck toy, don't stop, finger fuck me, eat my cunt," Yanika moaned, her orgasm close.
Carrie wanted to make her come. She wanted to taste that cum. She wanted to be a good fuck toy. She furiously pumped her fingers in and out. She hungrily licked the pussy. She then moved her attention to the clit.
"Oh yes, you lesbian bride, you nasty fucking whore," Yanika moaned loudly, grabbing the back of Carrie's head as she was about to come.
Zelda watched in absolute awe as she bewilderingly could feel a second orgasm rising inside her. She didn't have multiple orgasms. She couldn't. She had tried. Many times. Yet, it sure felt like another was rising as she watched her bestie be used as a sex toy and this wicked woman between her legs continued licking her long after the first orgasm had erupted.
Jasmine wanted to keep this girl revved up, having an idea to have her eat her pussy while Yanika fucked her.
"Oh yes, I own you, slut, I own you, do you hear me. Eat me, eat me, bitch," Yanika wickedly declared, as she was about to come.
Carrie's face planted against the hairy mound as she licked and finger fucked the pussy meant she couldn't respond but easily would have agreed to it or anything else her boss had in mind. She was completely transfixed with her role as a pussy eater.
"Fuuuuuuuuuck!" Yanika screamed. Her orgasm hit her hard and she let go of Carrie's head and leaned back to allow the pleasure to cocoon her.
Carrie kept pumping her fingers in and out for a few seconds before pulling them out and lapping up the excessive juices that she had become addicted to in just one night.
"Oh yes, you will be doing this all the time now," Yanika assured. "Consider it one of your duties as assigned."
"Yes, Mistress," Carrie agreed, loving the idea she would be eating this pussy all the time and somewhat sad to realize she wouldn't be able to for a couple of weeks as she was heading on her honeymoon tomorrow night.


"Good, slut," Yanika moaned.
Jasmine kept her focus on getting a second orgasm on the rise for about a minute before she stood up and helped Zelda out of her dress. She suggested, "Mistress Yanika, why don't you put the strap-on on and fuck both these sluts while this pretty one discovers the joys of eating pussy."
"Great minds think alike," Yanika smiled, already having decided that was what was happening next. "Carrie, get out of that dress. I'm going to be the first to fuck the bride."
"Yes, Mistress," Carrie nodded, as she moved out from between the legs of her big-bodied boss, a little in awe the first dick in her married life was not going to be her husband's. That said, if he wouldn't have got high and drunk, she wouldn't be in this situation. Not that she was complaining.
Yanika went and grabbed the strap-on cock and began to put it on as Zelda allowed herself to be undressed.
Carrie walked over to her suddenly naked best friend and asked, "Unzip me, please."
Zelda did and Carrie turned around and kissed her. Zelda was surprised by the kiss, but immediately kissed her back.
Jasmine smiled as she moved to Carrie and helped get the dress off even as the two kissed. Once the dress was at her ankles, she saw the sexy bride was in a garter belt and stockings and a thong... all white, of course. "Did you dress up for me?" Jasmine asked, as she moved her hands up and down the sexy nylons.
"Not really," Carrie admitted. "It was supposed to be a surprise for my husband, but I guess it still works as a surprise for you and my Mistress."
"You will only wear thigh high stockings or a garter belt and stockings from now on," Yanika instructed. "I want quick access to my new office pussy."
"Of course, Mistress," Carrie agreed, as she felt her thong being pulled down by Jasmine and her bra taken off by Zelda.
Zelda, completely captivated by her friend and the situation, tossed the bra aside and cupped the exposed tits and sucked on a nipple.
"Oh, Zelda," Carrie moaned, surprised by her friend's lips on her nipple.
Jasmine got out of her dress, moved to the bed, spread her legs and ordered, "Zelda, come and taste heaven."
"Go, you will love it," Carrie said, kissing her once more.
"Okay," Zelda said, a little nervous about this, but yet just going along with the situation like she had the first time she was in a gangbang back in college where she somehow ended up taking six guys including being spit-roasted twice.
"Good girl," Jasmine smiled, as she watched the plainly nervous but compliant girl crawl onto the bed and between her legs. There was something naughty behind this sweet exterior; she could see it in her eyes and had heard it as she'd closed in on her first climax.
"I can't believe I'm doing this," Zelda said, as she was suddenly staring at a pussy.
"Yet, you are dying to taste me, aren't you?"
"Yes, and get fucked by Mistress," Zelda replied, glancing back to see the big woman with a dick on her now. God, she needed to be fucked. So much so she willingly addressed Carrie's boss as mistress too.
"Carrie, go get beside your slutty friend," Yanika ordered.
"Yes, Mistress," Carrie quickly agreed, excited to be fucked. Excited to be used. Excited to watch her best friend also discover the joys of eating pussy... perhaps this could be something new they did with each other. "Eat that pussy, Zelda, and later we can eat each other."
"Really?" Zelda asked, for some reason a little surprised by this.
"I want to eat your pussy until you come all over my face," Carrie said, as she went on hands and knees alongside her best friend so she could have a good view of Zelda's first pussy eating, while leaving her own dripping snatch easily available to her new mistress.
"Okay," Zelda agreed, intrigued by the idea.
"Now, eat that pussy," Carrie ordered.
"Okay," Zelda repeated. Turning her attention to the pussy right before her, she leaned down, extended her tongue and licked, just as Yanika got back on the bed reveling in the image of the two naked white asses pointing back at her.
"Turn eight completed," Yanika smiled, as she moved behind Zelda.
"Yep," Jasmine smiled, enjoying the feeling of another rookie tongue parting her pussy lips.
"Turn eight?" Carrie asked.
"Don't worry about it," Yanika said, as she slid her dick into Zelda's wet pussy.
"Oh fuck," Zelda moaned, as she felt her pussy get filled with dick.
"Yes, fuck her, Mistress, pound that pussy, make her your lesbian fuck toy," Carrie encouraged, getting into the nastiness of the night.
Zelda was surprised by her friend's wicked words, but they turned her on. She agreed, "Yes, Mistress, use me any way you want to."
"I will," Yanika agreed, beginning to slowly fuck her.
"God, this cunt tastes amazing," Zelda said, as she began to get fucked. She had never really put much thought into the taste of a pussy, but now being between a pair of legs and experiencing it, she couldn't believe she had never done this before.
"All cunts do," Jasmine assured, that being true about ninety-nine percent of the time.
"Fuck her, fuck her hard," Carrie encouraged, as she moved her right hand to her own pussy and began to rub herself.
"You want some of this dick, slut?" Yanika asked, even as she kept smooth strokes going in the bridesmaid.
"Yes, Mistress," Carrie said. "I want you to be my first dick since I said, 'I do'."
"Because I own you," Yanika repeated an earlier theme as she pulled out of Zelda who had began moaning from the smooth back strokes.
"Yes, you own me, Mistress, I'll always obey anything you tell me to do," Carrie willingly accepted, as her boss moved behind her.
"You'll eat my pussy whenever I ask you to?"
"Yes, Mistress," Carrie agreed, as her boss moved the dick up and down her wet, desperate pussy lips.
"Anyplace and any time?"
"Yes, Mistress, you own my mouth and pussy," Carrie clarified, as the powerful sexpot continued to tease her pussy and tap her clit, making her unbelievably horny and desperate.
"Any woman, any time," Yanika added.
"No men?"
"No, I'm not a marriage breaker," Yanika said. "I mean everything you are doing with us you can't do with him."
Carrie pondered pointing out the obvious reality that she would certainly have to (and thought still wanted to) fuck her husband, but chose against it. The immediate reality was that she just wanted that dick in her pussy right fucking now. "Please, fuck my newly married pussy and be the first to consummate my marriage."
"That would mean you were marrying me," Yanika pointed out, even as she slid the dick inside the bride's burning inferno.
"Consider it a symbolic marriage where you're my Mistress and I your pet or slave or slut."
"Or all three and more," Yanika said, the entire dick in her pussy.
"Yes, Mistress, I will be your lesbian pet, slave, slut, servant, employee, seductress, or whatever else you need from me," Carrie listed off in a ravishing heat.
The litany of submissive terms brought Jasmine's usual dominant persona forward again and she ordered, "Now fuck her like a bride should be fucked." This was the first time in her half-dozen bride seductions over the years that she wasn't the one doing the first fucking and she wanted it done right. She loved to be the first to eat and fuck a pussy after the bride had avowed her love and fidelity to her new husband in front of the Lord and their families and friends. If it wasn't going to be her this time, she still wanted the young woman to get full benefit of her experience.
"Shouldn't first fuckings be loving and romantic?" asked Yanika, revealing that she really was limited in sexual experience, despite her aggressive approach to her new sexual partners.
"Fuck no. First fuckings set the tone, a slow fucking or a making love fuck means the marriage is doomed. No woman wants a man to make love to her on her wedding night, except maybe true, pure virgins with no sexual experience. No, experienced women tying themselves to a single lover want to be fucked hard, pounded, dominated, and given multiple orgasms so they don't regret giving up other lovers. Shit, you shouldn't be walking straight if your man has done his marital duties."
"So, getting high and passing out isn't doing those duties?" Carrie said in a bitter sarcastic tone.
"Before my wedding I got fucked by all four of my best friends, went down the aisle with four loads of their pussy juice as my all natural make-up and my wedding night included a massive girl-only orgy that included me being triple penetrated, eating all my friends and a surprise guest when my mother and great grandmother arrived to make it a seven-person orgy. We were all actually gone for an hour and a half at least. Rumours I ran out on the marriage were even circulating."
"Makes my wedding tame in comparison," Carrie laughed slightly, as her boss slowly fucked her.
"Well, I know both of your husbands have let you down, but we will try to make it a night to remember for good reasons," Jasmine said with a tight voice, as her orgasm was beginning to flame up as the young lady eating her out was making up for her lack of experience with youthful exuberance.
Zelda was getting the hang of this as she took notice of the erogenous spots that seemed to make Jasmine moan more. She was equally intoxicated by the stories being told and impatiently looking forward to that dick back in her pussy.
For the next three or four or five minutes there were mostly just the sounds of moaning and slurping and squelching.
Jasmine enjoyed the slow, random, meandering tongue lapping that was more teasing than pleasing.
Carrie enjoyed the times when the dick was in her and watched in slight frustration when it wasn't in her.
Zelda was determined to make this woman come, but unsure how to do it, even as her second orgasm continued to rise inside each time she was getting dicked.
Yanika was having the time of her life as she went back and forth between two perfectly bent over white women who were willingly allowing her to fuck them as she pleased.
"What can I do better to make you come, Mistress?" Zelda asked, just a little bit frustrated she hadn't made her come, since when it was the other way around it only took like two minutes for her to pop.
"Finger fuck me, eat my pussy, lick faster," Jasmine explained, as Yanika was now really giving it to the bride.
"Oh, fuck, don't stop, boss, don't stop, Mistress, I want you to be the first to make me come as a married woman," Carrie begged, her orgasm so imminent but twice dissipated by her boss pulling out and sliding into Zelda. She loved Zelda but the bitch was cock blocking her in the weirdest way possible.
"All right," Yanika generously obliged, "I'm going to fuck you hard."
As her boss placed her big hands on her hips, Carrie said, "Fuck this married pussy, consummate our lesbian hierarchy and make me forever your sex slave."
"Because I own you," Yanika said, slamming her dick hard in her.
As a modern woman fighting against the limitations on women in Islamic countries, Yanika's rational mind was severely conflicted over these words and what they meant. Her pussy, however, reached back to the history of Islam before the twentieth century, when slavery was openly practiced, including the capture of whites from Eastern Europe for captivity in the Middle East. "I accept your subservience," she said gravely. "Do you accept my ownership of you?" She slammed her dick hard into the crouching woman, drawing a moan of such pleasure that the answer was guaranteed.
"Oh yes, you own me, Mistress," Carrie agreed again, the idea so hot and kinky in the heat of the moment. "I'll eat your pussy anytime and anywhere."
"And?"
"I'll bend over the desk and take your dick in any of my holes."
"Your asshole too?"
"Yes, I'll be your three-hole lesbian employee plaything," Carrie declared as Yanika really fucked her hard and showed her what a real man or woman does when they fuck. They don't get tired halfway through and ask for a blow job; they don't shoot their load inside you and roll away without making sure you got off. No, a real man or woman knew how to get their woman, whether wife or pet, off.
"Oh Zelda, move to my clit, you're getting me close," Jasmine said, enjoying the show occurring right beside her. No doubt, she and Yanika were kindred sexual spirits. While she was still married, Jasmine was seriously considering the idea of having a girlfriend.
Zelda used all her energy as she attacked the clit with her tongue and lips.
"Oh God, Mistress, hammer my hole, don't stop, harder," Carrie rambled on as each hard, deep stroke brought her orgasm closer and closer to capture.
"Oh yeah, that's it, Zelda, you're a natural cunt muncher," Jasmine approved, as she was about to bust.
"Please, give me your cum," Zelda pleaded between hungry licks.
"Oh fuck, Mistress, don't stop, fuck this married cunt, don't stop, I'm about to, I'm about to, fuuuuuuuck!" Carrie screamed, unable to finish the sentence as she felt like a mindless bimbo only focusing on her own pleasure as her first orgasm as a married woman did not occur the way almost any straight marriage would expect.
Jasmine followed suit about thirty seconds later as she gushed her juices all over the new eager lesbian's face.
Zelda lapped up the addicting pussy cum that had a taste that one couldn't explain but also couldn't get enough of.
Carrie continued getting pounded throughout her orgasm.
Finally, about a minute or two later, Jasmine got off the bed and said, "Lay on your back, Zelda, time for you to really get fucked."
"Okay," she agreed. Her face drenched with pussy juices and already craving more, the bridesmaid rolled onto her back.
"Fuck her, Yanika, while Carrie straddles her face and bends down and eats her pussy," Jasmine instructed.
"Great idea," Yanika agreed, pulling out of Carrie.
"Yes, come fuck me," Zelda said. "I've never had multiple orgasms before."
"We can't have that," Yanika said as she began lining her faux cock up on the other white cunt.
"Sit on your friend's face and then bend down and lick her clit while Mistress fucks it," Jasmine instructed the bride who had been corrupted so far out of her wedding vows.
Soon everyone was in position and Zelda got fucked good while trying to eat her best friend's pussy in return.
Jasmine settled into an armchair to watch her handiwork; God, she loved showing women the path to their true happiness. She'd picked up her phone and saw that it was now actually long after one. She was also thrilled to see there had not been any new turns since her last check. That meant that her entry of Zelda would make it a wild five-way tie with eight turns each.
Score at 1:48 AM on Sunday:
Scorecard:
Carol: 8
Crystal: 8
Jasmine: 8
Portia: 8
Veronica: 8
The fact there had been 40 separate turns over just two days was absolutely mind boggling and Jasmine wondered if they, if she, could keep up this pace without it somehow blowing up in their faces, not to mention consuming the whole coming week.
Looking at the three women on the bed in front of her made her nipples and clit tingle, but being out of the action for the moment led to clearer thoughts that she'd broken her own rule for never turning potential clients, the fallout was too risky. Yes, her transgression with Yanika had gone extraordinarily well so far but was still rife with risk. And then there were the two married women, one newly married. While she also felt they were where they should be, she wondered if the competitiveness of her and her friends would not lead to a fucked-up situation for someone; they wanted happy, turned women, not victims. Her thumbs flew over the keyboard of her phone again.
All tied up at 8. How about we call a timeout and see where we are at tomorrow's brunch?
It didn't take long for replies to come in.
Portia: good idea
Carol: thumbs up emoji
Crystal: thumbs up emoji
With her, four out of five was a quorum and Jasmine felt a weight fall off her shoulders that she could stop thinking about the next turn and simply enjoy the three successful ones rutting happily in front of her. She put her phone aside, took a long drink of water from a bottle from the mini-bar, and joined the three new members of the sisterhood of sapphic debauchery on the king-sized bed.
The night ended with Zelda getting fucked to multiple orgasms,
Carrie getting double penetrated for the first time by Jasmine's fist and the strap-on in her asshole,
And finally, the two new pets going back and forth between Yanika and Jasmine's pussies until they both came one last time.
Yanika ordered the two girls to wear the cum with pride and to not wash their faces until the morning.
The girls left and Yanika asked, suddenly feeling a little vulnerable, "Do you mind if I stay the night?"
"Please do," Jasmine said, leaning in to kiss her and returning to a word addressed to her long ago in this marathon orgy, "girlfriend."
After a brief kiss, Yanika said, "I know I said that in the heat of the moment. But I meant it. I mean I want to do everything with you."
"Everything?"
"Seduce women, fuck everywhere, have you as my pet but also be your pet, and... and well, just be with you," Yanika rambled. "I'm not sure what I'm even saying other than I feel something for you more than just sex."
Jasmine placed her hand on Yanika's cheek and said, looking into her eyes, "I feel it too."
"You do?"
"I do."
They kissed. For a good fifteen minutes while their hands roamed.
Eventually, the passion re-lit their libidos, and they finished the night, although it was now way past two in the morning, in a lengthy, leisurely 69.
Their lips began by gently showering love on each other's vulvas, before their tongues joined in with a deeper exploration of this most special of pussies, until they finally couldn't hold back this intimate dining from becoming hungry gorging and exploding with juicy flavour in each other's mouth over thirty minutes later.
Faces coated in each other's cum, they lay back on the bed, Jasmine cuddled within Yanika's arms and just closed their eyes, drifting into slumber after the marathon day.
The end
At the moment this is the last chapter I have written. That said, I am unsure where this should go next.
The options include:
Daughters' Revenge: Having learned their mothers have bet each of them without their knowledge or agreement, the daughters confront the MILFs and turn the tables, making them their submissive sluts in a wild 5-family orgy.
They All Win: The five ladies meet to compare notes and decide to call it a tie before heading to one of their houses for a wicked 5 girl orgy.
They All Win Option 2: The five ladies meet to compare notes and decide to call it a tie; with each participant getting her own weekend with the other women's daughters (and perhaps her own, too?).
Daughter Pets: The five ladies meet to compare notes and decide to call it a draw and have a ten-person orgy with their submissive daughters.
Or the readers choose the winner:
In this scenario, the contestants go into sudden death [or, sudden victory, if you prefer] mode, with the next turn winning the contest. Who will the winner be? You tell me by writing a simple comment with one name:
Carol Wins:
Crystal: Wins
Jasmine Wins
Portia Wins


Veronica Wins
In this scenario they leave after brunch and the first one to get a final turn wins. It could have restrictions of some sorts.
-Like it has to be a woman of a certain age (under 20 or over 50 for example)
-The woman seduced could have to be married
-They must seduce two women at once
-If you'd like to share any other ideas for special rules or restrictions for this overtime period, feel free to include those as well.
Anyways, once I have enough responses, I will write the most requested option.
Jasmine 2026
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Wednesday's Ass
Summary: Wednesday convinces Enid to fuck her ass.
Note: This is a parody; all characters are in their senior year making them 18-yeard-old (or older).
Note 2: This story is a simple anal lesbian stroke story; unlike most of my work, this one is about the two already having sex.
Dedicated to MTL17; thanks to Shuj for editing this work.
Wednesday's Ass
"Yes, Enid, I want you to fuck my ass," Wednesday repeated her demand, naked except the black pantyhose that contrasted greatly with the pink ones that Enid wore, while holding the strap-on she had stolen from Ms. Capri a while ago... and they had been using regularly to fuck each other.
"That is weird," Enid replied. She was in love with Wednesday and had already done some really kinky shit with her. The cute blonde was shocked when her dark and twisted roommate crawled into her bed one night and begged to eat her asshole. There had been no evidence until that moment that Wednesday was sexual in any way never mind bisexual or a lesbian. Enid had secretly had a crush on Wednesday since day one. Her darkness, her twisted and brilliant mind and her hidden beauty all fascinated her.
"You have already eaten my asshole a few times," Wednesday pointed out loving nothing more than having her asshole eaten and was really curious to have her back door fucked for the first time. Yet, since she had crawled into Enid's bed and convinced her to let her eat her asshole, which ended up with Enid eating her pussy... she had slowly been pushing the limits. Yesterday, she had Enid fist fuck her to multiple orgasms before she ate Enid's pussy while using a vibrator on Enid's clit which made the usually tame mannered Enid go verbally wild. "Oh, yes, eat my pussy you nasty slut," and "Don't stop you cunt hungry lesbian plaything" and "I'm going to come all over your pretty pet face."
"You really want me to fuck your butt with that big dick?" Enid asked, even though it was a rhetorical question since the answer was obvious. Enid was shocked with the rush of adrenaline that hit her the first time she tightened the harness of the strap-on round her waist even as she pondered who Ms. Capri used it on: students, other teachers, parents, community members? That said, the moment she slid the dick in Wednesday's pussy and began pumping in and out she knew she was no longer straight. Yes, she still liked boys, but she also liked girls... and she definitely preferred being the one doing the fucking. It was exhilarating and gave her a power she relished. She went from being a bit of a wallflower to a powerful dominant woman.
"I am not into a traditional sexual hierarchy," Wednesday explained. The kinkier the act the more it excited her. "I detest normal."
"Well, Wednesday, you are a lot of things," Enid smiled playfully, "but normal isn't one of them."
"So, are you going to fuck my asshole with this dick or do I have to go find someone else?" Wednesday asked, knowing this threat would work. Enid was the jealous type and wanted her all to herself.
"You know that your cunt lapping tongue, your pretty face that was made to be sat on and your cock hungry pussy are mine and only mine," Enid said sternly, as she walked to her pretty roommate with a perfect tight body that was made to be used.
"Does that mean my tight fuckable asshole is also yours and only yours?" Wednesday asked, without the hint of a smile on her face.
"If you're going to have someone fuck this ass," Enid said, as she moved behind the brunette and slapped her ass, "It's going to be from me."
"You sure?" Wednesday asked, no smile but a slightly playful coy tone to her voice. "I'm sure Bianca would love a shot at impaling me. I mean she is already good with sword play."
"You really want your asshole fucked," Enid said, disgusted and slightly threatened by the idea of Bianca fucking or even touching Wednesday, "I'll fuck that asshole and turn you into my three-hole fuck toy."
"Enid, language," Wednesday joked, although neither her tone or facial expression would have told anyone she was being humorous.
"That is on you," Enid said, as she began to put the strap-on harness on her petite, ripe, tight young body. "You turned me into a dominant Mistress."
"I'm so sorry," Wednesday mockingly said.
"I am not complaining," Enid said, squeezing the juicy ass. "I'm just stating facts."
"That better be in me soon," Wednesday said, as she went to her bed, bent over and offered up her tight ass. She had wanted to fucked in the ass since she arrived at Nevermore... away from the prying eyes of home. She also knew that behind the sweet, innocent look, Enid would be a great dominant... something she desperately desired and fantasized about.
"You really want to be my ass slut, don't you?" Enid asked, tightening the harness to make sure it was nice and snug. The first time she used it, she had not done that, and it started to slip off her body as she fucked Wednesday... that first time on the bed, Wednesday on her back with her legs spread wide. Fuck, that moment was forever ingrained in her memory.
"You know, I'm dying to be a three-hole fuck toy for you," Wednesday answered with a hint of impatience as her pantyhose-clad ass was deliciously bent over. "Now, come slam that cock up my shit hole."
"Don't I need lube first?" Enid questioned. She had done some research on anal sex when Wednesday mentioned it a couple of days ago for the first time... and lube seemed critical.
"Just slam that big cock up my asshole raw," Wednesday repeated her urgent desire to be sodomized, overriding anything else. Plus... she loved a little pain with her pleasure.
Enid admired the perfect pantyhose-clad bent over ass of her roommate. No one would possibly believe the reality that behind the dark cloud that was Wednesday was an insatiable submissive slut who ate pussy and loved getting fucked. "Okay," she agreed, loving the power of the strap-on. Yet, the no lube seemed crazy for such a tight usually exit only hole. She spit on her finger and walked over to Wednesday. She ripped the pantyhose at the crotch instead of pulling then down, showing her dominance and getting a rush of sexual energy by doing such an act.
"Hey, those were brand new," Wednesday protested, a little shocked by Enid's dominant act... which made her pussy burn.
"Then you should have worn thigh highs if you wanted dick," Enid pointed out.
"Whatever," Wednesday said, as she pulled her ass cheeks apart to give easy access to her needy hole.
Enid rubbed the spit onto the cute-looking rosebud. As she did, she tried to fathom how such a tight-looking hole could possibly fit a dick... especially a dick this size.
"If you're going to lube it up use your tongue," Wednesday said, having always loved eating a sweaty tangy asshole and having hers own devoured.
"That is disgusting," Enid joked, although Wednesday's beautiful ass was absolutely perfect and she had both had her ass eaten and dined on Wednesday's a dozen-plus times.
"Assholes are delicious," Wednesday said, it was easily the one thing she loved more than anything... eating a juicy, sweaty, tangy shit box.
"Yours is," Enid said, even as she slid a finger inside the anal entrance, in awe of seeing her finger disappear and doubly in awe of just how warm the asshole was.
"Oooooh, yes," Wednesday moaned, finally feeling something in her way too long neglected asshole. While she would love to feel Enid's tongue licking and probing her back door hole, Enid had an amazing tongue; she really wanted to make a fantasy come true and be sodomized for the first time.
"Shit, your ass is so warm and tight," Enid said, captivated by what she was doing; this act was so naughty. So perverse. Yet, for some reason, the kinkier the activity was, the more it turned her on. Wednesday had awoken a kinky side she hadn't known existed. Eating ass, sitting on Wednesday's face and grinding on it, fisting her and pounding her with a stolen strap-on were so wicked... yet, this would be yet another addition to the sexual depravity they continued to explore.
"Yeah, I have wanted this since the first time I crawled into your bed and ate your delicious asshole," Wednesday moaned, as the finger went as deep as it possibly could... and created wild burning sensations of pleasure and pain.
"You are such a nasty little slut," Enid said. Wednesday had helped her explore the extreme euphoria of having her pussy eaten and fucked and now she couldn't go a day without multiple orgasms. Yet, while vaginal pleasure was pure and intense, she couldn't imagine how sex in a dirty out hole could possibly be enjoyable and no way it could be more pleasurable than a tongue licking her pussy, a finger tapping her g-spot or a dick pounding her pussy (although so far all she had experienced was a big strap-on dick).
"Oh, trust me, once you have a big fat dick stretching and destroying your shit hole you will never go back to vaginal sex," Wednesday said, making predictions based on her fantasies and the plethora of anal sex she had watched online.
"I think I'll take your word for it," Enid said, as her finger remained deep in her friend's butt.
Impatient, the finger just resting in her asshole and wanting her hole gaped and fucked, Wednesday ordered, "Rotate your finger around inside my ass."
"What?"
"Move your finger in a circular motion inside my asshole," Wednesday instructed, dying to feel that finger moved inside her and start gaping it wide. She had done a lot of research and was fascinated by the reality of how much an asshole could be stretched and filled.
"Okay," Enid said, while finding this a little weird, she also found it kind of kinky hot.
As Wednesday felt the finger begin to rotate in her ass, she felt a sensation that made her pussy burn with unbridled lust. She moaned, a rush of adrenaline cascading through her at the thrill of being finger gaped, "Oh yes, Enid, just like that. Gape my shit hole with your finger. Get it prepped for that big dick of yours."
"This is weird," Enid said, listening to her friend's hot moans and in awe of the strange but exciting feeling of gaping an asshole.
"There is nothing more natural then getting your asshole gaped and fucked," Wednesday said, never more contently miserable in her life then when something was in her ass... having used toys many times on her own. The more miserable and kinky, the more pleasurable... a kinky oxymoron that always made her come.
"How is that even possible?" Enid questioned, even as she perversely moved her finger into the warm exit-only hole.
"Trust me," Wednesday moaned, as the finger moved around inside her. "Once you have been ass fucked there is no going back." Sure, she could come from getting her pussy licked and fucked, but the pain and pleasure principle was a whole other level of naughty euphoria and made her come with extreme intensity... and that was just with toys. She anticipated that with soft hands on her hips, a body slamming into her and a cock pounding her asshole, she would reach a whole other level of sexual bliss.
Enid didn't say anything this time as she was strangely enjoying the surprising power of having a finger in Wednesday's ass and enjoying the cute moans coming from her usually strait-laced bitch. While the idea of fucking Wednesday with this strap-on was becoming very intriguing and her pussy was beginning to burn, the thought of being sodomized herself was not at all appealing.
Wanting her asshole stretched and prepped for a good hard back door pounding, Wednesday ordered, somehow in charge whilst bent over and being anally finger banged, "Slide a second finger up my shit hole."
"God, you are so needy and nasty," Enid purred, always getting so turned on when Wednesday talked like a nasty whore.
"Shove a second finger up my poop shute and sodomize the shit out of me," Wednesday wickedly said, desperate to feel the hot burn of having her asshole stretched.
"All right," Enid said, as she moved a second finger to the still tight puckered hole, even with her one finger in it. "I'm not sure it will fit."
"It will fit," Wednesday assured, having had bigger toys in her asshole. "Just shove it in."
"Okay," Enid said as she pulled her one finger out and saw the small gaped hole. She couldn't explain it, but it was visually intoxicating. The gaped hole was small, just the size of her middle finger, but it looked so natural and inviting.
"Hurry up," Wednesday demanded, feeling so empty all of a sudden and wanting that burning sensation as her asshole got unnaturally stretched. "Finger bang my asshole."
"it's just your open hole is very pretty," Enid said, still admiring the hole she had made. She wasn't sure pretty was the right word, but she couldn't come up with a better one. Yes, she had eaten ass before, but this was even hotter.
"Then eat it, eat my asshole, Enid," Wednesday demanded, looking back to see the look of intrigue in her roommate's eyes.
"I don't know," Enid said playfully, her mouth watering at the idea of indeed eating this beautiful, tight hole.
"Don't worry, Enid, I made sure to douche before you came back to the room," Wednesday assured.
"Douche?" Enid asked, this was not a word she recognized.
"Yes, I cleaned the insides of my asshole," Wednesday explained, really needing a tongue, finger or dick in her butt asap.
"Oh," Enid said, surprised by this and yet captivated by the small hole. She couldn't resist anymore, she couldn't ignore the temptation, as she bent down and pulled Wednesday's tight ass cheeks apart.
"Oh, yes, lick my asshole, eat it, Enid," Wednesday said with eager anticipation.
"I can't believe I am doing this again," Enid said, feeling a rush of adrenaline at yet another kinky thing Wednesday had convinced her to do. She leaned close and took a sniff. She couldn't explain it, but like the intoxicating scent of Wednesday's pussy, the scent of Wednesday's ass enveloped her and drew her in even deeper into sin.
"Fuck my asshole with your tongue," Wednesday begged, feeling the hot breath on her needy hole. "Eat my shit box."
Enid didn't respond with words, but action. She opened her mouth, extended her tongue and licked the hole.
"Oooooh, yes," Wednesday moaned, the sensation of the wet tongue on her rosebud instantly sending a pleasure chill through her body.
"I love when you moan," Enid responded, as she rolled her tongue all around the pretty anal entrance. She wondered how this could be pleasurable, but found the nasty task erotic and created a burn in her pussy. She would be sitting on Wednesday's face once she had finished fucking her.
"Show me how much you love my asshole, Enid," Wednesday moaned, the tongue feeling so amazing.
"You are turning me into a dirty pervert," Enid accused, although not in a bad way. Wednesday had awakened a side of her she didn't know existed. A sexuality she hadn't even pondered.
"And you love it," Wednesday retorted, knowing her friend had become as intoxicated by their kinky sex affair as she had.
"I plead the fifth," Enid responded, as she probed the tiny hole with her tongue.
"You love being a sexy ass eating, pussy munching, cock wielding bitch," Wednesday perversely responded, her pussy on fire.
"Says the slut who loves getting fucked and called names," Enid countered.
"I love being a submissive sex slave for my pretty, sexy, roommate," Wednesday admitted, loving the contradiction of not being the cold twisted bitch she was in front of everyone else. In fact, these moments were liberating. Being able to let go of her darkness and give and receive pleasure was a freeing experience.
"Because I own this pussy," Enid said, her dominant side coming out, as she moved her left hand between Wednesday's legs and rubbed the excessively wet pussy.
"Ooooooooh." Wednesday moaned by the triple attack to her senses. The tongue probing her asshole, the hand suddenly rubbing her clit and the naughty declaration all had her burning with need.
"Say it, slut," Enid said, sliding a finger back in the gaped asshole while simultaneously rubbing Wednesday's clit.
"Yes, Enid, you own my pussy and my asshole," Wednesday willingly declared with a wild moan as both her lower holes suddenly being worked over.
"Don't you fucking forget it," Enid said, as she slid a second finger inside the tight asshole. There was a brief resistance before the second finger slipped inside.
"Ooooooooooh, fuuuuuuuck." Wednesday moaned as her asshole was stretched wide just as she wanted it to be. The burn ignited the fire already simmering inside her.
"Yeah, you nasty ass slut," Enid said, as she turned her two fingers to her left and then right to really gape the asshole.
"Oh yes, gape my asshole, make me your fucking ass whore," Wednesday moaned, loving the name-calling and Enid's dominant persona.
"Tell me what you want, Wednesday," Enid ordered, about a minute later as she pulled her fingers out of the asshole and her other hand away from her pet's pussy.
"To fucking pound my asshole and take my anal cherry," Wednesday said desperately, looking back at Enid with uncontrollable lust.
"Fuck, such a big fucking hole," Enid said, as she slapped Wednesday's ass and moved up to fuck her. The idea this was wrong completely dissipated as she felt a lustful desire to dominate Wednesday and be the one to take Wednesday's anal virginity.
"Fuck it, fuck it rough and hard," Wednesday demanded, desperate to fulfill the fantasy of being fucked by a real person in her ass instead of a toy by herself.
"You can do better than that," Enid said, as she positioned the dick at the open back door hole.
"Fuck, Enid, please slam that big snake into my gaped shit hole and destroy it," Wednesday pleaded desperately. She didn't stop there as she continued, looking right into Enid's eyes, "Make me your fucking lesbian cunt munching, ass taking submissive fuck toy."
"Shit," Enid said, her pussy leaking from the nasty declaration. "I'll take that offer."
"Then let's consummate it with you slamming that cock up my shit box," Wednesday responded even moving her ass back to try and engulf the cock.
"All right," Enid said, loving the desperate tone as she pushed forward and watched the cock disappear between Wednesday's white as a ghost ass.
"Oh, my fuuuuucking God!" Wednesday screamed loud enough to wake the dead... something she had done before. The sudden intense pain, mixed with the thrill of the sodomy, had her in absolute ballistic euphoria.
"You, okay?" Enid asked, instantly concerned she was hurting her lover and stopped two-thirds inside.
"Yes, don't stop," Wednesday said. "It feels so good."
"You sure?"
"Yes, slide that entire dick in my asshole," Wednesday said, slightly annoyed Enid had stopped partway in.
"Okay," Enid said, continuing to push forward until the entire dick had disappeared inside Wednesday.
"Ooooooh, yes," Wednesday moaned, as the cock went as deep as it possibly could go... creating a delightful burn of pain that fueled her pleasure.
"I'm all in," Enid said, her body resting against Wednesday's.
"Now, give it to me hard," Wednesday said, as her head went light from the thrill of the sodomy.
"As you wish," Enid agreed, as she pulled all the way out, and slammed back in.
"Oh yesssss, fuck me," Wednesday replied with lustful desire.
"This is my asshole," Enid reminded her, as she pumped the dick in and out slowly but with hard deep forward thrusts.
"Yes, you own all my holes," Wednesday agreed without hesitation, loving the idea of being owned by Enid and being just a mindless fuck toy.
"And no one else is allowed access to any of them," Enid said, making it clear she was in charge.


"Yes, I am completely yours," Wednesday replied.
Enid had a thought... one she had kept to herself since they first met. She pulled all the way out and admired the new bigger gaped hole.
"Nooooo, don't stop," Wednesday whined, feeling instantly empty.
Enid asked, "So, if you are completely mine does that mean you are my girlfriend?"
"Do you want that?" Wednesday asked, looking back at Enid.
"Yes," Enid nodded.
"Then ask me out," Wednesday said, her cold heart warming at the surreal romantic moment in the middle of a sodomy.
"Will, you be my girlfriend?" Enid asked, even as she traced the gaping hole with her dick.
"Yes, I will be your girlfriend," Wednesday agreed.
"You will hold my hand in public?"
"I will do more than that," Wednesday smiled, having no shame and no care what anyone thought of her.
"Mmmmmmm," Enid purred, as she slid the dick back in the well-gaped hole.
"Oh yes, but for now, make me your submissive anal fuck puppet," Wednesday moaned, as the fire resumed it's burn inside her bowels.
"Fuck, you are one hot nasty slut," Enid said, as she pumped the dick in and out and her own pussy burned with need and desire.
"Oh fuck, harder, slam that fucking cock deep in my asshole," Wednesday moaned, wanting to be absolutely railed.
Then for a couple of minutes, there was just the sounds of Wednesday's erotic moans and the hot sounds of Enid's body slamming into Wednesday... as both women's orgasms rose inside them.
"Oh fuck, I'm going to come soon," Wednesday moaned, each deep hard anal thrust sending waves of pleasure through her entire body and making her pussy leak.
"Then come like the anal whore you are," Enid ordered, reaching over to grab Wednesday's hair and pulling it back.
"Oh fuck, yes, hammer my hole," Wednesday moaned, as the fire inside her was about to become a complete internal inferno.
"Come, slut, come all over my cock," Enid said, tugging on the hair as perspiration dripped down her as this was a real workout.
"Oh fuck, yes, yes, fuuuuuuuck!" Wednesday bellowed as her orgasm ripped through her.
"Such a dirty slut," Enid said, as she kept the hard hammering pace in her girlfriend's asshole.
"So good," Wednesday said in a dazed state of rapture.
After another minute, Enid pulled out and buried her face and tongue in the wide-open asshole.
"Oh, you nasty bitch," Wednesday moaned, as the intensity of rapture continued to cascade through her.
"Your dirty asshole tastes so good," Enid said, as she poked her tongue inside the open shit box.
"Feels so good," Wednesday moaned, still bent over.
After a minute of anal dining, Enid ordered, "Get on the bed and on your back."
"Mmmmm, are you going to sit on my face?" Wednesday asked, as she weakly crawled onto the bed and rolled onto her back.
"Do you want me to sit on your face?" Enid asked, as she took the harness off.
"I always want you to sit on my face," Wednesday said and smiled, "except when you are reaming my asshole."
Enid also got out of her pantyhose, not wanting to wreck them, and then crawled on the bed and lowered her glistening wet peach on Wednesday's pretty face.
"Mmmmmmmm, so ripe for the licking," Wednesday said, as she leaned up and began licking as soon as the pretty pussy was in tongue's reach.
Enid bent down to eat Wednesday's pussy when a wicked idea popped into her head. She reached for the strap-on dick that she thankfully left on the bed and moved the dick to Wednesday's still gaped ass.
As Wednesday licked the pussy she was now addicted to, she felt her legs pushed apart and then her ass filled up again.
"Oh yes," she moaned, her words muffled by the pussy sitting on her face.
Enid then left the dildo dick deep in Wednesday's asshole and began licking her pussy... beginning a kinky 69.
The moment she felt the dick back in her asshole and a tongue licking her pussy, Wednesday felt the immediate rise of a second orgasm as the double assault on her pussy and ass overwhelmed her.
"Don't stop fucking licking," Enid ordered, wanting to come on Wednesday's face while also getting the bitch off again.
"Sorry," Wednesday apologized, as she resumed licking the forbidden fruit she was utterly addicted to.
"I want to come all over that slut tongue I also own," Enid said wickedly, even as she probed the delicious pussy.
"Mmmmmmm," was all Wednesday could muster as she wanted to come again and taste Enid's delicious nectar.
Wednesday attacked the pussy with reckless insatiable hunger.
Enid fucked the pussy with her tongue and as she knew Wednesday was close she moved one hand to the toy lodged deep in Wednesday's asshole and began slapping it.
"Ooooooh you fuuuuuuucker!" Wednesday screamed as the sudden deeper intrusion in her asshole immediately made her come again.
Enid caught as much of the yummy cum she could before she sat up and began grinding on Wednesday's face roughly... using Wednesday's face for her own pleasure.
Wednesday was still trembling from orgasm number two, but focused the best she could as she extended her tongue to assist with Enid's inevitable orgasm and flooding. Enid squirted wildly every time she came.
"Oh yes, this face is mine too," Enid said, as she grinded her hips, desperate to come and after about thirty more seconds she climaxed and cum gushed out of her and into Wednesday's open mouth.
Wednesday loved the thrill of cum gushing onto her face and into her mouth. She caught as much as she could as she felt her best friend's body trembling above her.
About a minute later, Enid got off Wednesday, spun around, bent down and kissed her.
Wednesday returned the kiss and for a couple of tender but passionate minutes that was all they did.
Enid broke the kiss and having cooled down asked, with a little bit of nervous insecurity, "Were you serious about being my girlfriend?"
"I was," Wednesday said, with just the slightest of smiles.
Enid kissed her again.
"Hand me my phone," Wednesday said.
"Okay," Enid said, getting off the bed and grabbing Wednesday's phone.
Wednesday said, "Come cuddle."
Enid did.
Wednesday said smile and then took a selfie, her face glistening with Enid's cunt cum... both of them still in their school uniform blouses... only their hidden lower halves would reveal the true debauchery of the photo. Wednesday then typed: It's official. Enid and I are a couple!
"Go ahead, press send," Wednesday offered, handing Enid the phone.
"You sure?" Enid asked.
"One hundred percent," Wednesday smiled warmly.
"Okay, girlfriend," Enid said, pressing send and leaning down to kiss her girlfriend.
After a minute, Wednesday said, "Fuck me again."
"In the ass?" Enid asked.
"Yes," Wednesday nodded. "Although I think we may need to get some bigger cocks."
"I did find some on Amazon," Enid smiled.
"You have been looking at cocks to fuck me with?" Wednesday asked, the dick still in her ass.
"A Mistress needs to look after her pet," Enid replied as she pulled the dick out of Wednesday's asshole and admired the huge fucking hole.
"Then fuck me again," Wednesday said.
"Actually, you can fuck yourself," Enid said as she put the harness back on. Once on, she lay on the bed and said, "Fuck yourself."
"Mmmmmmm, yes, Mistress," Wednesday said, as she straddled the dick and lowered her gaping hole on it.
Enid watched Wednesday fill her asshole up and began to slowly ride it.
"Shit, you look so hot riding cock," Enid purred, as she admired her beautiful girlfriend.
Wednesday ripped her blouse open, buttons going everywhere as she began to bounce on the cock... taking it as deep as she possibly could up her rectum.
"Bounce on my cock, ass slut," Enid ordered, her pussy getting rekindled as the dick rubbed her clit as Wednesday fucked herself.
"Oh yes, fuck," Wednesday moaned, as she treated the cock like it was a trampoline.
"Faster," Enid said, enjoying watching the perky tits and Wednesday's sexy facial expressions.
"Oh yes, buck your hips up," Wednesday requested.
"Like this?" Enid asked, and timed it perfectly as Wednesday dropped down on the dick.
"Yeeeeeeees!" Wednesday screamed.
A couple more minutes and Wednesday was coming a third time. She collapsed onto her back, her body quaking with earthquake-like pleasure.
Suddenly, there was a knock at the door, and Ms. Capri asked, "Is everything okay in there?"
"Yes," Enid called out, instantly jumping off the bed... her pussy going from on fire to shoved full of ice.
"You sure?" Ms. Capri asked, pretty sure she knew exactly what was going on in the room.
"We were just fucking," Wednesday called out, not moving at all from her place on the bed with juices leaking out of her.
"Oh, my God!" Enid gasped.
Ms. Capri didn't say anything, but instantly wondered who was fucking who. She would definitely use her strap-on on either of those two.
"I thought you wanted everyone to know," Wednesday said.
"Not that we are having sex," Enid said.
"Well, if we are dating, we are fucking," Wednesday pointed out. "It's 2025." Then, on Wednesday called back out, "We will give you back your strap-on when our Amazon order shows up."
Ms. Capri smiled; Wednesday was as nasty a slut as her mother was. She replied, "Keep it."
"Thanks," Wednesday called back as she waved Enid back to her.
"Good night," Ms. Capri called back.
"Good night," Enid said, her cheeks burning red.
"Good night," Wednesday said, too, as Enid returned to the bed.
"I can't believe that just happened."
"What can she say? We know she has a strap-on."
"I guess."
"So, a bedtime snack?"
"Mmmmmmmm."
The two got on their sides and enjoyed a lengthy 69... both starting with some leisurely anal dining before both devouring each other's pussies.
For the first time ever, they slept in the same bed with Wednesday snuggling into Enid's arms. Enid smiled as she looked at her best friend... her girlfriend.
The End
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Door to Door Dick
Going door to door in this heat was fucking crazy; it was over 100 degrees. The fact that I also had to wear pantyhose made it doubly ridiculous. But that was part of the job. Although in my own small rebellion and to give myself the slightest bit of relief in this heat, I was actually wearing thigh high stockings rather than full pantyhose under my skirt. Any gust of wind would expose the tops of my lace-top stockings, but I thought it might be worth being caught out in exchange for the relief of a nice breeze. However, I was going to have to be very careful when bending over to pick up my sample case or my even more daring secret would be exposed... for the sake of ventilation I wasn't wearing any panties. Did I mention how damned hot it was?
What job did I have where I had to wear 1950s fashion? Door-to-door sales in cosmetics. It was a shitty job, alas, the only one I could get for the summer between my first and second year of college in this economy.
And while I didn't understand the dress code, it wasn't like we were selling to men; it was what it was. Plus, the pay was pretty good. Besides an hourly wage, I got a 25% commission on any purchases and had discovered I was pretty good at sales.
The neighborhood I was working was quite wealthy and by two o'clock I had made double my daily quota and figured I could call it a day a little early and get out of this heat. Yet, I kept drudging along, hoping to get inside these fancy houses that all seemed to have central air. Unlike my student flat with one window air conditioner that only seemed to cool a six-foot radius around it.
I walked up to yet another nice house and knocked on the door.
I was just beginning to turn around and leave, thinking no one was home, when the door opened. I put on my friendly-girl smile and turned back to focus on my next potential sale. I managed to keep the smile in place even though my hopes for a sale disappeared when I saw it was an old man at the door. He was wearing a light, kimono-style robe and I could easily imagine he'd been out by his pool (all these rich houses had pools), beating the heat, and had grabbed the robe as he hurried to the door. Then I gasped. He'd apparently been in such a hurry that he hadn't fully closed and tied the robe, and I glimpsed a shockingly large dick dangling between his legs.
"Yes, can I help you?" he asked. As he spoke, he shifted his feet and the robe opened a bit more.
"Uh, uh, uh," I stammered, as I couldn't take my eyes off the biggest dick I had ever seen.
He apparently took my idiot response and bugged-out eyes as signs of me suffering heat stroke because his face took on a worried look as he opened his door wider. This also made his robe open wider, giving me an even clearer look at his heavy sausage, though he still didn't seem to realize he was flashing me. "Oh, my dear, please do come in out of that beastly heat," he said.
"O-o-okay," I stuttered, still unable to break my stare at the most glorious fat cock I had ever laid eyes on. I know I already said that, but it deserves repeating.
I don't know why I walked in; he was not remotely my target clientele and if he was opening the door exposed like this, he likely didn't have a wife... at least not at home. Yet, I walked in and he closed the door.
"Are you doing okay? Do you feel faint or anything?" he asked worriedly. "Should I call for help?"
"What? Oh, no, no. It is crazy hot out there, but I'm actually fine," I said.
His worried frown was replaced by a warm, gentle smile. "Well then, what can I do for you, pretty lady?"
"I, um, um," I struggled to focus before I finally pulled my eyes away and said, "Lady... yes... is there a lady of the house?"
His smile slackened. "Sorry, it's just me since my wife passed away a few years ago," he answered, as he stood before me, his dick still dangling like a forbidden piece of fruit.
"I'm so sorry to hear that," I said, seeing a look of loss in his eyes and hearing it in his tone.
"I will be with her soon enough," he replied, as I couldn't help but glance back down at his flaccid dick and wondered how big it would be erect. If a man this old - 75 give or take - could still get erect...God, I hoped so.
"Sweet," I said, then snapped my head up as I realized my attention to his lower half had made me miss the conversation and say something weird and inappropriate in response to his sad comment. "S-sorry," I said, "I mean that it's sweet how much you cared for her." Awkward.
He was giving me a quizzical look and then must have noticed my eyes once again drifting south because he also finally looked down.
"Oh, my, I'm the one who's sorry," he declared as he pulled the flaps of his robe into place. "Please don't think I did that on purpose; it really was unintentional."
"Oh, no problem," I replied quickly and meant it; breaking up my hot, boring day with a view of a wondrous cock really was no problem at all. "We have to beat the heat however we can."
"Yes, um, well, you see, today is Nude Day and my wife and I always enjoyed... celebrating the day... and I've continued to do so in memory of her."
"Nude Day, so, that's a real thing?"
"You bet. We learned about it while at a nude beach back in the early 70s," he said. "The naturists there wanted to spread the gospel of going au naturel beyond places like nudist camps and beaches."
"And so, on Nude Day you and your wife would go around the house nude all day?" Yes, I realized I was asking personal questions that were none of my business, but my interest was really piqued... undoubtedly because the image of that massive cock was burned into my mind's eye.
A change came over the old man's face as he pondered his response and rather than a sad, old widower, I was seeing more of a mischievous Jack Nicholson personality peeking through the full, grey beard and wrinkly eyes. "Well, actually," he drawled, "my angel and I were already nude around the house most days... and not because we were naturists."
I caught the innuendo immediately and found myself once again staring at his crotch, trying to will the flaps of his robe back open.
"She could never get enough of it either," he said, rather matter-of-factly and not creepy or crude.
"P-p-pardon?" I stammered, not surprised he had busted me checking out his dick, as it was pretty obvious... but very surprised he would say anything so outrageous.
"My ol' hammer," he answered with a slight chuckle, "as she used to call it."
"Hammer," I mumbled.
"Hammer," he confirmed, and I noticed his voice had been getting stronger and more confident the longer we spoke, while I, on the other hand, was feeling more flummoxed.
He clearly realized I couldn't think of anything to say and went back to his Nude Day story. "So, since we were already naked most of the time at home, we could easily fulfill our desires for each other. On Nude Day we would stretch the boundaries.
"Boundaries?"
"We would go for car drives naked and purposely drive beside big rigs on the highway. If they were on my side, she would blow me while I drove. If they were on her side, she would put a foot up on the dashboard and finger herself to give them a show. We'd go for hikes in the hills and when we found a secluded place we'd strip off and sunbathe and make love; though we kept a blanket handy to cover us up if need be. We even once went through a drive-thru at McDonald's with not an article of clothing on. My wife was driving and the lucky young man who served us was so flabbergasted he stammered through the entire transaction, unable to take his eyes off my wife's breasts."
"Wow," I said, in awe that this well-mannered man in this classy home had lived such an outlaw life... with his wife at his side! They had certainly been much more adventurous than I was.
He chuckled as he reminisced about their naughty good times. "That drive-thru prank was when she was seventy. Man, her tits were still so fine. Yeah, she kept me hot and bothered right up to the very end."
The idea of a couple going to nude beaches and celebrating Nude Day in public was both intriguing and a little bewildering. And exciting. His amazing story was sending tingles through my body and was apparently doing the same to him, because, as he spoke, I saw his penis rising between the flaps of his robe. Had I also seen his fingers cheating at the robe tie and his hips giving a little wiggle to help the reveal along? I thought I did and silently cheered it on.
"Wow," I said again, much more huskily, when the robe finally fell open, exposing a surprisingly fit body for such an oldie. I wondered what he looked like at his peak, striding along naked down some hiking trail. The dick was apparently the same if his wife couldn't get enough of it. I felt I could empathize.
"Yeah, my dirty angel and I had some wild adventures when we were young," he said with a smile and yet also a clear sense of a time past. It broke my heart.
"Sounds like you had a good life and a great wife," I said, stealing another glance at his slowly hardening penis.
"She was one of a kind," he said, just a hint of sadness again in his tone and his eyes looking down as if to avoid eye contact as he recalled the memory of his late wife. But then it seemed like those eyes might actually be moving up and down from my feet to the bottom of my skirt and back. Had he done that more than once since I'd arrived? Perhaps he was actually scoping out my legs, which I often thought were my best bodily feature, and I had to admit, did look especially enticing in nylons. Could my young, toned legs be another reason his prick appeared to be coming to life?
"Again, I'm so sorry for your loss," I repeated, even as my eyes returned to his swinging, swelling pendulum like a hypnotist's pocket watch. I knew it was wrong, but fuck I wanted to stroke it, suck, maybe even fuck it. I couldn't imagine how his horse cock would stretch out my poor neglected pussy.
"I appreciate that," he said. Then, "Oh, hey, where are my manners? Would you like a drink of water? It's a sauna out there."
That comment broke through my penis trance. I was pretty damn thirsty. "That would be nice," I said, even as I finally remembered why I was there and knew there was no chance for a cosmetics sale here. I was also breaking all of my own and my company's safety rules by staying alone in a house with just a man... especially a man who was naked and not bothering to close his robe over an increasingly aroused penis. Yet, I ignored all the warnings flashing in my head as what I really wanted was to see that dick when it was completely stiff. It looked so fat and long while flaccid that I knew I'd never forgive myself for not staying for the full reveal.
"I'll be right back," he said. "Please come on in."
"Sure," I said, taking off my shoes before walking further into his home. I looked at the many photos of him and his wife, his kids and his grandkids. The man was indeed very handsome and his wife absolutely stunning in their wedding picture. Both had gained some weight over time, but in all the photos there was a real sense of happiness. His wife had a big, warm smile, and he had a sly one in most of them.
When he came back out, he had a glass of water in his hand but was no longer wearing his robe. He really was still in pretty good shape, certainly better than my own grandfather, who was probably five or more years younger than this old bull.
He noticed I'd gone silent and staring again and his smile returned, though it looked decidedly devilish now. "You don't mind if I carry on with my Nude Day activities, do you? You seemed to be interested in the story of how my wife and I celebrated it."
"No. No, I mean yes," I responded, again falling into stammering as I took in not only his swinging meat, but the heavy ball sac behind... I bet those could still deliver a big load. "I mean, no, I don't mind, and yes, I was interested to learn you and your wife lived so freely. She was a beautiful woman," I added with a nod toward a portrait of them.
"Oh, yes she was," he replied. "As are you." He held the water glass out to me. "Here you go. Why don't you enjoy that and then show me what you are selling?"
"It is all feminine products," I pointed out, caught by surprise by the turn of the conversation.
"I have a daughter and two granddaughters, maybe there is something I can buy for them," he said, as he sat on the couch now completely naked and completely comfortable.
"Okay," I agreed, after downing over half the glass of water as I was no longer heated up just from the pounding sun. "How old are your granddaughters?"
"Fifteen and twelve," he answered, seeming to part his legs a little wider to give me a better look at his dangling dick, which sadly had softened a little since he went to get the water.
"In that case, I may have some things for them," I said.
Then, for about ten minutes, I showed him some of the products and even sat beside him to go through a booklet. I have to admit I sat much closer than I normally would to a client and he (or I) took the opportunity to rub legs together, one bare, one covered in smooth nylon.
He agreed to buy a few things and then once I was putting stuff away, he asked, surprising me again by suddenly bringing the subject back to where it had been earlier, "Why don't you celebrate Nude Day with me?"
"P-p-pardon?" I stammered, as I looked at him and saw his dick was now almost fully erect... apparently he liked rubbing against my stockings. His beautiful beast still had a little way to go, but it was already absolutely magnificent. It made both my mouth water and my pussy tingle in a heartbeat.
"I bet it would feel great to just let the air conditioning flow over your bare body. And from what I can see so far, you have a body that was meant to be nude... It's certainly having a strong effect on me." Amazingly, even the last part didn't come across in a creepy old man way, but rather a natural flirtatious way and with a confidence I found sexy (while with most guys my age I would have found it a turn off).
"I don't know," I said with hesitation... noticing I didn't say no. I couldn't help it; his dick was close to nine inches in length now, and the thickest I had ever seen in person, plus, it had a slight up curve which was intriguing.
"I feel it's rather serendipitous that you came here today. I've continued to celebrate Nude Day in my wife's memory but to be honest, my - heart - hasn't really been in it. But today, with you here, it is." He then did that thing that some guys can do and flexed his boner so that it bobbed up and down, waving at me. "You know, I haven't had sex in three years, haven't had the interest. But seeing your interest in my dick has suddenly brought everything back to life." He waved his cock at me again. "Like it?" he asked.
"It is a very impressive one I have to admit, the biggest I have ever seen," I said with honesty, as I didn't try to hide my utter awe of his dick anymore and continued to admire it.
"Come over here and suck it," he said in a firm tone that wasn't an order, yet felt like an order, again surprising me and making my pussy dampen more... so much I wished I had worn panties as I could feel a little wetness leaking out of my needy pussy. I had never met a guy who had the balls to tell me what to do, but secretly the porn I watched and the erotica I read often had the man dominating the woman. Not in a violent way or anything, just a man who knew what he wanted and took it. And imagining myself as the woman in those scenes always led to my most powerful, guilty orgasms.
"Um, okay," I said rather casually, deciding, fuck it, why not? Or more literally in this case, suck it and then hopefully fuck it.
He smiled as he reminded me, "It's been a long time since I had my dick sucked."
As I knelt before him and reached for this thick, hard dick, I said, going all in for this out of the blue encounter, "Well, let's change that."
I didn't hesitate at all as I opened my mouth and took his rigid rod between my lips.
"Oooooh, yes," he moaned, as I began bobbing up and down. I had always loved sucking cock. I loved all the power that was in my hand and mouth; the power in his cock and my power over a man's very core. I loved hearing a man groan... moan... beg. I loved the sensation when a cock pulsated, spasmed and unloaded in my mouth. And while most of my friends hated swallowing, I loved it. I loved the salty taste; I loved the gooeyness of it; I loved the feeling of it in my mouth and oozing down my throat.
Because I am a damn good cock sucker, most guys unload in my mouth in just a couple of minutes, but this man, whose name I still didn't know, was, while clearly enjoying my magical mouth and tongue, very different from hair-trigger college boys.
I briefly backed off his cock long enough to look up at him and say with fascination, "This is the biggest, fattest dick I have ever sucked."
"I'm glad you're enjoying it, sweetie; many in the past were scared of it," he said.
"I fucking love it," I said, before returning to worshipping this seasoned dick as I moved my free hand to fondle his balls.
"That's it, dear, you are so good at this," he moaned, as I was now smoothly taking about six inches of his dick in my mouth. While I wasn't sure I could take all nine, I was hoping to get more and more. I wanted him to remember what might be his last blowjob ever. I wanted him to remember this day for the rest of his life. I already knew I would.
"Mmmmmmm," I purred, as I wanted him to know I was enjoying sucking his dick and liked the compliment about my fellatio skills.
A couple of minutes later, as I was now successfully taking over seven inches of his meat in my mouth, he said, with a soft moan, "Only my wife could ever take it all without gagging."
I held the hot, throbbing giant against my cheek as I said, "I've never tried taking on such a huge fucking dick, but it's so beautiful and delicious that I want to take all I can," wanting to let him know just how enamored I was with it... even though it likely seemed obvious as I was on my knees devouring it with such aggressive hunger.
I had just returned to sucking when he said, "Let's not forget Nude Day. Take off that dress and let me see you."
I really wanted to keep sucking his cock... his moans really turning me on and wanting to keep taking more and more of his monstrous meat in my mouth and I really wanted his load... but I was also feeling thrills each time I obeyed one of his commands.
"Nude Day," I agreed with a smile, as I stood up and got out of my dress, revealing I was in thigh high stockings and was not wearing any panties.
"Oh my," he said, admiring me in just bra and nylons.
"Do you like?" I asked, enjoying his look of admiration.
"You are a real doll," he complimented, as I moved my hands behind my back to unclasp my bra.
"And you are a sweetheart," I replied back, having never been called a doll before. Somehow it was a lot better than beautiful, sexy or hot, which were the terms most used to objectify me.
"Oh my, you may give this old man a heart attack," he said, as I revealed my perfect 36C firm breasts and very erect nipples as I let my bra drop to the floor.
Looking at his blood-filled staff absolutely quivering, I said, "Somehow, I'm not really worried about that. I think your heart must still be as strong as an ox's to keep that bull's equipment so ready for action." I moved back to him and placed my left foot on the sofa so I could take off my last remaining piece of clothing.


"Keep those on," he said, as he moved his hand to caress my nylon-clad leg.
"But I thought it was Nude Day," I coyly teased.
"For you its Almost-Nude Day," he replied. "I have always had a thing for stockings."
"Did your wife wear them?" I asked and then wished I hadn't brought his wife up as I didn't want anything to stop this surreal hot encounter I found myself in.
"Of course, she wore anything I told her to," he answered, as he continued caressing my leg, before adding, "and did everything I told her to." After a pause, as he continued to gently caress my sheer stockings, he added, "at least in the bedroom."
My tummy clenched as I heard him say how his wife had lived out my secret fantasy of being submissive to a man. So far, however, I had never allowed myself to let it happen with any of my boyfriends or previous sexual encounters; instead, just having it as a masturbation fantasy. Yet, for some unfathomable reason, this complete stranger made me feel safe enough to let go of the insecurities and trepidations that had held me back when I'd wanted it to happen in the past... equally inexplicably, I felt compelled to obey this old man, this old lion. "Would you please treat me like you did her?" I asked quietly, hoping again that raising her memory would not derail things. It didn't.
"With great pleasure," he said. "Now come straddle me and let me eat that ripe young pussy."
"You sure?" I asked, finally bringing my eyes away from that big, hard cock to take in his intense gaze... he was serious. The guys I dated or fucked rarely offered to trade oral favours and then didn't usually do an even remotely adequate job at pussy munching. Only an older guy in his forties I'd fucked while on a road trip with the girls before college had ever got me off or even really got the fire burning in any real way with his tongue.
"Very sure," he purred. "I have really been missing the sweet taste of pussy every day and it's been decades since I've eaten a juicy cooze other than my wife's. And I'm betting yours is both sweet and juicy."
Well, he was certainly right about the juicy part, as I was absolutely dripping from stuffing his hogleg into my throat and now thinking about how it would be to have a lover who wanted to eat my pussy every day. "Okay," I said, as I stepped up onto the sofa and straddled his face, placing my hands on the wall, happy the couch was against the wall or balancing myself would have been difficult. This was not a position I had ever experienced before. The few times a man had ventured between my legs with their tongue had me on my back.
He placed his hands on my ass and pressed his face against my quite wet pussy canal and I let out a loud moan. To my surprise, his beard stimulated my sex and in seconds I was feeling real pleasure as his tongue probed my love canal and his whiskers teased my clit and lips... it was in seconds the most intense oral stimulation I had ever experienced.
"Oh, fuck, you are so delicious," he said, sounding sincere as he worked me over.
"Most young guys don't go down," I said with a moan. "And never this good."
"Fucking useless generation," he said with clear disdain as he worked my pussy over with his magical tongue.
"That is what I am learning," I moaned, in awe of the pleasure he was giving me.
"I could eat this peach all day," he said, as he continued giving me the oral stimulation of my life. His tongue probing, his whiskers titillating, and his hands squeezing my ass had me in a hurricane of pleasure.
"Oh God, feels so damn good," I whimpered, feeling the unbelievable rise of an orgasm.
Then for a couple more glorious minutes there was no more talking, just my constant rising moans. I closed my eyes and pressed my hands firmly against the wall, feeling like I might swoon from the pleasure. I ended up pressing my cheek and then my breasts against the wall to keep my balance and the cool, textured surface of the wallpaper against my hard nipples sent another jolt through my body that joined with those from the old man's lips and tongue to push me to the edge and I begged, "Don't stop, don't stop. I'm going to, I'm going to coooooome..."
The orgasm exploded through me and I squirted like a broken faucet as my cum flooded out of me and all over his lips, tongue and face.
He didn't stop throughout my orgasm until I could unbelievably feel a second one already rising even as the first one refused to let its grip on me fade away. I wanted his dick in me. I wanted to ride it. No, I needed to have that cock in me. I had to have it. I said, even as my body continued to tremble, "I need your dick in me right now."
He didn't say anything as I moved down onto his lap, overjoyed to find his erection at full strength... proof that he really did love eating pussy. I reached behind to position his huge dick and guided it into my fevered, soaking wet gash. As I took it all inside myself, I moaned, "So fucking big."
"I can't believe this is happening," he groaned as I began to slowly ride his amazing cock.
"I can't believe it either," I moaned, "but I have never wanted a cock so bad."
"You flatter an old man," he said, as he moved his wrinkled hands to my firm, young tits.
"Suck on them," I said, my nipples super sensitive as I leaned forward slightly while grinding on him.
"Mmmmmmm," he responded, as he opened his bearded mouth and took my left nipple in his mouth while I slowly rode him. I was horny as hell, and while I wanted to make him come after what he'd done to me with his tongue, I also selfishly was hoping to make this last and perhaps earn myself a second orgasm.
Then for a couple of glorious minutes, he went back and forth between my two tits and my two nipples cupping and sucking and making my rapture rise.
He then said, "I want to fuck you."
"Gee, I kind of thought you were," I smiled.
"No, I want to be doing the fucking," he clarified.
"Tell me how you want me," I replied, my natural submissiveness coming out. I was more than ready to get fucked by this old man with the big dick in any position he desired.
"Get on the couch and on your back," he said. "I want to see those tits bounce and your pretty face while I fuck you."
"Okay," I agreed, as I got off of him and helped him get up off the couch so we could swap places.
I lay back on the deep-seated sofa, propping my head on a throw pillow against the armrest so I could easily watch whatever he was going to do to me. I spread my nylon-clad legs as wide as I could, putting my left foot up on the sofa back, and watched him move between them. I assumed he was going to slide his dick right back into me, but instead he lifted up my left foot and massaged my toes while he licked my silky sole. No one had ever done anything like this before and at first I froze, thinking it a pretty icky thing to do.
"God, your feet smell so good," he said, as his tongue roamed all over the bottom of my foot, while also continuing to massage my toes individually.
I thought about how my feet had been in closed-toe, low-heeled sandals as I walked around all day and had to be very sweaty... and stinky. But I'd trusted this old sex god so far and now made myself pause and take in how enthralled he seemed to be as he lathed the bottom of my foot and then, surprisingly, just how good it felt. It was incredibly relaxing and naughtily stimulating at the same time and I decided I wasn't going to complain if he wanted to get his kink on. As I was thinking this, he let down my one foot and replicated the attention on the other.
Finally, my mind accepted the sensual part of what he was doing, which was easy because the sensations were driving me wild as his tongue on my sole and his fingers massaging my toes triggered pussy pulsations. I begged, "Please fuck me, I need your dick in me so fucking bad."
"Of course, sorry, but your feet smell and taste heavenly," he said around my big toe. Then he kissed my instep with the words, "Thank you for indulging me."
"They have been in shoes all day," I pointed out, assuming they would reek.
"The sweatier the better," he said, as he inhaled one more time before putting my foot down. "The natural scent of a woman is intoxicating."
"Well, I have to admit it did make me feel kind of drunk. Heck, everything you do to my body is intoxicating," I countered, having somehow never experienced such pleasure mixed with such... what? Degradation? While his outer body was clearly aged and past his prime, it still held an animal vitality, and his seasoned experience had me a muddled mess... desperate to experience more of whatever this old man wanted to do to me.
"You flatter me," he said, as he positioned his dick at my dripping box.
"I have never wanted to be fucked more in my life," I admitted, not at all ashamed, but filled with unbridled lust.
He tapped his cock head on my clit three times and smiled as he looked into my dazed, dreamy eyes, "Beg."
I didn't hesitate, as each tap made me moan like a feral animal, "Please, fuck me, hammer my young, ripe pussy, pound me, make me your slut."
"Shit, that is so hot," he said as he lined up to plunge into me.
It was only as I spoke that I realized I still didn't even know the name of the man who was awakening true raw pleasure inside me and he didn't know mine. And, oh God, being a nameless fuck was so exquisitely degrading and exciting, but even so... I reached down and gripped his shaft before he could impale me with it. "Should I just call you, Hammer, when I cry out in pleasure?" Then I released the hot, throbbing pole that filled my small hand and grabbed my tits, squeezing my nipples up towards him.
"Hammer, I kind of like that," he chuckled, then pushed the head of his hammer through my labia with gentle firmness and kept pushing until I was filled with the hammer's handle. Fuck, it felt good.
As he began slowly pumping his fat dick in my pussy, he said, "No, if I really can make you cry out in pleasure, I'd like to hear you say, Jake."
He pushed his cock deeper and I sighed out, "Jaaaake," as I adjusted to the painful pleasure of being pierced deeper than I'd ever been before.
After some more long, slow strokes that each felt better and better... clearly my senior cocksman knew how to help a woman adjust to his length and girth... I said, "By the way, my name is Mabel."
Jake suddenly stopped deep inside me. "It is not," he said, getting very serious, his face perplexed.
"It is," I said, surprised by his reaction. "I know it's pretty old-fashioned, but it's a family thing. Is something wrong?"
"My wife's name was Mabel," he said, looking absolutely bewildered by this serendipitous and surreal new reality.
"I can be someone else," I hurriedly said, not wanting this likely once in a lifetime fucking to end. "My middle name is Julia."
"No, no, no," he said, shaking his head. "Mabel is perfect." He gave a slight chuckle and resumed his slow, deep strokes, churning his hips to really get the feel of my insides. A few thrusts later, he moaned, "So fucking perfect."
He was right about that and I moaned in return, "Well, Jake, it's a literal pleasure to meet you." Then, for some reason I couldn't explain, I strangely extended my hand to shake his even as he fucked me.
"The pleasure is all mine," he replied, shaking my hand.
"It is definitely not all yours," I smiled, as I wrapped my legs around the old man as best I could.
"Then the pleasure is mutual."
"I concur," I agreed, before adding, "now fuck me, Jake, fuck me hard with that big fucking cock."
He didn't say anything. He just obliged. He began slamming his dick into me as deep as it could humanly go, making my moans escalate rapidly.
"Oh fuck, yes, give it to me, give it to me," I repeated, in complete unbridled rapture. "I have never been fucked this good before."
"Well then, pretty girl, let's take our time so you can get the most out of it," he growled as he shifted gears and pulled out slowly, his banana upcurve dragging his head over my G-spot nearly making me delirious while angling to drag against the sides of my fuck canal. Looking down, I could see his mushroom cockhead distend my swollen pussy lips as he pulled out, though he never broke contact between purplish tip and deep pink labia. Then, just as slowly, he pistoned back into me, making my whole mons bulge. I had a sudden urge to pull out my cell phone and record the beautiful perversity for my future masturbatory use... where was I ever going to find another cock like this... and a man who knew how to use it?
As if he was reading my mind, he mused, "Of course, this doesn't have to be our only time together; you can come back any time you need some of this old man dick." The words were magic to my ears, as was his sudden shifting back into top gear, drawing my grunt when his pelvis slammed into mine. The idea of this not being a one-time thing sent waves of euphoria through me... as did his continual assault on my burning box.
"I will be taaaaaking you uuuuuup on that," I replied as my second orgasm was imminent from the now fast-paced hard dicking.
"Come for me," he encouraged, as he looked at me and my tits which were bouncing around wildly.
"Hammer me," was all I could muster as my moans got reckless.
"Such a hot, sexy thing," he said, leaning down and grabbing my tits for handles as he kept up the fast-paced assault on my pussy.
His dick position moved slightly, sending more waves of pleasure through me and in another dozen or more strokes my second orgasm was cascading through me like a torrential storm. "Fuuuuuuuck!" I bellowed, my entire body quaking with uncontrollable pleasure as he didn't slow down his pace at all.
"You look so fucking sexy coming," he proclaimed, which was a pleasant compliment. Truth be told, I had never pondered what I may look like when having an orgasm.
"You are so fucking good," I said, as he kept railing me and my orgasm kept pulsating through me.
"I have a lot of pent-up energy," he joked.
"Well, work it out on me," I smiled with another moan.
"You know, I never thought I would have sex again," he said.
"Now, you can have sex anytime you want," I offered him, meaning it. If he texted me, I'd come over as soon as I could. This dick was the best I'd ever had, and his stamina was already impressing me. Most guys I fucked lasted a couple of minutes, came and then were done.
"Really?" he asked, even as he kept sliding that pussy-filling dick inside me.
"Yes, I'm sure I will never get enough of your dick," I said, just as he pulled out when yet another orgasm became imminent. "Nooooooo."
"Roll onto your side," he said.
I quickly rolled onto my left side, facing the sofa back. Bending at the waist, I moved my butt backwards to the edge so my juicy ass could be admired.
"Fuck, you have an amazing ass," he complimented, as he caressed it.
"Get me drunk and you can fuck it," I wickedly said, having twice tried anal sex. Both times I'd really been excited about the idea, though I still had to get drunk to follow through. And both times I'd ended up disappointed, not really enjoying the act much... though my lame young partners certainly had... as usual.
"Do you like anal sex?" he asked, as he began moving sideways along the edge of the sofa, along my legs. I anticipated he would be bending down so he could kiss my soft derriere. Instead, he moved to my feet, lifting them slightly from the sofa cushion as he held them together and slid his dick between them... not at all what I was expecting.
Caught by surprise, it took me a moment to remember that we'd been talking about buttfucking. "Anal? Honestly, no, not really."
"Never do anything you don't want to do," he said, as he was suddenly fucking my feet.
"That is not how most men think," I said, as I felt the strange sensation of having my feet used as a pleasure tool.
"True enough," he said. "I hope you don't mind but I really had to fuck these silky soles."
"Use me as you wish," I said, so completely captivated by his cock and his fetish for feet. It made me wonder if it was feet or stockings.
"God, you really are like my wife," he said.
"Because I am submissive?"
"Yes, and indulge me with my perversion for nylons," he added, answering my unasked question about feet versus stockings.
"Funny, I don't usually wear them, but they are a required part of the outfit for this job," I said.
"I'm happy for that sexist requirement then," he said.
"But I will wear them for you anytime you want," I offered, finding both his earlier obsessive worship of my feet and now his fucking of my feet erotically kinky.
"And I'll do anything else you want me to. Just tell me what you want," I continued, "but please give me more of that dick."
I was still lying on my left side on the sofa as Jake crouched at the end fucking my feet, the nylons making their special whispering sound as he stroked his hard pole between my soles. Now he began lifting my right foot high up in the air with my leg extended. I felt like a Barbie doll being moved into the splits, or at least into a half split, as my left leg remained stretched along the sofa. Then Jake was straddling that leg with a knee on the sofa and the opposite foot on the floor, inching his way up my thigh as he raised my right leg to vertical... this was one kinky but still in shape man. And he had me completely vulnerable, as this unique position spread my sex open to his advancing cock. Then he was pushing that massive tool downwards and sliding it inexorably into my wanton pussy.
Instantly, the fire inside resumed as he began fucking me again.
The position. The angle. The moment. They were all perfect and I continued to give in to the pleasure he kept on giving me. I didn't care how old he was. I didn't care what he looked like. I just cared about the way he was fucking me and giving me the most intense, constant pleasure I had ever experienced with a man or a toy... and I had a couple damn good toys. "Oh, fuuuuuck!"
"My wife loved this position," he said, a rather adventurous position for an elderly man.
"I can see why," I replied, as the sexual inferno inside me continued to burn through my entire body and a third orgasm was rising rapidly out of the flames. I had never before come twice from a sexual encounter, hell, often not even once, but old Jake seemed able to give me a plethora of them.
For a couple of minutes he furiously fucked me, eventually hammering me so hard I was literally bouncing off the sofa. As the third orgasm rose inside me, I whimpered, "Oh, my God, you're the first man to ever give me two orgasms and now I'm going to come again."
Then my whimpering became begging. "Oh, fuck, I've never been fucked so good, please keep going."
Then begging became demanding, "Yes, hammer me, pound me, don't you dare fucking stop until I've come three times in a row!"
"Don't you worry," he grunted between strokes, "I'd never leave a woman hanging. Especially a hot, young slut like you."
'Hey, he just called me a slut,' broke through my mind and I stared into his eyes, surprised. Then I became much more surprised when I didn't feel anger at the insult, but rather, a blast of lust at the filthy compliment. 'Hot, young slut?' Well, what else could you call me in this situation?
Before I could think of any comeback, Jake hit me with another perfect read of my emotions and need to submit... to him and to my own perverse desires. "I love how you worship cock," he said. "I love how you let yourself go wild on a dirty old stranger's dick and come again and again."
I'd fantasized about being dominated and his rude, honest language pushed that fantasy to a level I'd never imagined before and I was on the verge of proving him right about me having multiple orgasms on the cock of an old man I'd just met. Then I realized from the rising pitch of his voice that he was also finally getting close to his own orgasm after this marathon session.


"Come in me, I want you to come in me," I urged, usually hating the mess of being come inside, as such I preferred swallowing it. Yet, at this moment, I had to have him dump his load inside me.
"You sure?" he asked, even as he kept pumping his dick in me deeply.
"Yes, I'm on the pill," I said, then added, "I want to feel your dick explode inside me."
"I'm getting close," he admitted.
"Fill me up, unload deep inside me, give me all that cum," I rambled as my next orgasm was imminent and I knew the moment he came I would too.
"Oh God," he groaned and in just a couple more strokes unloaded inside me.
"Yes, fuuuuuuck!" I bellowed with unbridled rapture as the moment his cock twitched and his load oozed inside me, my third orgasm hit.
He slowed down but kept pumping throughout our mutual orgasms.
A couple of minutes later he pulled out and collapsed onto his side on the sofa, facing me, our faces only inches apart, our reclining bodies touching at some points. I lowered my leg and he put his fingers gently on my hip as we panted from our exertion and pleasure.
"That was amazing, thank you," he said.
"No, thank you," I corrected.
"I never thought I would have sex again," he said in an introspective voice, repeating an earlier thought.
"Oh, gee, I sure hope you don't feel guilty for what we did," I said, afraid he might somehow think he'd just cheated on his dead wife.
"Guilty? Oh, no, not at all," he assured, now with a bit of mirth in his voice. "Sex was always such an important part of our lives that even years ago, my Mabel told me I had better get to fucking all her widowed friends right after her funeral if she went before me."
"But it took you three years to follow her instructions?" I realized it was probably too intimate a question, despite how intimate we had just been, but for some reason, Jake's aura just kept me opening up to him without much filtering.
"Yeah, I guess her loss depressed my libido in ways I'd never expected." Then his frown turned into a smile as his hand went over my hip to stroke my ass and he added, "But it's good to know it was all in my head and everything still worked once I got the right woman to help."
"Well, I'm so glad that Mabel told you to keep on fucking and that I happened to knock on your door while you were commemorating Nude Day," I replied as I reached down to the fat, heavy snake he'd used to charm me. "I never thought sex could feel that good."
"No oral orgasms and only occasional orgasms from fucking?" he said, recalling some of the comments and complaints I'd made during our torrid session. "Today's boys need a good kick in the ass."
"That they do," I agreed.
I knew I had to finally get going and so gathered my clothes. He cocked his head to the side and smiled wickedly at me, and I knew he was silently challenging me to do a Nude Day walk back to my car. If it had been parked on his street, I might have gone for it, but it was at least a half mile away. I compromised by finally stripping off my stockings, leaving off my bra, and only putting on my dress and shoes.
He walked me to the door, then took me in his arms and we were kissing for the first time after more than an hour of hard fucking. When we broke the lip lock, I said, "So, what you were saying earlier about me maybe visiting you again...?"
"Any time," he said firmly, then he smiled devilishly. "Any fucking time."
I reached into my shoulder bag and pulled out my rolled-up stockings. "Perhaps I should leave these here to remind you of that promise?"
He gave me that wicked grin, took the thigh-highs and pressed them tightly against his nose, inhaling theatrically. I popped him playfully on the shoulder for being a goofball, then kissed his cheek and went back out into the heat. As I made my way back to my car, I could feel some of his cum leaking from my well-fucked pussy and knew I would indeed be returning for another visit with this sweet, hot, dirty old man.
Epilogue:
The rest of the summer, I stopped by every couple of days.
We visited and then we fucked... although not always necessarily in that order.
One day he ate me to seven orgasms in a row until I was begging for him to stop as I couldn't take any more.
I blew him while he talked to his daughter, who was the same age as my mother, on Skype.
He came on my face a few times. He came on my nylon-clad feet a couple of times. I usually didn't wash it off before leaving.
On a few occasions, I stayed overnight and we had lengthy fuck sessions where he would come a second time after a reasonable break.
Once he finger-banged me in a theatre.
And one especially kinky night, I wore his wife's wedding dress and pretended to be her on their wedding night. When I learned he took her anal cherry that night, I let him fuck mine. I'd had some wine but wasn't drunk and had some real trepidation, but with some tongue preparation, a generous amount of lube, and some finger prep gaping first, I thoroughly enjoyed being fucked in the ass... even letting him cum in it.
Once school resumed, we agreed on once-a-week visitations and they have been kept up all semester so far.
In fact, I am heading over in a cheerleader's outfit right now... as I check off one more of his many perverse fantasies.
My only problem is... he has ruined me for boys my age. Alas, that is a problem for another day.
The End
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Nana, Viagra and her Grandson
Summary: A grandson takes two Viagra pills and Nana has to solve his problem.
Note 1: This is a Nude Day 2026 story because of how nudity allows the encounter to take place.
Note 2: Thanks to OhDave 1 for editing.
Nana, Viagra and her Grandson
I had just finished watering my garden, as it was almost a hundred degrees today when I walked into the living room to see my nineteen-year-old grandson with his shorts around his ankles and furiously stroking his dick. "Jason!" I gasped as I stared at his pretty big dick... the first I had seen one in over three years since Charles, my husband of fourty-one years, died.
"Sorry, Nana, it's just my penis is so hard and throbbing," he said, looking frantic.
"You don't masturbate in my living room," I scolded, stunned to have walked into him masturbating.
"I know, I know," he nodded, while still stroking his dick, "but I can't get it to go down."
"Is this usually a problem?" I asked.
"No, it has never happened before like this," he said, looking overwhelmed.
"You have never had an erection?" I asked, confused.
"No, I have never been hard like this and not able to come," he said.
It was then that I looked at a bottle on the coffee table and an alarm went off in my head. "You didn't take a pill from that bottle, did you?"
"I took two," my grandson answered. "I had a headache."
"W-w-where did you get the bottle from?" I stammered, praying it wasn't what I thought it was.
"Your bathroom," he answered, still stroking himself and seeming pained.
"Shit," I said, shaking my head, having completely forgotten they were in that container. "You took your papa's Viagra," I said, having put his pills in a Tylenol bottle as Charles hated the stigma of having to use it to get it up. No way he wanted anyone to accidentally find them.
"I did what?" he asked.
"You took your papa's Viagra," I repeated, knowing that one was more than enough to get an erection. I couldn't imagine what taking two might do.
"It hurts," he complained.
"You need to come," I said.
"I'm trying," he said with frustration, "but it isn't working."
"I don't know what I can do," I said, beginning to get worried.
"Take off your shoes," he said desperately.
"What?" I asked.
"Take off your shoes," he repeated urgently.
I did and he stared at my feet. "How is this going to help?" I asked.
"I like nylon-clad feet," he said, continuing to stroke his dick. "They turn me on."
"Just like your grandfather," I laughed, thinking how many times my husband used to fuck my feet. He also loved shooting his load on my feet including on my soles and then having me walk with his gooey load in my shoes. He was quite the pervert.
"Really?" he asked, as he stared down at my feet, which I had just got painted red a couple of days ago during a pedicure.
"Yeah, he had a real foot fetish," I said, trying to find a way to encourage him by slightly wiggling my toes which was usually all it took to guarantee I would get dick from Charles.
"A nylon fetish?" He asked.
"Yes, that is why I still wear them," I said, for some reason feeling I had to... like I had my entire marriage.
"You wore them for Papa?' he said as he changed hands but didn't stop staring at my feet.
"All the time," I admitted.
"Oh Naaaaana," he groaned.
"Oh honey," I said, feeling so bad for him, seeing he was clearly in pain... as an idea popped into my head, but I wasn't sure I should suggest it.
"It hurts so bad," he whined, with an actual whimper.
"I have an idea," I said, making a decision that was very inappropriate but may be able to solve the problem.
"Whaaaaat?" he asked.
I walked over to the couch, sat down and realized that at my age this position may not work the way I wanted it to. So, I got back up and moved to a dining room chair which had me sitting higher up. "Come here."
"Okay," he said, walking to me, led by his big hard dick. I had to admit it was an impressive young member. It seemed to be close to seven inches, a good inch longer than my deceased husband, although thinner.
"This is going to sound unorthodox," I said, not believing I was about to suggest this, as I moved my silky soles together, "but come and put your penis between my feet, honey."
"Really?" he asked, even though he wasn't waiting for my response to actually do it.
"Yes," I nodded, as I felt his hard dick move between my feet, "this is maybe the only way to get you to come."
"Thanks, Nana," he said, sounding so relieved as he began to pump his dick between my feet, bringing flashbacks to my younger days. God, I loved the feeling of a dick between my feet. I know it was a strange perversion. I know it was kinky. But somehow feeling a dick pump between my feet always turned me on and made my pussy burn. Awkwardly, the same sensation happened this time as my grandson fucked my feet and I felt a tingle down below.
"You're welcomeeee," I replied, letting out the slightest moan at the perverse excitement of what was suddenly occurring in my home with my grandson.
"Nanaaaaa," he moaned, as he really pumped his dick between my feet.
"Come for me, Billy, come all over my feet," I encouraged, trying to make him come as soon as possible.
"More, Nana, more," he groaned, furiously fucking me.
I don't know why. Partly because he had asked, partly because I was confusingly horny and partly because this is what I would do for Charles, I talked dirty: "Oh yes, Billy fuck Nana's stocking-clad feet and shoot your big load all over them."
"Oooooooh, Nana," he said, looking at me with both lust and awe.
"Do it, Billy, fuck Nana's feet, pound them with that big dick of yours. Give Nana all that cum in those loaded balls of yours," I continued, feeling a sensation growing inside me and a burning in my long-forgotten loins.
"Take off your dress, Nana; let me see those big tits of yours," he ordered, surprising me.
"Oh, Billy, we have already gone too far doing this," I said, knowing this was inappropriate, but a somewhat reasonable solution to a problem without getting too close to crossing a line of incest.
"Please, Nana, I need to come so bad," he begged.
"Billy, that would be inappropriate," I said, even though the look in his eyes was so desperate.
"Nana, this feels so good, but it isn't completely working," he said.
"Okay, okay," I said, "but we can never talk about this again."
"Of course, of course," he repeated as I lifted my ass off of the chair to pull the dress up and over my head, which sent a chill through my entire body as I took it off, all the while Billy kept fucking my feet.
I placed the dress on the table and looked at him.
"Bra too," he ordered, somehow his tone shifting from slightly dominant to desperate depending on the situation.
"Honey, I...."
"Now, Nana, I need to come so bad and seeing your big tits may finally make me shoot," he said.
Maybe it was my own burning libido, maybe it was the feeling of his dick between my feet, maybe it was the growing desire to feel his dick twitch and erupt on me, maybe it was having someone actually want to see my tits, or maybe it was his rational and slightly dominant attitude, but I obeyed, reminding him again, "We can never talk about this after today."
"Yes, Nana," he nodded, staring at my chest area that was currently being hidden by a white, not overly flattering, bra.
"I can't believe I am doing this," I said as I reached back and unclasped my bra releasing my massive 36DD tits.
"Oh my God, Nana," he gasped as he stared at my huge tits and very hard nipples... which were giving away my own sexual excitement at this perverse family act.
Deciding to really push him to erupt, feeling he had to be close, I squeezed my tits together and said, knowing it was wrong and yet feeling it was necessary, "Do you like Nana's tits, Billy?"
"Oh yes, Nana," he said, still fucking my feet with aggressiveness.
"Come for me, Billy, come on my nylon-clad feet while you stare at your Nana's big fucking tits," I encouraged.
"Oh, Nana," he said, surprising me by leaning forward and cupping my breasts and then taking a hard left nipple into his mouth.
"Oh Biiiiiiiilly," I moaned, as my nipples had always been incredibly sensitive and triggered wetness to my pussy instantly. So much, I could feel juices leaking into my panties. I tried to stop it by saying, "This is too far," although I didn't back it with action. I didn't push him away. I sat there and allowed my grandson to suck on my nipple creating utter euphoria inside me.
"Mmmmmmmmm, such perfect tits, Nana," he said as he slowed down his pumping while going back and forth between my two nipples.
I sat there having my grandson fuck my feet and cup and suck my breasts while spinning with indecision. I knew this had gone too far; I knew I had to stop it; yet, I didn't. I allowed him to pleasure me while he pleasured himself. "Billy," I began, but wasn't able to come up with more words to follow.
"Nana, I feel so close," he said, as he sucked hard on my right nipple... sending wave after wave of intense pleasure through me as I accidentally moaned a couple of times.
"Then come, Billy," I encouraged, with another moan, as I sensed he could sense the impact his lips on my nipples were having on me. "Come for Nana."
"Oh, Nana, make me come," he groaned.
"Do it, Billy, come on your sexy Nana's feet," I encouraged, "fuck my feet with that big cock and give me that load I crave."
"Oh fuuuuuuck," he grunted and I felt his warm seed coat my silky sheer nylon soles.
"Good boy, give me all that cum," I encouraged, a rush of sexual energy coursing through me as he came... as I had always loved making a man come. I hadn't felt this alive since before Charles passed. I had almost forgotten just how good sex could be... even in this non-penetration sort of way.
"Oh, Nana," he said as he kept pumping his dick in between my feet, albeit now slower.
"So much cum," I said, feeling it all over my soles and already imagining putting my feet back in my shoes to walk around and feel the gooey cum.
"Thank you, Nana," he said.
"Anything for you, Billy," I said, as I was both simultaneously happy and sad. Happy as I had rectified the problem and this needed to end before it got any more out of hand; sad, because this was the most alive I had felt since Charles passed.
He backed away and looked at me. "You are beautiful, Nana."
"You are sweet," I smiled as I grabbed my dress, not bothering to put my bra back on.
"Do you need to come?" he asked.
"Pardon?"
"Well, it is obvious you were getting horny from this," he said.
"I was not," I lied as I put my dress back on, feeling incredibly guilty for having just committed an act of incest.
"It's okay, Nana," he said. "You deserve it."
"Please grab my shoes," I asked.
"Okay," he said as he walked over, grabbed them and handed them to me.
I put them on as he looked at me, perplexed.
I don't know why I said it, but I explained, "I have always loved walking with cum on my soles."
"Really?"
"Sorry, I don't know why I told you that," I said, shaking my head.
"Was that a Papa thing?"
"Yeah, I always did what he asked," I replied, having always been incredibly submissive to him.
"You were submissive to him?" he asked.
"That is way too much information for a grandson to know about his Nana," I said as I got off the chair and felt the squish of the cum as my feet landed on the floor.
"I am fascinated by you, Nana," he said.
"You should put that thing away," I said, glancing down at his dick which was still hard and felt a little wetness leak into my panties. Fuck, I needed to leave before I did something very inappropriate like suck my grandson's dick.
"You sure you don't need to come?" he asked, seemingly noticing me staring at his dick.
"I will be fine," I said as I walked away,
"Thanks again, Nana," he said.
"Remember, this never happened," I reminded him as I turned around to look at him and his hard dick one more time.
"Yes, Nana," he nodded.
I went to the kitchen to get a glass of water and cool down... feeling the squishy sensation with each step. I downed a glass of water and headed to the washroom. I went pee, washed my hands and looked in the mirror. My cheeks were so red. Still feeling wetness in my pussy, still horny, I decided to go to my bedroom and use one of my long-neglected toys. I actually worried whether the batteries would still work since I couldn't remember the last time I used either of them.
I pulled out both my vibrators that were hidden under my pantyhose and found that neither would turn on. I sighed. Yet, so horny, I just got on my bed, closed my eyes and began to rub myself over my pantyhose. My husband used to love watching me rub myself over pantyhose, although when he was alive, I would usually not wear panties under them... he liked seeing my pussy lips framed under pantyhose. As I started rubbing myself, I couldn't help but have my grandson's dick pop into my head. God, it was so hard. So big. If he would have asked me, I likely would have sucked it. If he would have ordered me to bend over and offer up my pussy, I would have let him fuck me. "Oooooooh, fuck," I moaned, the idea so naughty, so wrong, and yet at this moment all I could think about was sucking and fucking my grandson.
Deciding to just allow the twisted, incestuous fantasy to take control, I rubbed myself while imagining my grandson's big dick in my mouth. I used to love sucking cock... including getting face fucked and taking a load on my face. In truth, out of ten loads Charles would unload, I bet nine ended up on my feet or my face... rarely did he come in me. Weirdly, I was okay with that. I hated the feeling of his cum leaking out of me, especially when he unloaded in my ass, after we fucked and I didn't really enjoy swallowing his load... I found it too salty.
I was rubbing myself pretty good and was getting closer to having an orgasm when Billy burst into my room and said, "It still won't go dooooooown."
"Billy!" I gasped, pulling my hand out from under my dress.
"I knew you were horny," he said, walking to my bed, his missile still leading the way.
"Billy, get out," I ordered, closing my legs.
"I'm still hard and need to come again," he said, getting onto the bed.
"Billy," I said as I sat up. "I helped you once; if you need to come again so take care of it yourself."
"Nana, suck me," he said as he knelt before me.
"What?" I said, as I was eye level with his dick and his firm tone had me already shifting to obedient mode.
"I need you to blow me, Nana," he said, waving his hard rod before me.
"Billy, we can't do that," I said, even as I stared at his dick that was just a few inches from my undeniably watering mouth.
"I need to come again, Nana," he repeated. "And it's obvious you want to suck my cock."
"Billy, I...." I began to protest, but he moved his dick to my mouth and I allowed it to slip between my lips.
"Ooooooh, yes, Nana, suck it, suck my cock," he groaned, as half his dick was suddenly in my mouth.
Instinct... hunger... obedience... desire... I have no idea which one it was, if not all, were key elements to my next action, but I did as he told me and started sucking my grandson's cock.
"Oh yes, Nana," he moaned as I began bobbing in a somewhat uncomfortable position on my side and resting on one arm.
"Mmmmmmmmm," I purred, for some reason wanting him to know I liked that I was sucking his cock.
"You like sucking my dick, Nana?" He asked.
"Mmmmmmmmm," I repeated my sensual purr without slowing down my mid-tempo bobbing.
"Tell me," he ordered as he pulled his dick out of my mouth.
"Billy," I said, "you know this is wrong."
"No, I don't," he said as he tapped my lips with his dick.
"This is incest," I stressed, even as I felt myself extend my tongue and lick his cock head, a glimmer of re-cum oozing out of his slit.
"Incest is a preconceived notion," he said.
"What?" I asked, as he slid his dick back in my mouth and I mindlessly resumed sucking.
"It is just a sin because society made it one," he said as I bobbed. "In fact, throughout history incest is quite common."
As I bobbed, I wondered why he would even know such things, yet at the moment I just wanted to make him come... it had been so long since I sucked a cock and I was discovering just how much I missed it.
After another couple of dozen bobs on his hard salami, he pulled out again and asked, "So, do you like sucking my cock, Nana?"
"Yes, I like it," I admitted. "Now give me that dick back."
"You do look hot sucking my cock, Nana," he said as he slid his dick back in my mouth.
I resumed sucking, strangely appreciating a compliment you should never get from your grandson. Thirty seconds later, I felt his hand try to get in between my legs. Luckily, I was still on my side and my legs on top of each other so there was no easy access to my pussy. He then pulled out, pushed me onto my back, parted my legs and moved his hand between my legs and went directly to my wet pussy.
"Billy, noooooo," I moaned as he rubbed my pussy. Yes, I wanted to come, but I couldn't let this keep going further... although I likely should have stopped this before I began sucking my grandson's dick.
"You are soaked, Nana," he said as he rubbed me.
"It's been a long time," I defended as although I knew I should stop him, I instead opened my legs wider.
"You deserve to be pleasured too," he said.
"But this is wrong," I pointed out.
"This has never felt more right, Nana," he said as he moved his entire body between my legs and placed both his hands at my crotch and in a heartbeat ripped my pantyhose.
"Billy, what are you doing?" I asked as I sat there paralyzed with indecision and looking at my grandson between my legs.
"I'm going to eat your pussy, Nana," he answered as he lowered his head close to my crotch.
"What about your hard-on?" I asked, trying to get him back to the fact he needed to come.
"Well, we could 69," he said, looking up at me as he moved his fingers inside my panties and to my pussy.
"Biiiiiiilly," I repeated, my go-to response of bewilderment and inability to know what to say.
"I'm going to eat your pussy and make you come, Nana," he repeated, "t. "That is non-negotiable."
"I have not looked after down there for some time," I pointed out, having had monthly Brazilians before Charlie died, but since then let the garden grow wild.
"I like a hair pie," he said as he slid his fingers inside me and began to finger fuck me.
"Jesus, Billy," I moaned loudly.
"You need this, Nana," he said before pulling my panties aside and burying his face in my pussy again before I had time to think or react.
"Oooooooh, Billy," I whimpered as his tongue attacked my clit while his fingers fucked me. It was obvious that my grandson had some experience with the ladies.
"Mmmmmm, Nana," he purred. "It's time for you to come for me."
"But you are the one who needs to come," I reminded him.
"We both need to come, Nana," he replied, working on me inside and out.
'Fuck it,' I thought to myself. I had already crossed the line; I would deal with the consequences later. Right now I was just going to give in to my grandson... give myself to him. So I demanded, wanting to suck his cock while I allowed him to eat me, "I want that cock, Billy, turn around and give me that dick," I demanded.
"You want my cock in your sexy mouth, Nana," he asked as he sat up and his fingers slipped out of my needy twat... feeling suddenly empty.
"Yes, Billy, Nana wants to be your cock sucker," I wickedly said, always getting aroused from that word for some reason. "I want to suck that big dick of yours while you eat my needy cunt," I added, using another word I loved in the heat of the moment.


"Such a naughty Nana," he said with a smile, before he instructed, "Let me lie on my back and then straddle my face."
"Yes, baby, just tell me what to do," I said, shifting into instant submission mode and getting up.
"You like being told what to do?" he asked as he lay on his back and I admired his fully erect shaft looking like a lighthouse beckoning me in.
I didn't even pretend to lie, having somehow decided to just allow this incestuous act to occur. "Yes, I was very submissive to your Papa."
"And now to me," he said as I straddled his face.
"Just for this one time," I stressed as I lowered my pussy on his face and bent down and stroked his dick.
"I'll decide that," he said as he leaned up and began licking me.
"Nooooo, this can only be one time," I repeated.
"Just suck my dick, Nana, show me how good a cock sucker you are," he ordered as he squeezed my ass.
"Yes, baby, I'll show you how a woman really sucks a cock," I said, pushing the concern of the future out of my head while wanting to give him the blow job of his life... hunger and obedience superseding common sense and law.
I took his dick in my mouth and smoothly deep throated him, apparently sucking cock is like riding a bike... you don't lose the skill from lack of use.
"Oh Nana," he moaned, "yes, suck my cock."
"Mmmmmmmmm," I moaned, as for the next couple of minutes he licked me and I blew him.
"You're such a great cock sucker, Nana," he moaned as he really probed my pussy with his tongue.
"And you're a great cunt muncher," I said, although in this position I couldn't actually come... although I was so damn close.
"Take your dress off, Nana," he ordered as he rolled me off of him.
"I need to come, baby," I said as I got off the bed, got out of my dress and slipped out of my flats assuming the cum would have dried by now.
"Oooooh, I'm going to make you come," he assured as he got off the bed, lifted me up and then lowered me on his dick.
"Biiiiiiiilly!" I screamed as his shaft slid right into me before I even had time to process the reality that my grandson's dick was in my pussy.
"You're my Nana slut now," he said.
"You want me to be your Nana slut?" I asked coyly.
"I want you to be my sexy Nana fuck toy and you want to be my submissive plaything, don't you?" he asked as I looked into his eyes and couldn't help but see my husband in him.
"Billy," was all I could muster before he kissed me.
As much as having him fuck my feet, suck his dick and have him eat my pussy was all taboo, the fact we were suddenly kissing while his dick was lodged up in me was both wickedly nasty and oddly sensual.
I kissed him back as I began to try to ride him in a position I had never experienced but I was so horny and so desperate to come.
"Oh, you horny slut," he smiled when he broke the kiss.
"Fuck me, Billy, fuck your Nana and make me come," I pleaded, grinding my pussy on his dick. "I need to come sooooooo bad."
He carried me back to the bed, lay me down, crawled between my legs, slid his dick back inside my inferno and resumed kissing me.
I wrapped my legs around him and pushed my tongue in his mouth as we made out like horny first-time lovers for a couple of minutes while he pumped his dick in me.
I would have kept French kissing him forever, but my orgasm was imminent and I begged, "Harder, Billy, fuck your Nana, harder."
"I want you to come on my dick, Nana," he said. "I want to feel your cunt tighten around my cock when you come."
"Be nasty, Billy, treat me like you treat your college sluts," I begged as I unwrapped my legs from around him and spread my legs as wide as I could.
"Come, slut; come on your grandson's dick, my incestuous fuck toy," he ordered, really hammering my hole.
"Oh yes, give it to me, Billy, give it to me," I demanded as he hammered me hard, making my entire body move with each deep thrust.
"Now, my fucking Nana slut, fucking come for your Master," he demanded.
"Oh yes, Maaaaaaaster," I screamed, a term I often used for Charles in the heat of the moment... triggering memories of the past while blending together into this twisted present.
"Good, Nana," he said as my orgasm hit and he kept up his ruthless assault on my pussy.
"Yes, grandson, Nana is your slut," I declared as the most intense orgasm I had experienced in a long time... maybe forever ripped through me, making my entire body quake uncontrollably. A moment where I knew if Billy ordered me to suck his dick or bend over to fuck me tomorrow or the next day or any day, I would not be able to resist. My sexual past came flooding back and I was loving every minute of this incestuous encounter.
"Yes, you are," he agreed as he watched me come.
"I want your load, Master," I said about a minute later.
"I'm getting close," he said as he hadn't remotely slowed down throughout my body-quaking orgasm.
"I want you to come on my face, Billy," I said. "Nana loves wearing cum on her face."
"Oh shit, yeah?" he asked.
"Yes, Billy, I want that big load all over me," I said.
As soon as he pulled out, I quickly rolled off the bed, onto the floor, onto my knees and begged, even as my own juices leaked out of me, "Give me that load, Billy. Coat my face with your cum."
"Fuck, Nana, I can't believe how nasty you are," he said as he got off the bed and stroked his cock before me.
"Oh, I have a lot of secrets," I smiled wickedly as I moved my mouth to his balls and began sucking on them.
"Oh yeah, suck my balls, Nana," he moaned as he kept stroking his dick.
"I want every fucking load you ever shoot out," I said, before sucking a ball.
"Oh yes," he agreed.
"This dick is mine now," I added.
"Yes, it is yours," he again agreed.
"Now fucking give me this nut," I demanded, having on a couple occasions taken loads from well-hung black men in my wild college days... when interracial sex was much more taboo than today.
"Oh Nana, suck my nuts," he groaned, his balls indeed boiling.
I went back and forth and then when sensing he was really close, I moved back up, devoured his dick and slid a finger in his ass... something that always made his Papa erupt.
"Oooooooh, fuuuuuuck," he grunted the moment I had my middle finger buried up his ass.
I felt his cock twitch, backed off his dick in perfect timing to feel his warm load explode with a half dozen cannonballs of goo. "Mmmmmmmmm," I purred, pulling my finger out.
"Jesus," he grunted, as cum kept shooting all over me.
"Good boy," I purred, and took his dick back in my mouth to extract any more cum.
"Nana," he whimpered as I sucked him off, his load dripping down my face.
Finally, I got up and asked, "Do I look sexy still with your cum all over my face?"
"You look so fucking sexy," he said.
"Well, any time you need to drop a load, I have nylon-clad feet and a face to come on," I smiled.
"What about your mouth, pussy and ass?" he asked.
"My ass?" I questioned.
"Well, if you fucked mine, I figure I get to fuck yours," he said.
"I guess fair is fair," I shrugged as I scooped cum off of my face and ate it.
"Jesus, Nana, you are so hot," he said.
"I used to be a real slut for your Papa," I said.
"Did Papa fuck your ass?"
"Sometimes," I nodded with a wink. "Let's go have a shower together, order some food and then maybe see if you can make me your three-hole incestuous Nana slut."
"Fuck," he said as I took his hand and led him to the bathroom. "I thought I was in charge."
"You are," I said, smiling at the idea that he was in charge but I would always be guiding the way.
The End
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